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Source 

L ’AVA&E of Moliere, the play upon .which Shadwell as he frankly 
acknowledges — and indeed he could *do no less — has founded his 
. comedy, waf produced on 9 September, 166 , with the author as Har- 
pagon ; La Grange Cleante ; Du Croisy Valere ; Mademoiselle Moliere Elise ; 
Mademoiselle de Bne Mariane ; and Madeleine Bejart Fros'ine. UAvqri 
itself is taken from the Aululana, a piece in which the “ 1 ?Vu‘' ~a -ckga-iF?/’ 
as our Holy Father S. Jeronfe loved to phrase it, shows in witty and vivid 
colouring. It is true that one mut not compare the Euclio cf the Roman 
poet with Moliere’s Harpagon, so complete and complex a psychological 
Study. Life was simpler in the days of Plautus. I do not know that I can 
wholly subscribe to Emile Faguet’s “ La piece de Plante n’eSt guere qu’une 
joke piece anecdotique ; celle de Moliere une grande comedie de cara&ere.” 
His verdict concerning Moliere is incontestably true ; but I rate the 
Aulularia something higher than the French critic, who is, I conceive, 
looking apud Vlautum for sentiment and character winch would have b£en 
improper, nay impossible, m a Roman comedy. Whilst allowing every 
.jot of the supreme greatness of Moliere I can yet love the charm and sunny 
humour of the Latin poet. 

The incidents conveyed across the Channel from Moliere Shadwell has 
•set in a most realistic background of London life in the heyday of King 
Charles. Faguet, speaking of Harpagon’s children, Cleante and Elise, says' 
that the dramatist shows his miser “pm par ce que son vice a fait de son 
fils et de sa fille Tun debauche, joueur et un peu escroc, l’autre un peu 
devergondee, tous deux irrespecteux et completement exempts de pjete 
filiale ” What would be his opinion of Theodore and Theodora 1 And 
yet if I mistake not the young people of to-c|ay think Cleante and Elise a 
very old-fashioned *V iCtorian son and daughter, whilst Goldyaghanfs two-* 
children treat their father just as the silly old put deserves, and 'ire indeed 
a thoroughly up-to-date cocktail couple. 

Shadwell’s scenes of Restoration life, although thdy centre on the 
bagnio and the dice, ace amusing, and naturally by their atmosphere they 
change the complexion of the principal characters. 

Fielding’s clever adaptation from L’Avare , The Miser , was produced at 
Drury Lane, 17 February, 1733, with Griffin is Lovegold. It is a brisk 
bustling comedy and held the Stage until. well within the nineteenth 
century. It owes scarcely a hint to Shadwell, although much matter'has 
been added to the original. It is doubtful whether the appearance of Mrs. 
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Wisely is atf improvement, but the scene of the servants which commences 
Act V, 2nd the irruption of upholsterers, jewellers, mercers, tailors, and 
Charle s Bubblehoy, are vastly amusing episodes and support the intrigue 
with unflag ging zest. ' One cannot be surprised at the continued popu- 
larity of Fielding’s play. 

There are various translation? from Plautus, such as that by Bonnell 
Thornton, „vo, 1767. This writer appended a new conclusion to 'the 
Auludarta, the text of which has come down to us in a mutilated State ; the 
final scenes being lost. In the older editions these were generally given 
in the version of Antomus Codrus Urceus, Professor of Latin at Bologna 
in the fourteenth century. Lorenzo Guazzesi imitated the play in Italian, 
and the original Vas seen both at Rome and Ferrara. Giovanni Battista 
Gelli adapted it with great cleverness in his famous Sporta , certain scenes 
of which are within measuring distance of Mohhre. 

There 'are several eighteenth century direct translations of L'Avare , as 
by Ozell, i2mo, 1732 ; by Michael de Boissy, i2mo, 1752 ; and, the first 
ad only, by John Hughes, which appeared in the Works 8vo, 1735. The 
Miser has its place, of course, in the various collected editions of Mohere 
Englished. 

In 178 was printed o&avo The Mtser “ for the Use of private Theatres,” 
(sometimes announced as The Cut Mtser), the comedy contracted into a 
farce by Edward Tighe. Fielding was also curtailed by James Wild, the 
prompter at Covent Garden, and this three-a6t version appeared o&avo* 
1792. 

A grotesque entertainment, or rather pantomime, by John Thurmond, 
The Mtser ; or, Wagner and Abencock, performed at Drury Lane 1727 ; 
vo, 1727, calls for nothing more than a bare reference. The title, The 
Miser, has also been used in more recent plays such as The Mtser by G. H. 
Gomm with music by W. Fullerton, produced at the Prince’s 17 July, 
1 4 ; The Mtser by Julian Foss, produced at the Theatre Royal, Brighton, 
16 November, 1887-, and at the Globe, London, 5 May, 1 90 , The Mtser 
by G. W. Mitchell given at the, Olympic, 9 May, 1 91. 

Th£re_is z^Mtser's Retreat, r {tom the French La Matson Rustique, seen at 
Goodmhr's Fields in 1734 ; r The Mtser of Shoreditch, Standard, 2 November, 
x 54; The Miser's Treasure by J. Mortimer, Olympic, 29 April, 1 7 ; 
The Miser's WtU^oj T. Craven, produced at Haitmgs 3 December, 1 , 

and seen in London at the Surrey 4 November, 1889 ; The Miser's Legacy, 
Theatre Royal, Llanelly, 20 May, 1907. 

The Miser's Daughter xyas performed’ at Drury Lane 24 February, 1835 ; 
and upon the great success of Ainsworth’s capital romance The Miser's 
Daughter, ^ which ran through. Ainsworth's Magazine, vols. I and II, x 42, a 
dramatization of this by Edward Stirling was produced at the Adelphi <?n 
Monday, 24 October of that year. Stirling, the adapter, played Miser 
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Scaur, and Miss Fauat Hilda. George Cruikshank’$ illustrations were 
scrupulously followed, and? it w^s said that the Stage pictures “'might 
be mistaken for the artist’s a&ud designs enormously nfagmfied, and 
mysteriously made to breathe.” 

Perhaps the fipeSt representation of the. typical miser wallowing in his 
gold which the Stage of the laSt half-century has seen is that of Gaspard in 
PI quette’s Les*C/oches de CornmUe, the English version of which was pro- 
duced at the Folly 28 February, 187 The scene of the old man, all alone 
in the haunted caStle* plunging his hands into the com, when the mijlnight 
bell rings and the pha toms, knightly crusaders and haughty ancestry 
appear with frowning faces and gestures of doom to menace the unfaithful 
servant, was a moment of tense dramatic power not easily forgQtten and 
hot easily surpassed. 
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r HE Miser, as Shadwell informs us, was “ the laSt Plajt that was 
A&ed at the Kings Theater in Covent-Garden , before the fatal fire 
$iere.” On Thursday, 25 January, 1672, the Theatre Royal Standing 
in Bridges Street and Russell Street, which we for convenience sake generally 
calk the first Drury Lane, was burned 'to the ground by & terrible con-, 
flagrafion that wrought fearful deStru&ion in the vicinity. A news-, 
letter, 27 January, 1671-2, has*: “ A fire at the King’s playhouse between 
7 and o’clock on Thursday evening last, which half burned d<?wn the 
house and all their scenes and wardrobe , and all the houses from the 


Rose Tavern in Russell Street on that side of the way of Drury Lane are 
burned and blown up, with many in Vinegar Yard , 20,000/. damage. 
The fire began under the Stairs where Orange Moll keeps her fruit. Bell 
the player blown up.” Orange Moll was Mary Meggs, the chief vendor 
of fruit at the theatre. Richard Bell was a rising young actor -of great 
promise. Donnes tells us that he had been bred up from a boy “ under the 
Master A&ors.” He had already appeared m several roles of considerable 
importance, such as Frapolo, the brigand, in a revival*of Shirley’s The 
Sitters ; Mr. Vincent in Wycherley’s Love m a Wood ; Amanel the Angel 
in Lyranmck Love ; Caesar in Julius Ceesar ; and also in the famous revival 
of Catiline, Friday, 18 December, 1668. 

In this calamity the fanatics, of course, saw the fiery vengeance of 
Heaven, and a ballad “ On the Burning* of *he Theatre Royal ” has this 
couplet : 

He cryes ]uSt Judgement and wished when poor Bed 
Rung out his last, ’t been the Stage’s kNell.' " 



A contemporary n te upon the British Museum copy of* this lampoon 
says that this was construed as the obvious reflection on Nell Gvrfh which 
was intended, and Sir Roger L’EStrange threatened-the printer with a 

S rosecution for making a capital N, although the_ verses 4 iad been duly 
censed. 

The King* Company, after their disaster, were compelled' to migrate 
to Lincoln’s Inn Fields, which had juSt been vacated for a new theatre by 
their rivals the Duke’s Company, and here they opened on Monday, 26 
February, 1672, with Wit without Money, Mohup a&ing Valentine. 

The Miser, then, was produced at the Theafre Royal in January, 1672. 
It would, no doubt, have been very successful had it not been crushed by 
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so overwhelming i catastrophe. Yet it- remained m the repertory of the 
theatre, and from time to nine it was received with favour by the Town. 

On 5 June,- 1704, it was given at Diary Lane for the, benefit of Bullock, 
who appeared as Timothy Squeeze. However, it does not seem to have 
kepi the Stage after the retgn -of Queen Anne, and when Fielding’s The 
Miser was produced at Drury Lane on 17 February, 1733, the audience 
had entirely forgotten Shadwell’s comedy. 


To the Right Honourable 

CHARLES 

Lord BUCKHURST, 

Gentleman of His MAJESTIES BED-CHAMBER. 


My Lord, 

T HE Favour which yout* Lordship was pleased to shew to this 
Play, I value more than all the loud Applauses of a Theater : Nor 
can it be less esteemed by any Man that has had the Honour of 
knowing your Lordships Person, or the Pleasure of reading the diversions 
of your pen. It seems by your obliging kindness to the Poets, and your 
great example in writing, as if you were design’d by Heaven, among 
many other great uses, for the sustaining of declining Poetry. This con- 
sideration, with the boldness which your frequent favours have given me,^ 
pull the trouble of this Dedication upon you. You see, my Lord, the* 
danger of encouraging any of us, wh arp too apt without it to use the 
names of great men for the defence of our weaknesses'and follies ; nay, 
some are so arrogant to believe their injurious Dedications competent 
returns for all the Obligations they receive from the generosity of their 
Patrons. But I, my Lord, have bieen too .much obliged by you to think 
of making any retusn : all that I can do, is to beg leave to ma^e ai^humble- 
acknowledgment of all your favours ; and to take this occasiohlo publish 
my self to the World, 

My Lord, 

Your Lordships 
Most Obliged 

Tumble Servant , 

THOMAS SHAD WELL. 



REAVER. 


T IE Foundation of this Play I took from one of Mo here’s call’d 
L’^vare ; but that having too few Persons, and too little Adhom 
for an English Theater,, I added to both so much, that I may call 
more than half of this Play my own ; And I think T may say without 
vanity, that Moltere’ s part of it has not suffer’d in my hands, nor did 1" ever 
know a Trench Comedy made use of by the worst of our Poets, that was 
not better’d by ’em. ’Tis not barrenness of wit or invention, that tmkpg 
us borrow from the Trench, but laziness ; and this was the occasion of my 
making u-se of UAvare. This Play, as it was wrote m less than a moneth, 
and was the last Play that was Afted at the Kings Theater in Covent-Garden , 
before the fatal fire there , the great hast I made m writing it, that made 
me vefy doubtful -of the success of it, which was the- reason that at first I 
did not own it, but conced’d my Name. I have resolved to take my leave 
of long Prefaces, and will give you no farther trouble here, for fear you 
should find too much afterwards. 
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PROLOGUE 

\The Authors Name not hemg then known.] 


O UR Poet never doubt % the good success 

Of Farce that’s in half French , half English dress 
And this was made with little pains and wit. 

As any cobling Poet e’re wrote yet, 

And therefore he’s resolv’d not to submit. 

The Fortune of his Fellows he has seen. 

Who in dull Farce have so successful! been. 

That could he write true wit, he is in doubt 
Whether you would endure to sit it out. 

But though he'has no wit, he has some shame. 

And Stealing from the French conceals his.name. 

French Plays, in which true wit’s as rarely found 
As Mines of Silver are* in English ground ; 

A foolish Marquis, or his knavish man. 

Or some poor Pudden fool’s the beSt they can. 

But Stay, I’ve been too bold ; methinks I see 
The English Monsieurs rise in mutiny, 

Crying confound him, does he damn French Plays, 

The only Pieces that deserve the Bayes : 

France that on fashions does Strift Laws impose 
The Universal Monarchy for Clo&ths* 

That rules our most important part, our dress. 

Should rule our wit, which is a thing much less. 

But Messieurs he says, farther to provoke ye. 

He would as soon be Author of TuQuctgue, 

As any Farce that e’re from France was s,ent. 

And all consider’d ’tis a complement. 

And yet he hopes the advantages they gain. 

That he may please ye with small Stock of brain : 

For opr good natair’d Nation thinks it fit. 

To count French Toys, good Wares ; French nonsence* 'frit. 
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W Hen Sieges°now by Poets are prepar’d. 

And Love and War ’gainst Nations is declar’d ; 
When Africa and Asia are not spar’d. 

By some who in Rime will all the World o\erun. 

Who in their Conquests will no Country shun. 

Not scaping the Mogul , , nor Prefler John , , 

No American Prince is in his Throne secure. 

Not Tatty Potty Moy himself is sum : 

But may the fury of their Rime endure. 

Nay in time each Prince in Gumny will be fought. 

And under these Poetick Fetters brought ; 

And We shall see how the black Rogues lov’d and sought. 
When such great things are for the Stage design’d 
We fear this trifle will no favour find. 

But as a fop that’s dress’d in Masquerade, 

Will any place with impudence invade. 

And little rambling Punks nare be so rude. 

Among the best of Ladies to intrude : 

So Poers sure, though ill, may be allow’d 
Among the best in Masquerade to crowd. 

Our Poet who wrote this Incognito , 

Does boldly claim this pnviledge as his due ; 

He presses in, and will' not be kept out. 

Though he deserves to Stand amongst the rout 
Those^ fifteen hundred Poets who have writ. 

And never could have one Play acted yet. 

Butmow he’s in. pray use him civilly, 

; et ^hat e’re he says, unqueStion’d Be, 

According to the Laws of Masquerade 

wh°'t S l Cred Laws dancing Nations made. 

Which the young Gallants sure will ne’re invade. 

If ye resolve that yee’l be angry now, - 
re vent your spleen upon- an unknown Foe ; 

Or if he be not, yet yee’l make him so : 

But if a kindness to him ye intend, 

-ai' Play commend : 
chMan for ought he knows is kind to’s friend. 
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THE ACTORS’ NAMES 


GoJdwgham 

Theodore 

Squeeze* 

Timothy 

«► 

BeUamour 

Rant and 
Hazard 

Rohm 

James and 
William 

Justice. 

Tipo Bullies. 

Constable and Watch. 

Three Counterfeit Bayhfs. 

Fidlers. 


The Miser. 

His Son* 

A Scrivener. 

Ha Son. 

A Gentleman in disguise, ha true name Raines, 
and servant to Gold, but a lover ^Theodora. 

Two Gamelters of the Town. 

Theodore’s Servant. 

Servants to Goldingham. 



WOMEN. 

Theodora 

Daughter to Goldingham. 

Isabella 

SiSter to BeUamour. 

Cheatly 

A Procurer. 

Lettice 

Her Daughter a Wench'. 

Joyce 

A Wench. 

Bridget 

The same. 




The MISER 


TT 


ACT I. SCE. I. 


Enter Rant, Hazard, Theodore. 

Rant. 'W "IT THat a devil makes thee m so muSty a humour ? Thou art 
Y/V/ as dull«and dumpish as a fellow that had been drunk ‘over 
* ▼ mght with Ale, and had done nothing but drunk Coffee, 
talked Politicks, and read Gazettes all this morning. 

Ha% HaSt lost thy money, or thy wench. 

Rant. Nay faith Hazard, if he has lost his money, I am sure he has loS! 
his wench, in spight of the noble vertue of constancy. 

Come Theodore, a lucky hand or two at the Groom Porters, will 
get thee as good a MiStress as any about the Town. 

Rant. No pox on’t they are kept so high by foolish elder Brothers, that 
poor younger Brothers must despair of ’em. 

Ha%. No Rant, thou art mistaken, the Elder Brothers are s« kind to* 
keep ’em for the younger, that can not d ’t for themselves ; they are civil 
to the one for love, and the other for money. 

Rant. I am not of your opinion, there was never so much ready money 
and so little love Stirring, as at this time. 

Ha%. Faith then we (that have but shallow purses) must .three or four 
club for one, shee’l serve us all, considering how \ye drink. Come Th dore\ 
be not melancholy, if thou hast lost thy MiStress, I’le club with thee for 
another. 

Theo. So Gentlemen, this Dialogue runs off very smaftly; you had 
rehearsed it before, but I* find you have the effefts of last nights debauch 
upon you, ancl are hot headed this morning, what else should fnake you 
think me melancholy ? 

Rant. Cteme faith, thou art. 

Theo. I must confess Gentlemen I am not in*so brisk 3 humour as to 
leap*over Joynt-Stools, or come over a Stick fof the.King,*or anf of thosh 
pretty frohcks , but I have no trouble, unless you will treate me one. 
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Ha^.T'am so fa ? from that, that I’le tell thee news that will rejoyce the 
heart of thee, if thou werf as dumpish as a^young Spark that is newly 
denied to be trusted for a white Periwig. 

Theo. Prethee what’s that ? 

Rant: That which I am sureryou’l bite at. 

Ha%. There is the most dekcate, charming creature, come to he over- 
againSt us- in Bow-Hmt ! Oh ’tis a melting Girle, she loolcs as if she Votrld 
dissolve hke an Anchovee in Claret. 

Rant- She would rehsh better (when a Man has die hot fit upon' him) 
than small Beer in a Feaver. 

Ha%. Then small Beer a pox ofi’t, she would be more welcome to_th.ee 
_than a Reprieve would, if thou art juSt now trolling out Hopkflis and 
Sternhold upon a Ladder. 

, The a- You are mighty witty, and full of similies ; but who the Devil is 
this incomparable Lady ? 

Rant. Pox on’t, thou art as teSty as an old Leane Judge fasting, upon the 
Bench, between' eleven and twelve. 

Haz- Fie put him into a better Humour ; with this young Lady, is 
Mrs. Cheat ly, party per pale Match-maker, and Baud, got acquainted, and 
has promised to bring her to a Ball at the Bear at Charmg-Cross , where 
you know there is a very convenient Couch. 

Rant. Oh she’s a delicate bit for him that can get her, she’s fit for one of 
us hone§t Fellows to debauch, and for a dull rich Fellow (bom to the 
drudgery of Plowing Land and getting Heirs) to Marry. 

Theo. But (if you be not too much transported to tell me) Pray who is 
this young Lady > 

j^hy, tis one Isabella that lyes over-againSt our Lod gin g at the 
Blew Balcone. 


Theo. ’Sdeath what said he ? [Aside] 

Rant. How now, are you nettled ? Gad I’le lay my life this Rogue has 
been before-hafid~with us. 

Theo. No faith Gentleitjerg but this Lady I have seen, and know she has 
som^quapties very unfit,. for your Company. 

Ha^. "What are those Man ? 

Theo. Darn’d unfashionable qualities, call’d vertue, and mode§ty. 

tsans. fish, out if sfie be not too much season’d with vertue in this warm 
age, she cannot keep long. 

but She WlU ’ ' m s P 1 S ht of Villanous Seducer Cheatly, 
whose Clutches scarce any young Lady can scape. 

Womb, ; She “ 
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Hay. I’le hold thee ten pound Cheatly brings this Lady to Supper, for 
all her vertue and modedy.. 

Theo. ’Sdeath Sir, I know she cannot, shall not do’t. 

Rant. On my Conscience he’s in dbwnright abominable loves with this 
Lady. 

Theo. Well, because you are a couple of good honed Fellows, that is, 
as* fart as those That use Cater-deuce-ayes, and smooth Boxes, and Cheat at 
Dice, can be 

Hay. Cheat ? we*do play a little tipon advantage I confess, Qis many 
People' of Quality and qioft Gentlemen that are Gamesters do.) * 

Theo. Indeed false Boxes, and Dice* are an advantage, but to let that 
pass r I will prevent your Errour, with this Isabella I a«h unreasonably 
^and desperately in Love. 

Rant. But it’s in an honourable way, I hope, n 5 c at all yiclmmg to 
wedlock. 

Theo. Yes faith, I am in Love, even to Matrimony. 

Hay. Pox on thee for an unseasonable Fellow, to thijik of Matrimony 
in this age, when an honed Woman is almost asham’d to shew her Face, 
she finds triumphant Punk so much preferred before her. 

Rant. If we, honed FelloWs of the Town, go on as we begin, honed 
Women will come to be Ston’d in the Streets. • 

Hay What, thou art turn’d a pubkck spirited Fellow, I warrant, and 
wisely considered, that people are wanting in England, %nd that more fre- 
quent Marriage would be a means of Propagation. . 

Rant. And I believe thou had subtilly found out that Whoring, and 
Monaderies, are as great causes of their wanting people in Spain, as their 
West-Indian Colonies. 

Theo. None of these Politick Considerations I assure you ; and yet 
ever since I saw Isabella I care less for a Whore, than you*do for an honed 
Woman : Yet you shall find I am not wholly unfit for your Company, I 
have not given over all sms at once, for if you’l go before and bespeak 
Dinner at Shatohns you shall see how I’le sowce you m Burgundy. 

Ha £. Well, wee’l go and hope, by the helpe’of Burgundy, to Recover your 
Senses again. 

Theo. Have a care of loosing your own. 

Rant. That we may have no advantage over you, wee’l ^ach of us drink 
2 or 3 Beer glasses, before you come. 

Hay. Adieu. [Exeunt. Hay. Rant.] 

[Enter Bellamur.] 

Theo. How now Bellamour , where’s my Father. 

Bell. Sir, he’s busie upon a quedion in Aritkmetick, tb seejhow much 
i j /. comes to in seven years, with use upon use. 
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Theo. What use, his fifty in the hundred, that he takes of Herb-women 
and O/Ster-women r For which they Pawn thek dear Rings, and Wedding 
Petticoats. 

Bell. Sir c he’s .willing to make the'moSt of his money. 

Theo. Has he takeii account ^what Dripping has been sold this week 
to the Kitchen-Stuff Womens 5 Has he weighed the ends of Candle, and 
Suet, to change for Candles of 20 in the pound ? 

Bell. All this Sir, and he, has been higlmg with a Fellow, above half 
an hour this morning, about 5 Coney-Skins he sold hifii ; nay. Good man, 
he’s very careful, and all for you. 

Theo. For me, ’Sdeath I expert he should live fifty years longer, unless 
the Parliament 'should bring down money to four in the hundred and 
kith I thought the report of that last Sessioifs, would have done an honeSt' 
Film ante tyem some* loudness, but a pox ont he’s recover’d, but no more 
of him, prethee send in my man to me. 

Bell. I will Sir. Robin. [Exit Theodore.] 

[Enter Rohm.] 

Robin. What say you Sir ? 

Bell. Gp in to your Master [Ex. Robin] [ Enter Theodora ] Here comes 
the MiStress of my Heart, my dearest Theodora , I see you now this morning, 
with as much Joy, as the Persians do the Rising Sun, that gives e’m all their 
Comfort. 

Theo. For all yoty: complements Bellamour , I find little prospeft of comfort 
for either of us. 

Bell. My dearest Theodora , I have observed much deje&on in your 
Countenance, ever since the obliging assurances you have given me of 
your faith ; do you repent of that, engagement ? then I am miserable. 

Theo. No Bell&mour , I cannot repent of any thing I do for you ; you 
have too great a power over me, to suffer such resentments in my mind. 

'Pell. What then can be the reason, that in the midst of all my Joyes, 
I see you grieve. 

Theo. Tha- thousand difficulties we are to undergo. 

Bell. An Madam, do but* Love enough, and there are none. 

Theo. There is an impossibility of getting my Fathers consent, though it- 
would be so mu«h to my advantage : His covetous Shagtin Humour makes 
him hate a Gentleman. * 

•Bell. I have gamed so much upoq him, that I do not despair of it ; 
"!Lf lnce ^ have your consent, I have too much happiness for one Man. 

Theo. I must confess, n*y Bellamour , I could juStifie my Love to you to all 
toe world, but to my Fathe/ ; I have to defend me your Person, and your. 
Merit : I can never repay th,e obligations I have received from you, that 
arter seven years Travel, you can be content to Stay from your Co un trey, 
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your Friends, and Kindred, and conceal your §elf from £ll the*world but 
me : But above all* to put your sglf for my sakfe, m so^base a condition, as 
to serve my Father, which is worse'ihan Rowing in Galhes ; .this Testimony 
of your Love can never be forgotten* 

Bell. Ah Madam ! one kind look from .you will overweigh a thousand 
such small Services : I must confess, serving your Father is the severest 
Task T have, to* minister to his wretched Avarice, and endure. the curses 
of all whom his extortion grieves. Pardon me, dear Theodora, that I 
take* this liberty before you : This is a Subject, you know I can. speak 
little good of. 

Theo. I am too sensible of it, but I am extreamly glad to see you gain 
so nTlich upon him by your Artifices. 

Bell. You see Madam, LovC is able to turn a Manjmto all Shapes, nay 
into the worst, a Flatterer, to a Covetous Man-' But by*the^sordid 
applauding of what he does, and observing all his Rules and Maximes*, I 
have gamed this point; That he will hear or believe no man so. soon 
as me. 

Theo. But why do you not discover this to my Brother, and procure 
his assistance in it ? 

Bell. Your Father’s and Brother’s tempers are so opposite, that it is 
impossible to accommodate my selfe to both of ’em, but do you please to 
manage our interests with your Brother, he Loves you extreamly, and will 
hear you ; I hear him coming, I’le away. [Ex Bellamour .] 

[Enter Theodore and Robin.] 

•Theo. Rohm go Stay within till I call you. 

Rohm. I will Sir. [Exit Robin.] 

Theodore. Dear Theodora I am glad you a%e here, I have a secret of the 
greatest concernment in the world to me, to discover to jfpu. 

Theodora. I shall be glad to hear’t, and (if I can) to serve you in it ; 
what have you to say ? 

Theodore. A thousand things, in ope little yrord. Love. 

Theodora. How Br ther are you in Love, I’le* tell you — 

Theodore. Hold SiSter, I know as well as you tfiat I depend [Scommaticalty] 

pon a Father, and that the name of Son, carries an nwiolable Duty along 
with it. 

Theodora. But Brothel* 

Theodore. And that I ought not to engage my heart without the consent 
of him who gave me breath. 

Theodo i. Do you hear 

Theodore And that Heaven has made our Par nts disposers of our wills, 
and that they are in a condition to see more and b$ less deceived than we. 

Theodora. Hold a little. 
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Theodore r And ‘that we ought to truft the Eyes of their wisdom before 
the blindness of ouf own passion. 

Theodora. Afp you mad 

Theodore, 'And? thatf the f heat of our youth misleads, and betrays us 
often* to dangerous precipices. 

Theodora Notone of these? wise things would I have 'said to you, but 
tell me, arg you engaged to her you Love ? 

Theodore. No, but resolv’d, in spight of all opposition, and I conjure 
you, givg me no reasons. 

Theodora. Why do you believe I will ? 

Theodore. You are no Lover, and faith I am damnably aflraid of your 
wisdom. 

Theodora. You know not my condition Brother ; but pray who is it 
that has t Germ’d you thus ? 

Theodore. A young Lady that Lyes near this place, of so excellent a Beauty, 
so delicate a creature, I cannot think of her without an extasie. 

Theodora. Pray*save your oratory, and in short, tell me who she is. 

Theodore. Her name is Isabella ; but that which is my extreameft trouble, 
I have discover’d under hand, that she i§ the Daughter of a sickly Widdow, 
and of a small Fortune : You know the abo/mnable h um our of my Father 
(whose damn’d covetousness, if I had not now and then a Lucky hand at 
play, would make me forget all use of money) so that I have scarce any 
possibility of giving this Lady the least proof of my affefhon ; and if I 
find not some means to do it, I am loft. 

Theodora. It is an inhumane thing of him to put us both to our Shifts 
thus, to get but ordinary Cloths. 

Theodor & Prethee Sifter, let’s Joyn in our Complaints to him ; and if 
he opposes us, we will quit our selves of his insupportable Tyranny, and 
seek our Fortunes together. 

. Theodora. I hear him coming, he’s inraged at something, pray let us 
retire and consuk what to say to him, here he comes, ftep in. 

Theodore. Come on. [Exeunt Theodore and Theodora .] 


[Enter Goldmgham and Rohn.] 

?sl°t a ?u H ?- USe J 0 ^ ?° S ’ be S on ’ ffiake no replyes, you Rascal, 
i? Y e a ^ woln Thief; the Gallows groans for you. 

^ as ne Y er tfcng SO wicked as this [Aside] damn’d 
l thlDk ' correftion, the Devil’s in him. 

P r rn , y°, wmutter between your Teeth S irrah ? 
r u r^ 7 y ou me up and down thus ? 

mufl 70U “ k v**"* ? °“ of “y 
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Rohm. A pox on this damn’d flea-flint, [Aside] Why what ka w e_ I done 
to you ? ' 

Gold. Dispute no mote, begon. 

Rohm. My Master gave me of Set to Stay here for him. 

Gold. Get you gone and wait in the Stteet, you Rascal, must you- Stand 
here like a Sentmel, and (with your dammd r watchful Eyes) be a Spy upon 
my a&ions, to clevour what I have, and to ferret up and down to see what 
there is to Steal. 

Rohm. What a Devil do you think I should Steal, unless I should Steal 
you ? [Aside] Besides, ►He’s as watchful as an Owl, a man that had killed 
seven men. Pissing against a wall, would rest more quietly. 

'Gold. You Dog must I be daily in danger to be Rob’dhy you.? 

Robin. You ate not a man^to be Rob’d, all you haye is under Lock and 
Key ; besides you profess your self to be in great want ? 

Gold. [Aside] Oh how I tremble ! LeSt this Rogue should suspect I Have 
money hidden in my Garden : If he do’s I am turn’d. Though I have but 
little Sirrah, I should-be loth to loose it by such Rascals as you are. Besides 
what’s Lock’t up, is not there a Tin Candle Stick,, a pair of Brass Snuffers, a 
Nutmeg-Grater, Bellows, and a Darnock Carpet. 

Robin. I scorne ’em all. 

Gold. Come Sirrah, you are one of the Rogues that reported that I have 
Money hid 

Robin How, have you money hid say you ? 

Gold. No no you Dog, I don’t say so, I have no money hid you Villain 
you. [Aside] ’Sdeath he diStrafts me. 

Robin. Why what ls’t to me whether you have or have not. 

Gold. What are you arguing ? lie beat your foolish reasons -out of yowr 
head, once more, begon. 

Robin. Well, I go. 

Gold. Stay, have you taken nothing with you ? 

Robin. You had beSt search me. 

Gold. Shew me your hands. 

Robin. There. 

Gold. The other Both together Stay have you put nothing here ? 

[He feds m his Coat Pockets.] 

Robin. What a Devil should I put there ? 

Gold. Let me see he [Alt t£ns while Groping Robin.] 

Robin. Such a Man as you deserves to be Rob’d. 

Gold. What say you ? • 

Robi . I say I think you’l grope me all over 

Gold. So I will Sirrah. 

• Robin. A Plague on all covetousness, and.cove.tous men. 

Gold. What’s that ? 
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Robin. J Say, a 'Plague uppn all covetousness, and covetous men. 

Gold. Of whom do you s£feak Sirrah ? 

Robin. Of coVetous men. 

Gold. Wl^at are those covetous men ? 

Robin. -Rogues, Villains, Dogs, Caterpillers, Horse-Leeches, Vipers, 
Thieves, Robbers, Sons of Wholes. 

Gold. Hqw now you Rascal. 

Robin. Why do you trouble youj^ selfe Sir, you are none of those: 
may no^ l curse covetous Rogues ? 

Gold. Sirrah, to whom did you speak thus ? tell me. 

.Robin. I spoke it— I spoke it— to "that Rogue Dives in the Pi&ure there. 
r Gold. .And I {peak to your fools Head there. Sirrah take that, do you 
feele me Rogue ? 

Robin. ^ Ajs, pox on you, against my will. [Aside.] 

Gold. Again Sirrah, out of my doors, I say, you insolent Villain. 

Robin. A curse on him, he has broken my bones. [Ex. Robin.] 

Gold. Oh the pains, the jealousies, and fears a Man must suffer that has 
great summes of money to guard ; I cannot find one place safe enough 
about the house ; Coffers and Trunks Thieves can never scape. Let me 
see this particular. Imprimis , a Thousand Pound, for which I have Pawnes 
w&tth two, at above fifty per Cent. Item in the City five thousand Pound, 
for which I have ten per Cent, and the best security in England. 


[Enter Theodore and Theodora.] 

Item, in Morgages of Land from young Gay Sparks 6000 /. Oh but that 
dear Sum of six thousand broad-pieces in my Garden, that transports m . 
[He sees his Son and Daughter .] ’S death that I should read this Note loud, I 
have betrayed my self, they have over-heard me, and I am ruin’d ; would 
^-eboth hang’d : Well, what’s the matter with you, have you been 

Theo. No Sir, blit now come. 


^old. What cjo ye Stand listening ? 

Theo % Nptrve, I assure yef 

Gold. Come come ye did if they over-heard me, I shall hang my self 
Theodora. Not we, ‘I assure you Sir. S 3 

s f« to my self, how happy should I be if I had but Six 
thousand Pound in the, world. 

Theo. You heed not wish that. 

shSd T T il fa i Se A 0h woul , d to heaven 1 had ! Oh how happy 

not L 1 b 1 h ° Uld £r com P lain then > that the times are hard. 


Theodora. "This ss all but Raillene Sir. 

Theodore. You have more than five times as much. 
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Gold. ’Sdeath, what says he ? O thou Villayi, thou Viper tfioti. have I 
bred thee up to destroy me f are lay Children become my greatest Enemies ? 

Theo. Are those your enemies that, say you are ncji > 

Gold. Oh it is the vileft injury you can do me, such discourses as these 
will make my throat be cut, Thieves will believe I am all made up ‘of Gold ; 
your extravagant expences too, will make*’em think so. 

* Theo. I know' none I am guilty of, unless keeping my* self clean 
be so. 

Gold. Oh your Periwigs, your Ribbands, your Laces, you are*a« much 
a Spark as any of those that go fine, keep Whores, and pay no debts, 
about the Town ; and if the truth were known, you, jjnd your Sifter, 
# here, muft Rob me to do ic 

Theo. He will have good luck that Robs you : . [Aside.] 

You know my Sifter ventures some Money at Sea, (that was left her by. an 
Aunt) and (for me) I am sometimes lucky at play, and I eat and drink, and 
keep my self handsomly dreft with it. 

Gold. Handsomly, ‘foolishly ; to what end are thdse multitudes of 
Ribbands, this Flaxen Mop of Whqres Hair, and this Flanders Lace upon the 
Shirt ; I warrant this Habit cpft thirty Pound : now if you do win money, 
put it to other uses, (you foolish young Knave) 30 /. comes to six and 
thirty shillings a year, according to Statutable use ; but thou mighteft 
make twenty Pound a year on’t if thou hadft any braines, and (with such 
use upon use) what would 30 / come to in seven years 

Theodora. But Sir, my Brother and I came to talke ‘with you of other 
business. 

Gold. Well, and I have something to say to you, of other business. 

Theo. ’Tis concerning Marriage, Sir. 

Gold. And I intended to speak to yoft, concerning Majriage 

Theodora. Ah Father ! 

Gold. Ah Father ’ what’s that for ? what ? what ? you would be at. it 
already would you ? soft and fair young Gentlewoman. 

Theo. No Sir, my Sifter is affraid that you* opinion of Marriage will 
not agree with ours.* 

Gold. Fear not, you shall have no cause of complaint, I shall do well 
Tor you both ; and (firft of all) have you Theodore, seen one Isabella, that 
lyes near this place ? 

Theo. O y$s Sir, several times, in her Balcony. 

Gold. And you? 

Theodora. I have heard t»f her, Sir. 

Gold. Well Son, and how do you find that La 3 y ? 

Theo. She’s admirably handsom, I have neves. seen her ^qual. 

Gold. Her face, ha ? 

Theo. Beyond what e’re a Lover fancied of his Miftfess. 
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Gold* Her shape, is it no^. well ? 

Theo. Not only faultless, But excellent-to a miracle. 

Gold. Her meen, h^ 

Theo. Graceful, and adrhirable. 

Gold. Her ayer, and her manner 

Theo. The molt charming in tBe world ; her ayer so full, of modeSy and 
wit, her carnage so allureing and gentle, I have never seen the hke. 

Gold. Oh ho, would not this Ladynnake a pleasant bed-fellow ? 

Theo-. it were a happiness beyond all expression, such, as ’twere not 'Safe 
to think on’t. 

Gold. But there is one point to be consider’d, her Portion. 

Theo. Oh Sir,*that (with so fine a Lady) is not considerable, not to be 
mentioned. 

Theoierar Besides Sir, I have heard she has a tollerable fortune. 

Theo. Never think of that. 

Gold. Well, I am glad we agree so well in our opinions of this Lady ; 
for (by these charfnmg qualities) she has so won upon me, that I am resolved 
forthwith to marry her. 

Theo. Oh heaven ! 

Gold. What say you ? [Hafhly ] 

Theo. Are you resolved say you 

Gold. Yes, to marry Isabella . 

Theo. Who you' ? you ? 

Gold. Yes I, I, I; why, what do you make of me, young Cox-comb ? 

Theo. ’Sdeath this has Stuck me to the heart [Ex. Theo.] 

Gold. Who cares, go get some Aqua-Vitae, I hope this young Prodigal 
Ass will hang himself at the news of a young Mother-in-Law This 
Daughter, is that which I resolve' for my self : now for him, I have pro- 
vided a grave Matron of about 50, with a great deal of money; and 
you, I intend to^marry to Timothy Squeeze, the nch Scriveners Son, a very 
thrifty young man. ~ 

Theodora. Heaven, what do -I hear ! - 

Gold. a very pretty young Man, and knowes how to make sixty 
per Cent, of his money. 

Theodora. Sir, if you please, I will not marry. 

Gold Madam' if you. please, you shall marry. 

Theodora . Pray pardon me Sir. 

Gold. Pray” pardon me Madam. 

Theodora. You may command me in any thing, but this. 

Gold. I will command you in this, and to night too. 

Theodora. To night, tha* shall not be. 

Gold. That shall be. 

Theodora. No Sir? 
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Gold. Yes Sir. 

Theodora. Fie kill my self, befo^ I marry him. 

Gold. You shall not kill your self, and you shall marry’him ; but did 
ever Father endure such insolence from a Daughter? 

Theodora. Wa% ever Daughter so severely Used by a Father ? 

Gold. All the.world 'will allow of my cHoyce. 

'Theodora. No Man of sense will. 

& 

[Enter Bellamour l\ 

Gold. Here comes Bellamour , will you be judg’d by him. 

Theodora. With all my heart. 

This is lucky enough. [Aside J 

Gold. Look you Bellamour , my Daughter disputes .with me, which do 
you think has reason, she or I ? 

Bell. Oh Sir, you without question. 

Gold. Do you know what we were talking of ? 

Bell. No Sir, but you cannot be in the wrong. 

Gold. Look you, you are to be; Judge, I would marry her to Timothy 
Squeeze, the rich Scriveners S<jn this night ; and the baggage despises him. 

Bell And am I to be Judge ? 

Gold Ay of this. 

Bell. Oh heaven 1 

.Gold What say you ? 

Bell. I am of your opinion Sir, in the main, but your Daughter is not 
wholly in the wrong. 

'Gold. Why, why is Mr. Timothy’s Person, or Fortune, to be rejected ? 
where can she have a better ? 

Bell. That’s true Sir, but she may say* ’t® too rash to .resolve to do it 
so suddenly ; and that she ought to have some time to accommodate her 
mclinations to him. 

Gold. Time, come I muSt take occason by the fofe-lock ; his Father 
(that is very rich, but of mean extraction) will (for the sake of good Allyance) 
let his Son marry her without a Portion. 

Bell. Nay then, I muft say no more, that is a convincing reason, she 
’ must submit to that. 

Theodora. What means Bellamour ? [Aside.] 

Gold. I knpw not whst ’tis to her, I am sure ’tis the most considerable 
reason in the world to me. 

Bell. Without doubt St£ no man can contradift that, but your Daughter 
may answer you, that Marriage is the most solemn thing in the world, 
sad that which must make her always either happy, or miserable. 

Gold. Without Portion l mark that ■ • 

Bell. You have reason Sir, that decides all. But Sir, people will tell 
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you, that the in clina tion of your Daughter, ought to be a little regarded ; 
and that forcing affections has often rtyned the best of Families. 

Gold. What" without Portion p 

Bell. Nay, there can be ho reply to that : ’tis true, there are a great many 
Fathers that prize the satisfaction of their Daughters, and would never 
Sacrifice them to interest, but would consult their affe&ions. 

Gold. But again I say, without Portion. 

Bell. Tis true, without Portion isran answer to every thing ; and who 
can resist such reason as yours. 

Gold. [To himself] O heaven I hear the Dog bark, I am so afraid of this 
money, I muSt into the Garden : Stay here. [Ex Goldznghgm.] 

Theodora Betlamour you are m the wrongs to talk thus with him. 

Bell. If I should oppose him Madam, I 'should ruine our design, and 
yep wiE do better to feign a consent to what he commands. 

Theodora. But for this sudden Marriage, to night. 

Bel{. Wee’l find means to break it, and make him consent to it. 

Theodora. What can you invent ? 

Bell. Feign some sickness, and desire, him to delay ’t for that. 

Theodora. Physicians will find out that deceit. 

Bell. Madam, he would scarce be at the charge of one to save his own 
life, much less yours. 

Theodora. But he has Kindred, that will give him their advice for nothing. 
Bell. Madam do you believe in Do&ors ? Do you think they know mqre 
than Nurs-keepers ? I warrant you Madam, counterfeit what distemper 
you please, they’l find reasons enough to tell you from whence it comes. 

[Enter Goldmgham . ] 

Gold. Heaven be praised, ail’s 'Veil, there was no body. 

Bell. Besides -Madam, our last recourse shall be to discover our selves, 
aqd our affections, and if you can be constant, as I doubt not [Gold- 
mgham is seen by them.] Madam (as I was saying) a Daughter ought not to 
dispute her Fathers will, qr once think whether she likes the man or no, 
whom hqfCuuses for her, especially where that invincible reason, of without 
Portion, offers its self. [Theodora flings from him haftely, and goes out.] 

Gold. Well said Bellamour. 

Bell. Sir, I ask you pardon, that I make so bold with your Daughter. 
Gold. I am orejoy’d at it, you have done exceeding well. 

Bell. Sir, i will never fail to urge her with arguments, and especially, 
that undeniable one, of without Portion. 

Gold. ’Tis very well. 

Bell. Oh Sir,.there’s nothing (in this world) so precious as money, not 
Honour, Birth,' Education,- Wit, Courage, Yertue, Wisdom, Religion, 
Loyalty — 
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Gold. Oh there spoke an Oracle ! dear Bella^our, I could hug ,thee for 
this, thou shalt follow, anjl advise her. Bufc’ first, give me some little 
account of this days business ; Ha Sarah the Orange- Wench redeem’d her 
Thumb-Ring, that I lent her ten shillihgs upon kit week ?• 

Bell. No Sir. 

Gold. ’Tis forfeited then, it weighs twA and twenty. .Has the fellow 
that ayes old Cloths, redeem’d the new Velvit Coat, (which I Relieve he 
Stole) or the OySter-Woman her Red Pettiqpat with Silver Lace on,’t ? 
Or has the Cobler redeem'd his Pewfer that he Pawn’d for Money to buy 
Soles ? “Or has the Country Gentlewoman (that lost her money at* play) 
taken out her Watch, for which she is feign to make excuses to her Husband, 
and "Say ’tis a mending ? 

Bell. None of these 

Gold Has the WhetHon Whore redeem’d her Mantophce^ and her 
Silk-dy’d Petticoat, with Gold and Silver Lace ? 

Bell. No poor soul, she has had ill trading of late. 

Gold. There is a Bjuds Silver Aqua-Vitae Bottle, a Midwife’s hackny 
Satin Mantle, with old fashion’d Gold Lace ; a Herald Painter’s Hears- 
Cloth, and Velvit Pall , besides (let me see) an Attoney’s Clerk Pawn’d a 
Beaver of his Masters in the Country , there is too, a Porters and a Water- 
mans Silver Badge, the Fidler’s Violin, the Hackny Trumpeter’s Brass 
Trumpet, the Barber’s inlayd Razor Case, with Silver Heads to his Instal- 
ments, are any of these redeem’d to day ? 

'Bell. None of ’em Sir. 

Gold They are forfeited, to Hell with them, ab inferis nulla redemptio, 
this has been a happy week Bellamour : two young Sparks have forfeited 
Morgages this week : they are the sweetest People to deal 'syith, they, 
seldom fail of forfeiting them, and I never, fail to take ’em, but prethee 
go to my Daughter, and advise her. 

Bell. I will Sir, 

Better then you think. [Aside.] 

Gold. How happy am I in this servant ! well, (if this trade hold) I 
shall tumble in Money ; and next to* that. 

The greatest pleasure I can have of life. 

Is in cold age , to have a maim young wife. 
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ACT II. SCE. I. 

Ente-j: Squeeze, Timothy , Roger. 

Sque. 'W'S.Mr. Goldmgham at home ? 

I Roger. He is in the .Garden, (where he always is) I’le tell him you 
JLare here. [Ex Roger.] 

Sque. Come Timothy , Cheere up, has’t not thov forgot to put "on thy 
little Cuffs, to Comb thy head, and-get thy hair powder’d 

Tim. No ncy I have my best Cloaths on too, ju$t as I used to go to 
Church ; hut de’ hear Sir, I shall be asham’d when Theodora comes, de’* 
see, for„(o$ my conscience and soul) I shall never learn how to Suitour a 
Woman. 

Sque. Take my dire&ions, and I warrant thee. 

Tim. How did you go to work to Suiter my Mother ? 

Sque. Why, I’le tell thee, when I was a young man, (Oh the happy days 
we lived in then) I could woe a young Gentlewoman, with as much dexterity 
as the Spruceft Gallant on ’em all. 

Tim. I long to hear, before Mrs. Theodora comes. 

Sque. Whylookyou, suppose thou wertthy Mother, Sand there, (and lie 
tell you she was as fine a young Lass, as any Aldermans Daughter, (though 
she was but a Button-makers Daughter) and as well bred too , I am suite 
it cost her Father ten Shillings a month for her learning to Dance, and she 
play’d moS violently upon the Cittern too. But Sand Sill, thus I begun 
[He Salutes , and Kisses Timothy.] Then forsooth your Servant, said I, 
won’t you please to sit down,? here’s a Chair, and please you. [He sets 
a Chair for Timothy, and sits down by him.] 

Tim. I vow tins is very well, de’ conceive me ? 

Sque. Then thus I went on; pray give me leave to kiss your hand. 
[He Kisses Timothy’.? hand.] 

Tim. O lord Sir ! 

Sque. I’ protest and vow’, I have a very great affeftion for you ; the very 
thoughts of you, has often broke my sleep , and made me fetch many a sigh 

Tim. Ha, ha r ha, very well I vow. 

Sque. For you are very handsom (as I am an honeS man,) and I cannot 
bat love your, an I were to be hang’d for’t. 

Tim. ’Tis your goodness more than my desert. 

Sque. Good lack, to eee the luck on’t, she made that very answer, I 
proteS. 

Tim. Oh Gefani, why Sid. she ? 

Sque. Yes ; but *o go on, said I, I am come to see if you ran love such 
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a one as I am, (and I was then as pretty a young fellow as any in .the City) 
and if you can, said I, I shall Jae very well content to make you my wife. 

Tim. Ay but Mrs. Theodora, theySay, is most pestilent Coy* 

Sque. ’Tis no matter, be thou bold, and she’l not deny thee. 

Tim. Ay and I will now you bid me, though I venture my fife fgi’t, 
de’ understand me*? 

Sque, Do, Stand, up to her man, and kiss her, she’l not deny^thee, for 
thou art a very pretty Fellow, though I say’t ; t Stand up, let me see, tup. 
thee %bout, well made too, well thou*!akeSt juSt like me, I was juSt such 
another Vhen I was young. 

[Enter Goldtngham and Bel/amour ] 

Gold. Mr. Squeeze you are welcome. 

Sque. Thank you good Sir. 

Gold. And you Mr. Timothy. 

Ttm. Thank you good Sir, (as my Father said before me.) 

Sque. This is the youpg man I bring to your Daughter.. 

Tim. Ay Sir, I make bold to come a woing to Mrs. Theodora , de’ conceive 
me, if your worship please. 

Gold. With all my heart. 

Bell. An excellent Choice, an accomplisht Rival have I : I should sooner 
be jealous of a Ballad-finger, or a Pickpocket. [Aside .] 

Gold. Bellamour, go call my Daughter. 

Bell I will Sir, A curse on him, must she be baited by this Bandog. 

[Ex. Bell] 

Gold. While the young People are together, wee’l drink a Cup , I would 
send for a Pint of white Wine, or half a Pint of Sack for you 4 but the 
Vintners do play the Rogues so, and puf Hprse-flesh, dead Dogs, mens 
bones, Molossus, Lime, Brimstone, Stumme, Allom, Sloes, and Arsmck 
into their Wine but I’le send for a Cup of wholsome Ale for you. 

[Enter Bellamour and Theodora ] 

Sque. With all my heart. 

Bell. There’s the sweet youth, he has provided'for you. 

Tim. Now Father Stand by me. 

Gold. This Daughter, is the pretty young Man I told yoi^of. 

Theodora. He looks more like a Corn-Cutter than & Lover. [Aside ] 

Sque. Your Servant young Gentlewoman. [He»SaJutes her ] 

Tim. Your Servant forscjoth, I make bold to Salute you, de’ see . 1 
vow ’tis tjp.e sweetest Kiss that ever I had in all mf life , you kiss very 
well Mrs. Theodora, pray let me have another. 

Theodora. Hold Sir, not too fast. 

Tim. Why look you Father, did I not tell you how ’twouTd be ? 
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Sque v You were a little, too forward Son. 

Gold. Come let’s leave 'the young people, they 9 ! docbeSt together. 

Sque. Ay I warrant you, they had r£thet be alone. 

Gold, py hear Theodora ; be civil to him Bellamour ! 

[Ex. Goldmgham, Squeeze, and Bellamour .] 

Tim. So now we are alone Mrs. Thea, I call you The& for shortness, de’ 
see? 

Will you please to sit do r wn ? 

I’le try now if I can out-do my leather. [AL side] 

Theodora. To wait upon you I will Sir. 

What a ridiculous Lover have I ? [Aside.] 

Tim. Comc'Mts. Thea, I profess my Legs are very weary, I have been 
all this' morning dunning for money, at this end of the Town; andT 
promise you I mind my business as well as e’re a young man m this City 
that Tfrears a head, but (a deus take ’em) they do fob me off with Prote&ions 
hereabouts. 

Theodora. Thry do ill, to disappoint so fine a Person. 

Tim. Ah forsooth, you are pleased to say so, but come (now I think 
on’t) pray where’s your Maid > 

Theodora. Why do you ask ? 

Tim. If you please to send her to some Tavern, where you have Credit, 
J’de make bold to send for a Pint of Sack for you, (there I out-do my 
Father a whole half Pint.) 

Theodora. Oh admirable breeding. [Aside.] 

By no means I don’t love it, I assure you. 

Tim. Then I’le send for a Bottle of white Wine ; I have Sugar in my 
Pocket, the Rogues at Taverns make us pay three pence a Paper for it. 

Theodora. A thrifty consideration, but 1 drink no Wine. 

Tim. Nay pfeuh Mrs. Thea, you say this now to save me Charges, de’ 
see ; but alass I care no more for Money than I do for the dirt under my 
foot d’ you understand me? E I had you at the Popes-Head, I’de give 
you half a peck of Oysters, I have as good Credit there as ere an Alderman’s 
Son of ec all, no dispraise ; but faith I will send for White-wine now, 
you shad not say me mp. 

Theodora. Oh intolerable ! I will have none sent for. 

[ Enter James.] 

James., Sir, your Father bids me r tell you he is sent for to Chatohns, to 
some young Blades, whom he is to take up money for. 

Tim. Tis very well.* Come Mrs. Thea. pray be not angry, but let us to 
our business. ° } 

Theodora. Have you any with me ? 

Tim. Yes that l have, and very earnest busmess too, I’le tell you that. 
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Theodora. What is it? 

Tim. Look you Mis. Thea, paucl ? verba, the short and the»long on’t is, 

I have had a very great affeftion for yo*u, any time these two months, ever 
since I saw you at Covent-Garden Church, de’ conceive me ? 

Theodora. Oh wonderful! 

Tim, As I am ^n honeft Man, you have Stuck as close to my Jdeart (all 
the time) as a Burr (de’ understand me) nay I have scarce slept a qujet 
night, all that time, for dreaming on yBu. 

Theoddra. ’Tis impossible. 

Tim. Nay feck now ’tis true, whereupon my Father seeing me in this 
condition, advised me to come to you for cure, de’ hear me.? 

Theodora. Oh Sir, doubt not hut you may command me 

Tim. No forsooth pardon me, I shall intreat you. 

Theodora. To do what ? 

Tim. Feck only to love me a little, that’s all. 

Theodora. No more but that ! how can I chuse ? 

Tim. Ay but will you have me for a husband, de’ see ? that’s the business 
I come about : if you will, I shall for my part, be very glad to make you 
my Bed-Fellow, as the saying *s. 

Theodora. Oh Sir, you deserve one of a greater Beauty and Fortune than* 
I am. 

Tim. Pshaw what’s matter for that, ’tis all one as long 4s my Father bid 
me* ask you Mrs. Thea, de’ conceive me ? 

Theodora. Sure this Holiday Fool, ha’s never been bred to any thing but 
throwing at Cocks, or demolishing evil houses on Shrove-Tuesday , or 
may be, he has Rid on a Pageant for a Neptune, or a Sea-God, of perhaps . 
waited at my Lord Mayor’s Table upon FfaSt-day. [Aside.] 

Tim. What say you to the proposition, ha ? 

[Enter Robin.] 

Robin. Did you see your Brother Madam ?* 

Theodora. He’s gone* out. 

Tim. A deus take this Fellow for interrupting us. 

Theodora. H$ark, I am call’d, farewell. 

Tim. Nay and I leave you, the King shall know it. 

[Enter at the other Door Mrs. Cheatly.] 

‘Cheat. Oh dear Robin, art thou here ? ^ . 

Robin. Mrs. Cheatly, what makes you here for heavens sake ? 

Cheat. That which mjkes me go every where ; I love to be serviceable 
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to the Nation, in my faculty, I bring People together- > and make work for 
the Parsons, rand the Midwives. But^where’s Mr. Goldmgham. 

Robin. r What business? can you have owith him ? of all mankind. 

£heai. That which I hope to get by ; you know I have no Rents, In- 
dustry, and Intrigue must maintain me ; but thou art sure not to lose by 
it, my dear Robin. 

Robin. And you not to get by it here, I assure you. 

Cheqt. You don’t know, there aie some things within my powef, that 
may 'touch very nearly. 

Robin. Why thou may’St sooner hope to get by thy Trade in a Town 
three years besieged, and almost famished. 

Cheat. I warrant you, I have a way of tickling of ’em as they do Trouts 
out of th^ir senses,'' but I must work upon him by degrees. 

Roam. Why he would not give a shilling to save thy soul, nor eighteen 
pence for his own ; I have heard him wish that that word Give, were 
blotted out of the English Tongue : you’l put hijn into Fits, if you but 
propound it to him. ’Slife here he comes, I must be gone I am sure. 

[Ex. Robin.] 

[Enter Goldmgham .] 

Cheatlj. Ah dear Sir, how briskly you look to day, good lack l If I had 
not been in your house, I protest I should not have known you. 

Gold. I look well, alas, alas ! 

Cheat. I never saw any* creature so chang’d in my life, sure you flfmk 
nothing but Viper Wine. 

Gold. JSTay you wheadle. 

Cheat. Upon my life, you. amaze me, you look so delicately, so fresh, 
and gay. 

Gold. Nay but do I ? hah. 

Cheat. Sir, you were never so young in your life, I have seen men of 
five and twenty in white Periwigs, have less youth about th e m . 

Gc/*/. (for all that)'! am above six and fifty. 

Cheat. Six and fifty ! Hass that’s nothing, that’s the season of a perfeft 
Man, you are now in the flower of your Age it was the time when die 
Patriarchs yon know began to get Chil dren. 

n ^hurt true ’ ^ >ut ^ ^ were twenty years younger, ’twould do me 

Cheat. You jeSt Sir, you need no youth, I’le lay my life you will live 
till you are a hundred years old. 

Gold. No no, but do you think so really ? 

Cto.«-Mos r u certainly Syr, you have all the markes of long life ; let me 
see, hold a httle * Oh what a sign of life there is upon your Forehead ! 
1 am sure you’l have four wives more. 
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Gold. 1 care not how many wives I have, 1 ! love to bury wives much. 

[Aside.] 

But have you such skill in these things ? 

Cheat. Ay as much as e’re an Almanack-maker, or Cunning-man of 
’em all ; let me see your hand. Heaven 1 tyhjtt a Line of Life is here. 

Gojd. How, let me see. [He puts on hu Spectacles.] 

Cheat. Do you not see how far that Line goes ? 

Gold. Yes, but what does that import ? 

Cheat. A hundred did I say ? If you don’t live to Sixscore, I’le b£ sontent 
to be hang’d, when I am so old my self. 

Gold. ’Tis impossible. * 0 

Cheat. You will live to bujy all your Children, Grand-children, Great- 
grand-children, and Posterity, to the fifth and sixth Generation. 

Gold. The more I bury, the better ; what care I for Posterity, *1 would 
be my self the last man of my family. 

Cheat. Yes Sir, as you are the first. 

Gold. But pray Mrk Cheatly, how goes our affair ? 

Cheat. If it did not go extreamly well, you would not have me in so 
good a humour. Well, on *ny conscience no woman in England has that 
faculty in Match-making, that I have : there are no two persons, so 
opposite, that I cannot bring together : (if I had liv’d in that time) I would 
have have been hang’d if I had not Married the Pope to Queen Elizabeth 
' Gold But I would not have had that done, that might have spoil’d 
the reformation : but tell me ? 

Cheat. Why Sir ? I acquainted the Mother with your proposition, and 
brought Isabella to the window, (as you appointed,) where she survey’d 
your person, your age, your youth, I mean your meen and all yofir motion^. 

Gold And how lik’d she, ha ? 

Cheat. She likes your person infinitely, and her Mother, and she enter- 
tained the proposal with a great deal of joy ; and Isabella says, you are fhe 
mo§t Reverend charming old young Gentleman in all Covent-Garden. 

Gold. ’Tis her goodness, but in troth that was a little top much : but 
have you spoke with her Mother about Portion.? 

Cheat. Oh she’l be a vaSt Fortune, she will be worth above two thousand 
]?ound a year to you (besides her Beauty,) which, if you would, you might 
make as much more of, if she would consent. 

Gold. And (if I can make so much more of her) Pam sure. I’ll make her 
consent, or I’ll Strangle her [Aside ] 

But how will she be worth so much besides ? 

Cheat .* Why first, she has the most thrifty Stomach of any woman in 
Europe , she loves nothing but Sallads, Milk, Qieese, Butter, and Apples, 
nor does she ever desire sweet meats above* Almonds and Raysins, you 
need not keep a table furnished with varieties or delicacies for her . Wine 
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she dunks none, this will be worth a thousand Pound a year; then she 
hates all finery, Lace she detests out of hatred to the French. 

Gold . She does welj, it was a Roguish invention, and he that firCi invented 
it, is damn’d. 

Cheat. She hates rich Calumets, Pi&ures, rich furnished Closets, and 
costly furniture extreamly, this (with her own thrift in Habits) will mount 
to above 'six thousand Pounds ; then she has a horrible aversion for 
Gaining, then Playes she defeats. 

Gold. 'This is admirable, I am each minute mom in love with her. 

Cheat. Then she never gives a farthing to the "poor, though she sees 
’em Starving. 

Gold. How admirably shall we agree, for | hate the poor as much as she r 
can do. 

<Chea}»- Then she abominates Singing-MaSteis, Frazofr-MaSters, D ancing - 
MaSters, Harpsical-MaSters, above measure ; now to sum up all these 
things they will amount to 2450 /. a year, for her life, there’s four hundred 
and fifty Pound &ove your sum. 

Gold. Mrs. Cheatly , these things are r very good, but they are not real 
goods, I would have something that I might give an Acquittance for, 
and say, l say deceived per me Humphry Goldmgham. 

Cheat. Are not all these excellent qualities real Goods ? and I assure you, 
you may receive them when you please. 

Gold. These are not Goods and Chattels Mrs. Cheatly ; I must touch 
something. 

Cheat. Touch ! why, you shall touch her, and touch her all over, and 
as much as you please, there’s a delicate creature to touch, there’s a touch 
for you. 

Gold. Ay, but f I must touch money ; there’s a delicate thing to touch, 
there s a touch for you ! 

.Cheat. Money you shall have too, they have a good Estate in the North, 
which I have heard them speak of 

Gold. That must be seen t, But there’s one difficulty more ; she is young 

and I fear Avifi not be brought to love an old man. ' 

Cheat. Cods me, I had like to have forgot that quality of hers, she has the 
most unconquerable aversion, in the world, for all young men ; she was 
to have been Married t’other day, and broke off the match, because she 
round the man was n t above fifty. 

Gold. It cannot be, sure. 

Cheat. Upon my word ’tis true, she says, the young men of this age 

sWm th ? g but R r i sk ’ concelted , gay, proud, ignorant, foohsh, 
sinking, dancing, Baboones in huge Periwigs, not fit for wives. 

Gold. It is impossible.' 

Cheat. If you did but see her Seals, and the few Pictures she has , not of 
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Adorn , Pans, Apollo, Narcissus, or any young ‘Figures, but of Caturne, 
King Priam, Anchis'es, Neflot, MetJmalem, and some of the old Patriarchs, 
John of the times, and old Pane. 

Gold. This is incomparable indeed, if I were a young woman T should 
never endure youpg Fellows ; for my part I jyonder what they can s<fe in 
them, to love 'em so. * 

Cheat. Ay, I wonder what pleasure they can take in ’em ! Oh'your fine 
old man for my money he’s the chjdeSt, quietest Bed-fellow ; worth a 
thousand of these young Fops, that are ever upon the spur, like a’Gtizen 
on a Journey. 

Gold. ’Tis your goodness : But can^t thou not bring tins Isabella to. 
Supper, to night to my house P I am to give Mr. Squeeze' and hss Son a. 
Supper; who shall marry my Daughter immediately, and (if you can 
bring this Lady) I would kill two Birds with one Stone, as tha? excellent 
thnfty Proverb says. 

Cheat. Ne’re doubt it Sir, Fie bring her after Dinner to see your Daughter 
and they may take the* ayr in your Coach together, and So come back to 
Supper. 

Gold. Prethee go about it instantly. 

Cheat But Sir 

Gold Nay prethee Mrs. Cheatlj go about it, make no delays, prethee go* 
now 

Cheat. One word more. 

Gold. No more for heaven sake, go now. 

Cheat. I muSt speak to you. 

Gold. By no means, go juSt now about it, now, go quickly. [He thrufls 
her on towards the doorl\ 

Cheat. Well, there is nothing to be don£ with this old Fellp w now. [ Ex. 
Cheatlj ] 

Gold This Cheatlj is a rare Woman, but I was plaguily afraid she would 
have asked to borrow Money of me, after she had done her Story. ’Sdeath 
what do I hear t the Garden door opens, she’s gone in there » I must watch 
her, and my dear deaf money. ^ [Exit.] 

[Enter Bellamour and Theodora, as Gold, is going out.] 

Theodora. What makes my Father in such hast ?. I beliSve he is gone 
into the Garden ; where he goes a hundred times a daj»: But pray Bellamour , 
is your Man returned, you sent into the North to enquire of yoilt Father ? 

Bell. Madam I expeft hiln to night. But my dearest Theodora, since I 
have youl heart, there’s nothing else I have within my eye, or thought 1 
let us not think of business, but imploy this happy minute in_talking of 
love. * * 

Theodora. Here’s my Father, to your advice again. 
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[Enter Goldinghaia.] 

Gold. So alfc safe in the Garden. 

Bell. Madam you must obey, and marry him to night, your Father will 
nof delay the making of yoi? happy. 

Theodora. To night, is too sudden Bellamur. 

Bell, ’Tis never too soon to obey your Father Madam. 
r Gold. Admirably well said, dear Tellamour, never wcs man so happy in a 
servant > Come into the next Room Daughter ; J warrant you, 'my man 
and I will soon convince you. 

Theodora. Let me beg you will defer it Sir. 

Gold." I will have it dispatch’d to night, come along. 

[Exeunt omes.] 

[Kant, Hazard, Lettice, and Joyce at Chatohnsl\ 

Rant. That Theodore should be such a Villain, to disappoint us. 

Hazard. I wonder he should have no more care of his own soul, than to 
break his word with honeSt Fellows. 

Lettice. I believe he knows of my being liere ; and has not the face to 
.see me (after some inconstancy, I have taken him in lately) 

Joyce. That she should pretend to an interest in him, Mr. Rant 1 but if 
every body that r has injoy’d her should be constant to her, (as she calls it) 
she would have an Army of Lovers. 

R ant. God-a-mercy Mrs. Joyce , Tie drink thy health for that ; here Boy 
give me a Glass. [Boy gives a little Glass.] 

A pox oiythis Thimble, give me such a Glass as your Xorcot John, g Parsons 
drinks in, after labouring at p. Cpnventicle ; as big as King John ’ s Cup at 
Lyn, or John Galvins at Geneva : That is fit for nothing but to wear in a 
mans Bandstring (as your Citizens do Rings.) 

Boy. Here’s one will fit you Sir. 

Rant Fill it, and Strike it. 

Lettice. Heie’s thy health in a brirlimer, Hazard have at thee 
HS^ara Tie do thee reason, dear Rogue, an ’twere a Pulpit full of 
Burgundy ; I love such honeSt Fellows, that let drinking and wenching 
go hand in ha^d. 

Rant. Faith they arfe such sweet sociable Sins, ’tis pitty they should ever 
be parted. 

Hazard. Come Boy, my Glass. 

Lettice. But where’s the Fidlers you promised us ^ 

IJant. Here’s Captain Theodore. 

[Enter Theodore.] 
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Theodore. How .now Gentlemen, what sq* forward alreacfy*^ *Ladies 
your servant. 

Kant. You see Theodore we ajte not wanting, we prpvide you good 
Company , but I am sorry you came not to JDinner. 

Kettice. You see Mr. Theodore what I yenture for your Company ; to 
undergo the Scandal of these Gentlemen. 

Theodore. No Scandal I hope Mrs. Kettles ! for women of your Tribe 
(like Fanaticks) are> above Ordinance?. * 

Joyce, Mr. Theodore, you are very unland of late, one can never ’see you : 
But you see I can venture to be rum’ d # with my Alderman to see you ; but 
not a word of this. 

Theodore. Fear it not, I am^s much affraid of the Scandal as you are. . 

Hazard. Come Theodore, thou wanted two or three Beer-Glasses ; Is 
it not better to dnnk, and be free with these glorious Harldts » .than, to 
crouch to a foolish simpering Lady that’s honeSt ? 

Kant. Thou art like a dry-foot-Dog, that (out of whole Heard of 
Deer) singles out one, whose Scent he only followes, and tires himself to 
catch that, when he might have twenty in the mean time. 

Theodore. Gentlemen ' the* Devil is much obliged to you, you are his 
great Champions ; and defend Whoreing with as good arguments as 
any of his controversial Divines about the Town : But all this will not 
make me think ill of an honeSt woman. 

' Hazard I tell you there is not a woman in the worfd, that’s honeSt at 
all times, and upon all occasions. 

Theodore. What not thy Mother, or thy Sister ? 

Hazard. No gad, if they were, I would disown them, they had none of , 
my Blood in ’em. 

Kant. Theodore let me advise thee not to speak contemptibly of Sons of 
Punks, for (if thou dost) Gad thou wilt raise a world of eiiemies 

Theodore. I’le assure you, I have a better opinion of the Sex than wjiat 
ill company, and your leud lives, have given you. 

Hazard. Ay pox Qn’t, thou art not compos mentis, thou altin love , but 
here’s a couple of remedies for that Disease ; which (if thou dost not nip * v 
~ m the bud) will prove more dangerous than three Claps. 

Kant. I hope it’s nothing but some fumes of the Spleen, that make him 
base Company, (for the present •) I hope (with these Ladies assistance, and 
a Bottle or £wo of Burgundy) to set them right yet. 

lattice. I am Mr. Theodore’s humble Servant, he shall want no assistance 
I can give him 

Joyce. Nor will I be deficient in any thing to serve him. 

lattice. Alas, Madam, he does not ask your service, 4 »or would it do 
him much good. * • 

Joyce. Goodlack, Mrs. Lethce, you are so exalted by the bounty of Mr. 
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Squeeze the Scrivener, and" twenty or thirty more, that .(unknown to Mm) 
Club with him. 

Lettice. Twenty or thirty, thou insolent Creature? did you learn no 
better Maimers of your Alderman ? 

Rant. Hold, Ladies, here a^e the Fiddlers. [Flourish of Fiddles. 

Let th em reconcile your quarrel. Come in, youths. 

[ Enter Fiddlers.] [Enter Mrs. Cheatly and Mrs. Betty.] 

Cheat. Come, Gentlemen,' you shall not be merry .without me, I will 
participate. [They all salute Betty. 

Hazard. "Who is this thou haft brought with thee, Mrs. Cheatly ? 

Cheat. A pretty young Girle, which I am to marry to an old Prebend ; 
but mum for that. 

Rant. Boy, give me a mighty Glass of Burgundy : Theodore , here’s thy 
Miftriss’s Health ; Hazard, to you ; Fiddlers, play a Health. [They Flourish. 

Theodore. You are very brisk, but I shall tame you, I warrant you. 

Hazard. Come, Ladies, faith you shall not ’scape, wee’l warm ye firft 
with Wine, and then with a Dance, Mrs. Cheatly. 

Cheat. I’le pledge you Sir, but with allowance. [They Flourish. 

Hazard. With all my heart, take your liberty. 

Cheat. Mrs. Joyce, Mr. Theodore’s Miftnss. 

Joyce. With all my Heart, Madam Cheatly. [They Flourish. 

There’s one in this Room, perhaps, is as nearly concerned in it, as any body. 

Lattice. For alT that you know, Mrs. Joyce, I vow, Mr. Theodore, her 
confidence makes toe asham’d of her. 

Theodore. Alas, poor Modefty ! Fa, la, la. 

Cheat. If you will have any singing, I’le sing you a little Countrey-Song 
Shall ftir up these Girles more than your Fiddles and Voyces can do. 

Hazard. Prethee do, Cheatly 1 . 


SONG. 



She sigh’d, and she sob’d, Ah wretched, she said ; 
Will no Youth come succour a languishing Maid ? 
Shall I Hill sigh and cry, and look pale and wan. 

And languish for c ever for want of a man ? 

At frsl when I saw a young man in the place, 

My colour would fade, and then flush m my face ; 

My breath would grow short, and I shiver’d all o’ re ; 
I thought d pros an Ague, but Alas, it was more , 
For e’er -since I’ve sigh’d, and do what I can, 

I find I mult languish for want of a man. 
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When tn bed all the night I weep on my Pillow, 

To see other* happy, wfiile I wear the Willow , 

I revenge my seffe on the innocent sheet, 

Where m rage I have oftentimes fhade my Teeth nteet : 

But all the wont serve, let me do what I con, 

I find I maB languish for want of a man. * 

Now all my fresh colour deserted my face. 

And let a pale greenness succeed in the plate : 
i pme and grow faint, and refuse all my meat, 

And nothing but Chalk, Lime, or Oatmeal, can eat : 

But in my defpair TU die if 1 can. 

And languish no longer for want of a man. 

Joyce. Really, Madam Cheatly, ’tis a pretty Song. 

Cheat. ’Tis a little too wanton, that’s the fault on’t. 

Bant. Nay, it cannot be too much of that ; how doSt like it, Theodore ? 
Theodore. Pox on’t, there no Wit in’t. 

Kant. Don’t all your greatest Wits make Songs without any Wit at all 
m ’em, that take extreamly ? 

Hazard. Come, Theodore, take out thy woman; wee’l bounce their 
Bodies in a Dance. 


[Enter Robin.] 

Cheat. Is Robin here? He Dances well, (with his Master’s leave) he 
shall be my partner. 

Theodore. With all my heart ; but what news, Robin ? 

Robin. Mr. Squeeze die Scrivener, Sir^will come to you, ancf bring the 
Gentleman that will lend the money. 

Theodore. Squeeze does not know me. 

Robin. No, Sir, I told him it was a young Gentleman in whom he must 
be satisfied, when he knew his name 

Rant Come Theodore, I bar all business now*. 

Theodore. Come, Gentlemen, I’le be as Idle for a while as the best of 
you. Strike up. [They Dance. 

[After the Dance, Enter Timothy.] 

Tim. Gentlemen, by your leave ; is my Father here among ye ? 

Rant. Pox of this Rascal, knock him on the head 

Ha^arfi. Hold, Rant, who is your Father ? 

Tim. Mr. Squeeze the Scrivener, de’ understand me ? Lord 1 that Gentle- 
man needed not have been so angry , my Father is a Livery-Man, de’ see ? 
I am no such contemptible person, I promise you. 
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Hazard. r Be civil to him f he has the Countenance of an excellent Buble 

Rant. 1 warrant thee, I’ll make much of him r ; Sir, I hope you’ll forgive 
my ignorance of your person , had I known you, I should not have been 
so unmannerly. r ' 

Tig. Nay, ’las, I’ll be Friends with you, for my part, with all my heart ; 
but my Father was sent for fo (this house, to some Gallants that wanted 
money ; and by the noise and Ranting you kept here, de’" understand me, 
I thought you had been the men. 

Ha?arrf. We expedk him here every ‘minute. 

Theodore. Now will you brace of Knaves, Cheat this fool. 

Hazard. If he ’scapes us one way or other, I’ll forswear Cater-deus-ace, 
and smopth Boevas long as I live. 

Letttci. Heaven > if Mr. Squeeze finds me here, I shall be ruin’d for- 
ever. 

Tdhedt. Pray let’s withdraw into another Room more private. 

Theodore. Go all into another Room, and Fie come to you suddenly ; 
I will but speak one word with my man. 

Rant. Come on. Ladies : Come, Sir, we muSt engage you till your 
Father comes. 

Tim. Sir, your servant, I don’t care if I sjSend my Pint with you ; and 
it be a Quart, I have money enough, de’ see ? 

Hazard. And shall have little enough, de’ see ? before we leave you. 

[Aside 

[Ex. all but Theodore and Rohtn. 

Theodore. Come, Robin, is there any hopes of procuring the three hundred 
Pound ? 

Robin. Yes, Sir, you may have the money upon some few conditions ; 
and I (feeling you could not have At upon other termes) told him you muft 
have the moneympon any condition. 

Theodore. So I must, but what are they ? 

-Robin. I’le read ’em to you. Sir, I have ’em here in writing ; first, you 
muft engage some reversion of Land for security. 

Theodore c That’s reasonable. 

Tobin. Item, Mr. Squeeze will have 30 /. for Broakerage, for he but 
procures it. 

Theodore. Oh„damn’d Jew ! 

Robin. Have patience. Sir, you shall hear more : Item, the Gentleman 
that Lend^it' will not in conscience take above 6 in the hundred ; but he 
will have a Present of 30 /. for a pair of Candlesticks. 

Theodore. What cursId-Exadion’s this ! 

Robin. Item, he will have you take the greatest part of it in Goods. 

Theodore. Curse on him, what Moor or wild Arab is this ? 

Robin. Hold", Sir, Imprimis, a fine new Razor-Case, w r ith Razors, and 
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every thing suitable ; the Case m-layd with Silve|, and all the cnfs 

with Silver Heads, uery fit for your man to learn to shave by. 

Theodore. Death and Hell !*what’s* tins ? 

Rohm. Item A Bolonia Lute, a RomaO-Atch Lute, 2’Gittars, a Cremonia 
Violin, i Lyra Viol, x Viol de Gambo , and a Tn>mp-Marm, very fit’for jjou, 
if you be a Lover of Musick , Item a very n#a? Chess-Board, and a pair of 
Tables, very good to pass away the time with. 

Theodore. What abominable Viliams are these ? 

Robin. Item 15 large Pewter Dishes?^ Dozen of Pewter Plates, 2 Brass 
Pots, and a Kettle, very, useful for you against you keep house. Item a 
Furnace of Brick, with the Cornues and,Recipients, very fit for you if you 
be curious in Dist illing - Item 1 Scrued Pistol, 3 Muskets, i.Back, BreSt, 
Head-piece, and Gauntlet, and « Swords , these things are’ valued at 160 I. 

Theodore. What Inhuman bloody Rogues are these ? T should not have 
above 80 l. of all this money : Heaven what shall I do ! money I'muSt 
and will have, though by all the extremities in the world. 

[Enter Squeeze and Goldingham ] 

Gold But do you think there is no danger ? 

Sque. None at all, he says his Father is so well known, that no man will 
question him • Besides he is so pressed for money, that hee’l undergo . 
whatever you can put upon him 

Gold. That’s very well 

S'que. Besides, he’l go to the ensurance-Office, and ensure his own life 
and his Father’s death, as you know they will ensure any thing 

Gold. That’s well again. 

Theodore ’Sdeath who’s here, my Father ? I am betray’d by thj£ Rogue. 

Sque. Oh Sir, your Servant, this is the ypung Gentleman Mr. Goldingham 
that wants the money. 

Gold. Oh Heaven, my Son ! I am amaz’d. 

Sque Is it his Son ? This is lucky, above my wishes, [Aside 

He will disinherit him , and my Son will have a Portion then, a large one 
with his Daughter. 

Theodore. You Rascal, did you betray me ? I’ll cut your throat you Dog. 

[Softly . 3 

Sque I betray you > heaven forbid it. 

Gold Oh you Viliam, is it you that abandon youf self to these wicked 
extremities ? * 

Theodore. Is it you Sir that are guilty of these abominable extortions ? 

Gold. Is it you that would rum your self by yc?ur debauchery ? and 
borrow money upon such conditions ? „ 

Theodore. Is it you Sir that seek to enrich your self by the Ruin-of people* 
in lending money upon such shameful conditions ? 
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GUd. Dare you appear- before me after this ? 

Theodore. Dare you appear before the worlcl after this ? 

Gold. Havt you no shame in you, you debauched Viliam ! to spend thus 
impiously, what I have sweat for ; to- make away the reversion of your 
Estate, upon such dishonourable conditions ? 

Theodore. Do not you blffsh to dishonour your Name and Family, by 
the moSCcruel exa&ion, and unheard-of subtleties, that the most infamous 
of Usurers, nay Jem themselves, could ne’re invent. 

Gold,, Are you such a borrower ^ ^ 

Theodore. Are you such a lender ? 

Gold. Come along Mr. Squeeze, l cannot endure the sight of this Villain 
any longer. [Ex. Goldingham and Squeeze ] 

Theodore. So, my affairs are in a very good posture, I am disappointed of 
money, and undone with my Father, if I cannot find out a way to bring 
thy sdf off. 

Rokn. Make him believe, that it was for another you enquired for the 
money ; and knowing that Squeeze dealt with your Father, (which I am 
sure you ne’re suspe&ed till now) that you intended it for your Father’s 
advantage. 

Theodore. Wee’l think on’t, and for Squeeze, I hope my friends in the 
-next Room will revenge me to the full upon his Son ; I’le into ’em, and 
set them on. 

Rohm. Do Sir, and at misfortunes ne're repine. 

While there are handsom Women, and good Wine. 


ACT III. SCENE III. 


Enter Theodore and Bellamour. 

Theo. ^IIR, I have at length broke loose by force from my Company 
^^to wait on you ; my SiSter has told the honour you have done 
k^her, and me 

Bell. Sir,T humbly beg your pardon for not first making‘*my address to 
you ; My long absence had made me a Stranger to all the Town, and by 
that means to your r Chara£ter ; had I known you to be a man of that 
honour I find you, I should not have gone so indirect a way. 

Theo. Sir, ± am happy that (any way) this favour can be conferred by a 
person of your worth upon my SiSter , and so much honour on my selfe , 
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and therefore ’tis my interest, as well as inclination, to desire of yoti that 
all Names may be liid by betweenjis too, but fhat of Brother. 

Bell. It is a Name that, since you ,are pleased to ,honouf me with it, 
shall not be forgotten, or ungrateftilly own’d while I live. 

Theo. Dear Brother, let me embrace you. * 

Bell. Let this eternally bind us, my dear^t Brother. 

Theo. I am extreamly glad you have prevailed so upon my Fathers 
opinion, since it may be of great use, asvwell to your own affairs, as to mine. 

Bell. Do not distinguish our interests, for yours is now become mine. 

Theo. I am extreamly*oblig’d to you for your kindness, and I have now 
occasion to use you in a business of my* own ; I know you will excuse my. 
freedom. 

Bell. There’s nothing you can ever do to me, can n§ed an excuse ; nor 
is there any thing you can ask of me, which I can deny. 

Theo. I doubt not but my Father has e’re this told you of his anger 
against me. 

Bell. He has, and I am very sorry for it, but I hope to serve you in this 
affair. 

Theo. I can put you in a way to do it, as thus, I’le tell you immediately. 

[Enter CheatlyJ 

Cheatly. Oh Mr. Theodore , your friends are very angry with you for 
leaving of ’em ; but yon Coxcomb young Squeeze is as drunk as a Bully, 
and so sweet upon Mrs Joyce (who is the only woman I have left with them) 
that there is no Staving him off her : She perswaded him to play with 
Hazard at Backgammon, and he has already loSt his Edward Shillings that 
he kept for Shovel-board, and was pulling out Broad-pieces (that have* 
not seen the Sun these many years) whenT CS.me away. 

Theodore. I am heartily glad on’t, I am sure the Rogues have no more 
mercy than a Bayliff with an execution in his pocket ; but prethee what 
brings you hither ? Does my Father go aStray towards the flesh ? 

Cheatly. No no, I come to borrow. Money ofjnm upon Security ; good 
enough, as you shall find to your coSt. , [s%stdel\ 

Theodore. ITe send him to you, come my dear Brother. 

Bell. I wait on you. [Ex. Bellamour and Theodore .] 

Cheatly. If I be not reveng’d of Theodore, for using my Daughter unkindly, 
I have loSt njy cunning ; I am sure there can be no Instrument of it so 
certain, as a Mother-in-Law. 


[Enter Rofan.] 

„Robtn. Dear Mrs. Cheatly l were not you discourag’d enough 

laSt time, but you must venture again hither 5 

Cheatly. ITe never give him over till I prevail upon Mm. 
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Rjbtn. It is impossible? you’l sooner perswade a profeSt Jew to Swines 
flesh and Images, than hini to parting with money. 

Cheatly. Distrust qot my art. 

Rohm. I heardly wish it might prevail, though I despaire on’t, for (to 
say truth) Mrs. Cheatly I have need at present for a great deal of love, not 
forgetting a little Money, from*you. 

Cheatlf. Thou shalt want neither, as long as I can help thee ; here’s 
something, come to my house at night, and thou shalt have more. 

Rohm. Thank you dear Mistress, it comes seasonably Though 
loving such a one as she deserves very well ; yet this is the freest Titt that 
ever had inclination to mankind. [Aside.] 

[Enter Goldtnghaw .] 

Go/Je S-’death yo Rogue, are you about my House ? begon Rascal. 

Robin. Call me Rascal before my MiStress ? I could find in my honour 
to beat him for an old Sink-eater. 

Cheatly. Why*do you use Robin so unkindly? he’s a pretty ingenio s 
young man. 

Gold. Hang him Rascal ! But prethee ho\£ goes our business on ? 

Cheat. As you can wish : she says, she saw you even now walk under 
her Window, and made me the pleasantest description, and is so taken with 
you ! She says, you are of a fit Age and Beard for her, and infinitely admires 
the Gravity andOecency of your Habit. 

Gold. Does sh like me, say you ? 

Cheat. To admiration : Pray Sir turn you ; juSt that delicate shape, 
that convenient height that she describ’d ! Pray let me see you walk : juSt 
that free and janty meen, that very easie and unconstrained motion which 
she describ’d. 

Gold. It is Strange she should take so much notice of me in so short 
a time, hah. 

Cheat. She says, you look as if you had no kind of Infirmity. 

Gold. I have none very, great, (thank heaven) I have only a deflu&ion 
that troubles me sometimes. [He Coughs. 

Cheat. Oh, you are ne’re the worse for that Rheume; you have an 
admirable grace, a good air and meen in Coughing ; it becomes no man 
in Europe so well as you. 

Gold. No, no, you jeSt, you are a wag ; but will Isabella come to see 
my Daughter ? 

Cheat. Yes Sir, I aiji to go and wait on her hither immediately. 

Gold Dear Mrs. Chedtly, you oblige me infinitely. 

Cheat. I oblige her of all things in the world. [He Smlef.] 

But Sir, I Eaye*an humble Petition to you. [He Frownes.] 

Gold. What thd Devil says she ? 
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Cheat. I am juft now at the point of being caft’in a Suit, for v?ant i of a 
little mony to Fee my Lawyers with; you may if you please easily supply 
me, [He Smiles.] you cannot imagine wjiat joy she had, when* I told her I 
would wait on her to your house , you cannot ^believe what pleasure she’l 
have to see you. 

Gold. Me, alas l alas > 

Cheat. Upon my word Sir, this Suit is of that consequence to ine, that 
I shall be ruin’d, if I lose it ; and a little *ssiftan«e from you, [He Frornes .] 
will reftere my Business again ; Oh I if you could but have seers what 
transport she was in, when I was speaking of you, what joy shin’d [He 
Smiles again.] through her Eyes, when I* repeated your excellent qualities 
to her : in fine, I have made her very impatient till this Marriage be con- 
cluded. 

Gold. You have done me the greateft pleasure imaginable, and I.ow^ 
all the kindness in the world to you. 

Cheat. Sir, since it is so, I beg of you that you will afford me the small 
supply which I demands [He Frownes again.] 

Gold. Well adieu, I’le go see all ^things prepar’d for her reception in 
time. , 

Cheat. I assure you, you could never supply me in so great an exigence. 

Gold. Well, I’le see my Coach and Horses put in order for ye to take the 
air. 

Cheat. I should not importune you, if I had not the greateft necessity 
in the world. 

Gold. Let me know what she and you love beft, that I may bespeak it 
to Supper. 

Cheat. I beg of you, do not refuse me ; you cannot imagine the*pleasure 
a little sum of money would do me. 

Gold. Well, I muft go see that Supper be ready in good'time, for fear 
ye should be sick, if ye eat too late. 

Cheat. Pray consider my condition 

Gold. I warrant ye you shall have Supper Heady early enough, I’le 
bespeak it inftantly : Fkrewel. [He rushes from her, end E$it.] 

Cheat. This is the moft obdurate, inhuman old Fellow, that are yet 
ventur’d a foul to the Devil for money. 

[Enter Robin.] 

Robin. What, you have succeeded juft as I expe&ed. 

Cheat. A curse on him, he was prepar’d and fortified againft all my 
Attaques. * 

Robin. I tell you, you will sooner perswade Quakers to conform, and 
wear the Surplice ; or Bauds to become Nuns ; than him to*£$fTwith any* 
money. 
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Cheat. Tie bait him once with the sight of this Lady here ; and if that 
does not mollifie him, I can soon brmg her over to another that shall 
bid high enough for her. 

This Trafficking for Maiden-Heads is an excellent profession; 
but They are very dear, for their Rarity. 

Cheat. But I think I muSt wholly leave off Trading about Marriages, 
the Market runs higher at present t’other way. 

Robin. Faith then, it’s therwiseSt expurse. 

Chdt. I’le consider on’t, but come you shall usher me to the Lady I 
speak of. 

Robin. Allans. [Exeunt] 


Hazard, Rant, Timothy, Joyte, Boy. 

Tim. and Ha%. at Tables. 

Tim. On my conscience and soul you Cog, de’ see ? look on the Motto 
o’th’ Tables, Play fair and swear not, de’ hear me ? [Drunk] 

Ha%. On my honour Sir. 

Tim. A Devil take your honour for r me, de’ see ? that’s all your word at 
this end of the Town ; de’ conceive me ? but for all that, one can’t trust 
a man of ye : Here it goes Susy-A.ce, Hazard hold out. 

Tim. Did ever man see the like ! on my conscience and soul you deal 
with the Devil, de’ mark me ? Mrs. Joyce, let me have but one kiss, de’ 
conceive me, and I shall win the Game fack. 

Joyce. Nay fie Mr. Timothy. 

Tim. Nay, ne’re offer to resist, de’ see ? for would I might ne’re Stir if 
I han’t it, if I set upon’t ; Come Come. [They Struggle, he kisses her] 

Joyce. You are but a rude person, let me tell you that. 

Tim. I told you I’de have it, I faith ; now Sir, I am for you. 

Rant. Prethee Joyce be not so coy to this young Fool, he may be of 
great advantage to us all, and especially to thee. 

Joyce. I hope he might use more Courtship to a person of my quality, 
there is some'difference sure. 

Rant. Frefhee let there be none, I am sure you will not repent it. Mr. 
Timothy, here’s the Ladies health in a brimmer. 

Tim. I’ll pledge you an’t were a Peck, (six and three ,) for would I might 
ne’re go home alive if she be not one of the Prettiest Gentlewomen I ever 
saw in my ljfe, (Stnk-Duce ;) Come drink it off. 

Rant. Tis off, and there’s a brimmer for you. 

Tim. Where are the Fiddles ^ I’le vow and swear I will not drink without 
Fiddles. 

Rant. Tlies. are drinking in the next Room, Boy, call ’em in. 

Ha%. Twelve, there’s a Back-Gammon, the Gold is my own. [Ex. Boy] 

Tim. A duce take’t, I have lost all, as I am an honest man, on my Con- 
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science you have made a League ; I make no mote of Mr. Selware’i Journey- 
man next Door to us, I give him one in five. 

Rant. If you want any money, you shall have what yqu* will of me ; 
but drink the health first. * 

Ttm. Come or\, Musicianers, Strike up, IJey: Here forsooth; here's 
your health ; and would I might ne’re go dut of this place* if I would not 
dnnk it sooner than my SiSters, or my Mothers, if she were alive : [He 
dnnks, they Flourish.] Ha ha, this is thq prettiest way of drinking I vow ; it 
incourages us, as Drums and Trumpets do, when we let off our Guns at a 
MuSter. Come Hey, what care I for losses, my Father ha's money enough 
de’ see ? Mrs. Joyce , with your Cozens leave, I make bold to love you with, 
all my heart. 

Joyce. I am oblig’d to you really, but I know not how to return it. 

Ttm. O your love ! I warrant you, you know well enough if you wpuld.; 
well to morrow we show at Hide-Park, and (if I know your Lodging) 
I’le give you a Gun as I come back, and Steal a Bottle of Sack, and the Tip 
of a Neats-Tongue, and bang you, I tell you that. 

Rant. Nay prethee Hazard givf an honcSt account, don’t sink for 
shame. 

Ha%. Upon my honour, he lost no more, what dost take me for a Cheat ? 

Tim. Come Gentlemen you don’t drink, give me a Glass, here’s my* 
MiStris’s health ; I make bold to call you so, de’ sec ? 

Joyce. O your servant. 

Ttm. Come Gentlemen, an’t I pure Company now? Strike up 
Musicianers, Hey ; Gad you think we Citizens are good for nothing, [He 
dnnks.] de’ conceive me ? But there’s a knot of us, of about sixteen or 
eighteen, if we get together, can be as merry as the beSt of you ? we can I' 
faith, and sing, A Boat, a Boat, or Here’s a'hedltb to bis MajeHy, with a fa la la 
la lero ; and Roar gallantly Mrs. Joyce. 

Joyce. Methinks you are as Pretty a Spark as any about the Town. 

Ttm. I think so fack. I’ll scorn any of ’em should out-do me if I set 
upon it. Hey ! [He Leaps and falls down.] 

Joyce. What, have you hurt your self? ^ 

Ttm. Pshaw, not at all ,fa la la lero, come Mrs. Joyce, [He Stags.] 

wee’l have a Song faik now ; Violin-men, (I dare not call ’em Fiddlers, 
for fear they should be angry) sing us a Catch ; Oh I have seen one of 
these Act the Countrey-man, and Simkta in the Chest sarely ; and you may 
talk of your Playes, but give me such Pretty harmless Drolls for tfty money. 

Rant. Well, you are a merry man. 

Ttm. He be as merry as the beSt, hang losses. Hey, bey, Strike up, fa la la 
la'la lero. 

Ha%. Let me embrace you, dear Mr. Timothy ; well *heT admirablfe 
Company Mrs. Joyce. 
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Tint. Oh ! am I so ? Sing a Catch you Rogues, or I’le break your Heads ; 
give me a Glass ; here Adversary, hese’s to 70U. 

Rant. A J30<x on him, hee’l be too drunk. [They Sing] 

A CRATCH in four Parts. 

C Ome lay by jour cares , and hang up your sorrow, 

Dmk on, he*s a Sot ?hat e're thinks on to morrow ; 

Good Hore of good Claret supplies every things 
And the man that is drunk, is as great as a King. 

Let ngpe at misfortunes, or losses repine. 

But take a full Dose of the juice of thej/me ; 

D' eases and troubles are ne’re to be found. 

But in the damn'd place, where the Glass goes not round. 


Tim. An admirable Song Mrs. Joyce, thank you honest friends : I have 
heard these men sing gallantly before pay Lord Mayor ; Diseases and Troubles 
are ne're, &c. [He sings out of Tune ] 

Rant. Come will you take Revenge on Hazard, here’s twenty Pound if 
you will. 

Tim. Hang revenge fack, he’s a very honeft Gentleman, besides I have 

my Fob 20 /fin broad Gold I did not tell you of. 

Rant. Is not that good news Hazard ? 

Ti . Come Mrs. Joyce', let’s sing and be merry a bitt ; Diseases and 
Troubles, See. Hey. Mrs. Joyce, come to Bed : [He falls down dead drunk] 
Come I say quickly, I am in haft, come away. 

Ha%, So now you have defee Veil, this Rogue has 20 /. about him ; and 
you have made him so drunk, he cannot lose it to us. 

Rant. Let’s carry him into another Room to sleep, and pick his Pocket ; 
gad it’s all one. 

Hai(. No j>ox, our way is a little,more honourable. 

Jpce. 5 have had excellent company of you to day Gentlemen. 

Rant. I know thou haft goodness enough to pardon it; but if my 
design succeeds, you shall have cause to thank me ; I will watch this 
Fellow, as Baton did his Brazen Head ; and (if I do not marry him to the) 
I le be bound never* to Cheat the Son of a Citizen again. 

Joyce. Flatter not your self, ’tis impossible. 

fw. Ne re doubt .him, you know not his Art , but whileft he watches 
him, I le wait on you to my Lodging ; whither he shall bring Timothy 
ay soon as he wakes. 

Joyce. Come* on, your Servant, Mr. Rant. 
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Rant. Your Servant, sweet Mrs. Joyce. 

Mr. Timothy, wake*a little. 

Tim. He not wake for my Lord Mayor, the Alderme , and all the 
Common Council, de’ see ? 

Rant. Here, Waiter, help to carry him into the next Room. [Exeunt. 

[Goldmgham , Theodore , and Theodora .] 

Gold. But it is really, as Bellamour tells me„that you would procure the 
moneyfor another ? 

Theodore. Upon my Vord, Sir, the young Gentleman will give you a 
meeting to morrow morning. 

Gold. Tis somewhat better, but why did you keep such scurvy Prodigal 
company. N 

Theodore. I did it only to draw him in, and get money of him. 

Gold. That’s very well. Now, Son, I have something else to 'say to 
you; the Lady which I mtend for your Mother-in-Law, will be here 
instantly ; and I charge you betray not the dislike of any thing in your 
Countenance, but use her with all the resped: imaginable. 

Theodore. I can’t promise you to’ be glad of the coming of a Mother-in- 
Law , but I am sure I will not mislike her you have Chosen. 

Gold. Nor you, Daughter ? 

Theodora. I have never given you occasion to susped so ill a thing of 
mee. 

Theodore. ’Sdeath! what Instrument of the Devil has he made use of, 
to seduce Isabella hither ? 

Gold. Leave me now, and send in all my servants. 

[Ex. Theodore and Theodora s 

[Enter Oldmman , Roger , James, Will.] 

Here, where are you all ? mind all your Charges. Oldmman first, to you 
it belongs to make every thing clean : But do you hear ? do not Rub y 
Moveables too hard, to wear them out ; if you do, I shall StQp your Wages. 

James. Hey, what’s to do now ? * * 

Gold. You, Roger, take all the Bottles and Glasses, and rince them'; and 
take Charge of ’em ; if there be one lost or broke, I’ll bate it out of your 
Wages, Sirrah. 

James. That I am sure of. 

Gold. Then do you, William, fill the Drink ; but, never btit,when they 
are dry, and let ’em call for’t twice or thrice, pretend to be a little thick of 
Hearing.: Here are a company of Roguish Laskey’s about the Town, 
that are always offering the Glass, and provoking people to drink, ,and 
kill themselves, I will have no such Rogues about me. 

William. I warrant you. Sir, He look to the Drink. 
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Gold. Then look you r have your best Cloathe's on when the people 
come. 

Roger. I have my l?eSt, and all I have on, but they are so horribly greasie 
before, that they are fit for nothing but to give to a Soap-boyler, or Kitchin- 
StufRWoman. 

William. And mine are so frll of holes behind, as if l f had a Volley of 
Musket-Ballets in my Posteriors. 

Gold. You foohsh Knaves, cannot you Sirrah take your Hat, and hold 
it before you to hide the Grease ? And do you Sirrah turn yocit J?ace 
always to the People, to hide those holes behind ; r and when you are sent 
for any thing, go backward, thus you Rascal. Now to you Jams. 

[Ex. Old-woman Roger, and William l\ 

James. Would yo f u speak to me as your £ook, or Coach-man ? for you 
blow b serve in both Offices. 

Gold. As my Cook. 

James. Good Sir hold a little. 

{He puts off bn Coach-mans Cloak , and appears like a Cook\ 

Gold. What a Devil is this Ceremony for ? you Rascal. 

James. Good Sir have a little patience : Now speak, I am ready. 


[Enter Bellamour.] 

Gold. Oh Bellamour come and assist me ; James , I am to give a Supper to 
night. 

James. Th mo§t miraculous thing I ever heard of ! 

Gold. Can you make us good Cheer ? 

James. Yes, if you will let me have a great deal of money. 

Gold. Money ! you Rascal you, have ye nothing to say but money ; 
nothing in your mouth but money, money, money ? 

Bell. I never heard so impertinent an answer, every fool can do that ; 
but you must make a good entertainment with a little money. 

James. Good Mr. Steward, I would you would teach me that secret. 

Gold. Peace jSirrah, and Jell me what we must have. 

James. Thei'e’s your Fac-totum, let him tell you. 

Gold. Answer me, or I’le break your Head. 

James. Hold Sir, I will, how many will there be ? 

Gold. Ten inwall, but provide enough but for eig ht. 

James. ’"Why you $mSt have, first, two great Soupes made of Veal, 
Ducks, Chickens, Coxcombs, Sweet-Breads, Mushromes, Palates, Forced- 
meat, Artichoak-bottoms. 

Gold. ’Sdeath you Rogue, you would FeaSt all the Town. 
asrDuck T^fl CaSeeS> Ra S° u§ls » a huge Dish (with all sorts of Fowles) 

Gold. Hold your Tongue you Rogue, you would undo me. 
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James. Then Plover, Dotrxl 

Gold. Hold you Rogue. , [He Hops Jkmes’-r mouth with his hand.] 

James. Snipes, Ruffs, Woodcocks. 

Gold. Hold you Dog, he puts me into a cold sweat. 

James. Partridges, Gnats, Godwits. 

Gold. Will the*ft.ogue never have done ? t 

James. Pheasants, Heath-Pouts, Black-Cocks, Quails, Rails, Larks, &c. 

Bell. What do you intend to cramm all the Town ? my Master does not 
invite»Pdople, to Murder ’em with eating. 

James. But he would ffot Starve ’em sure. 

Bell. People should eat to live, not live to eat ; as the Proverb says. 

Gold. O dear Bellamour, let me Embrace thee for that wSfd, he was a 
great man that said that ; I ^ill have that Sentence pngraven in Great 
Letters over my Hall Chimney. 

Bell. Ne’re trouble him Sir, I’le take care of the Supper. 

James. Pray do Sir, with a little money, we shall see what ’twill be. 

Gold. But now for my Coach. [He puts on his Co cb-man’s Cloak.] 

James. Hold goo’d Sir, good Sir hold a little : Now Sir, what were you 
saying of your Coach ? 

Gold. Let it be clean’d, and the Horses Harnessed. 

James. Horses Sir, why they are in that poor condition, that a man 
must Stretch devilhshly to call ’em Horses ; they are but the Shadows or 
GhoSts of Horses. 

Cold. Can they be sick and do nothing ? 

James. Yes Sir, you make ’em keep such sevefe Lents, they eat no more 
than Cbamehons ; I look every day when they should depart this life : For 
my part, it gneves my heart, for I have a tender love and respeft for my 
Horses ; and indeed a Man should not bt sf> hard hearted 4 or unnatural, 
not to pitty his Neighbour in distress. 

Gold. The Journey will not be far. 

James. I have not the Courage to put ’em in ; how can they draw thfe 
Coach, that cannot drag their Legs after them. 

Bell. Sir, I’le engagS one to drive ’em. 

James. I had rather they should die under any bodies hands than mine ; 
but you have a mighty necessary Man here to your Superintendent. 

Gold. Peace you unmannerly Rascal. 

Bell, l’le abjut these things instantly. 

Gold. Do good Bellamour. 

James. Sir, I cannot endure these Flatterers, and. Pickthanks, I speak 
my mind ^plainly ; and it made me mad to hear him say things to your 
Face, of you, that none of all mankind besides will say. 

Gold. Why, what does the world say of me ? 

James. Pardon me Sir, you’l be angry if I tell you. 
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Gold. On the contral/, it will please me infinitely to see that plain 
dealing in you, let the woild say whatrthey will. ^ 

James. Trtdy I mtift deal plainly with one I love, and (next to my Horses) 
you are the Person in the World, that f I have the greatest respeft for. 
Gold. Come speak. f 

James. Why Sir, in plain hotieft sincerity of heart, I tell you in short, no 
man gives one good word of you ; one says you never fail to pick Quarrels 
with your Servants at Quarter day v that you may turn ’em away without 
their Wages, that you have been taken Robbing of your own Horses of 
their Provender : That (when you go by Water to your House at Putney) 
you take a Sculler, and make him? bate half his Fair, for your helping him 
to Row, in short, you would Rob, Pick Pockets, Murder, betray your 
Countrey, and do, any Villany m the world for money ; your Name is 
neve^ruoed without Cursing, and calling you Viliam, Wretch, Knave 
common Barreter, Oppressor, Horse-Leech. 1 

Gold. You are a Rogue, a Son of a Whore, a Dog, a Rascal. 

r T , [He beats km with bu Cane. 1 

James. I was affraid this would be the end on’t, a pox on plain dealing 
for me ; did you not command me to tell you ? 6 

Gold. IV teach you how to speak Rogue mother time. [Ex. Goldmgham .] 
James. Well, I see it is not safe for any man to be honest in this Age. 
Ml. How now Mr. James , your plain dealing is rewarded very ill. 
James. Sdeath do you make sport at my beating ? Laugh at your own, 
when you have one. 

Bell. Nay prethee be not passionate. 

James. Hz intreats me, I’le huff a little and try [Aside.] if he fears me : 
Do you know Sir thatl cannot endure to be laught at ? and thatl will make 
you laugh in another fashioif. [He presses upon Bellamour.) 

Bell. Nay softly James, if you please. 

BdL^ygoolj^mes ^ ^ ameS ^ mses Btllu P on Bellamour.] 

J?™ es - You are a very f impertinent Fellow. 

Bell- Kavg patience ajittle. 

J Z‘- 'hLT^ V5 ; H a Cttd S d > 1 80 5™- 

fJLcyZ ^ aSCSd c Cud , ge ; ? d y° u sa 7 a Cu dgel ? 1 James Retreats.] 

JmesAsio ao no §ir, alas I have no occasion for one, not I. 

Bell. Do you thi k I am to be beaten Sirrah ? 

James r Alas Sir not I, I have better thoughts of you. 

Bell. Are you not * Son of a Whore ? 

a-fc 1 “ ‘ S °“ ° f 

Bell. Do yo r u know me Rascal ? 

[Bellamour pursues James, who retires round about the Stage] 
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Jams. O Lord Sir, I honour you abundantly. 

Bell. Did you say you wcmld C dgel me ? 

James. I was in jesting, I did but Djroll upon my honour 

Bell. And I shall beat you in jesting. 

James. Hold, hold, for heaven’s sake. 

Bell. Remember Sirrah, against another time, you are* a very scurvy 
Railleur. i Ex - Clamour.] 

James. A pox on all sincerity, ancj«plain dealing for me, I have had a 
couple ‘of good substantial beatings ; but if I be not reveng’d *o this 
domineering Fellow, I will give Dogs leave to piss upon me. 

[J5ff#r„Isabella and Cheatly.j 

Cheatly. Do you know whether your Master be within ? 

James. A pox on’t, I know but too well. 

Cheatly. Pray tell him, we are here. [Ex. James.] 

Isabella. But (that I. am bound to obey my Mother) you should never 
have tna.de me run my selfe into the danger of seeing this old man, for 
(though his Daughter, whom I came to wait on, I hear is an excellent 
person, yet) I Strangely apprehend the trouble of seeing him. 

Cheatly. Consult your Interest Madam, he’s very rich, and very old, 
and will leave you a great deal of money, that may qualifie you to marry 
any young Gentleman you please, hereafter. 

•Isabella. But I have a natural antipathy to old men, as some have to Cats. 

Cheatly. This old man will not have the Impudencd to trouble your 
Ladyship above a year, after you are Married to him. 

Isabella. I shall never wait for that time, to make my self happy ; one^ 
year of such punishment would out-we^gh,all the pleasure I could have 
all my life after. 

Cheatly. I find the young Brisk Gentleman you spoke* of yesterday is 
Still in your head. _ _ 

Isabella. He is I confess, and in my heart too, and I think nothing will 
e’re get him out ; he keeps such a Stir there, he will neve^ let me rest a 
minute. 

Cheatly. Do you know who ’tis Madam ? 

Isabella. No, but I have often seen him walking by m^ Lodging, and 
perpetually looking up at the Balcony, either upon 'me when I was there, 
or watching for my coming thither ; and by his look, and ak, I guess all 
is not well with him neither ; I hope he’s in the same condition with my 
self. 

| Enter Goldmgham . ] 

Cheatly. Here comes the old Gentleman. 

Isabella. What Spectacle’s that ? 
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Gold, God save you lady, I am obliged to you for the honour you 
do my poor house, which'' (if you can Jove an old man,) know Lady I am 
above Six arid fifty® and it shall he yours : What a devil Mrs. Cheatly / 
she answers nothing, nor shews any kind of pleasure at the sight of me. 

Gheatly. O Sir 1 she’s surprised extreamly; besides,. Maids endeavour 
what they can r to hide their affe&ions ; she is so full of joy, she cannot 
speak to r you. 

Gold. That’s something indeed. 

Isabella. What a prodigious, ridiculous old Fellow is this ? 

Gold. What says my fair one ? 

Cheatly. That you are a most admirable person. 

Gold. Fair Lady, you do me too much hpnour. 

Isabella. What an abominable, odious old Fellow’s this ! 

Go/d. I am infinitely obliged Madam, for your good opinion of me : 
Here’s my Daughter Madam. 


[Eater Theodora.] 

Isabella. Madam, I have too long delay’d waiting on you, but I hope 
you will pardon it. 

Theodora. Madam, yo do what I ought to have done ; ’Twas on my 
part, to have prevented you. 


[Enter Theodore.] 

Gold. Here’s my Son comes to kiss your hand. 

Isabella. Oh Mrs. Cheatly l what accident’s this ? This is the young 
Gentleman I spoke of. 

Cheatly. This is wonderful. 

Gold. I see you are a little amazed to see me have such luSty Children, 
but I will soon be nd of them both. 

Theodore. Madam, this is an adventure which I did not expefl: ; nor was 
I ever in my kfe so surprised, as when my Father told me his design. 

Isabella: Sri:, I am not less surprised than you, I assure you, I was not 
at all prepar’d for what I see now. 

Theodore. ’Tis true, Madam, my Father cannot in the World make so 
feir a Choice, and I arn infinitely happy to see you here ; but you are the 
Person in the worlds I would not have my Mother-in-Law ; that would 
break my* heart : Madam, I know you have apprehension enough to take 
what I say in the right sense, and not be offended at it. 

Gold. You coxcomb, what an impertinent, silly complement is this ! 
you mu§t be making confessions, muSt you ? 

Isabella. Sir, we are so much upon even terms, that you are the man in 
the world, whom r I would not have my Son-in-Law ; and (if I were not 
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brought here by an absolute power,) I should hate given you no shadow 
of suspition. 

Gold. She is in the right, your complement deserves no .better return - y 
I know you would anger her : I 'beg you Madam to forgive my Son’s 
impertinence, he’s^a young Sot, that does not; understand Nmself. • 

Isabella. What.ke said, was so far from^ offending me, that it pleased, 
me extreamly to hear him so frankly declare his opinion, and (If he had 
spoke iaany other manner) I should have esteemed him less. 

Gold. *¥bu have a great deal of goodness to forgive his faults ; in time 
hee’l be wiser, and change his opinion. 

Theodore. Sir, I can never be capable of changing, and Madam, I beg. 
of you to believe me. 

’ Gold. ’Sdeath what extravagance is this ? 

Theodora. Brother, you win provoke him too much. \Sqftly 4 

Theodore. ’Sdeath Sir, would you have me lye ? 

Gold. Again, I say, change the discourse, you Sot. 

Theodore. Well Sir, smce you command me to speak in another fashi on, 
give me leave Madam to put my self m my Fathers place ; and now Madam, 

I protest to you, I never yet saw* so charming a creature : This is the 
happiest minute of my life, indeed my life began but from the time I saw 
you ; the Name of your husband, is an honour, which I would prefer’ 
to the Titles of all the Princes upon Earth ; and there is no thing which I 
would not dare to do, for so glorious a conquest. 

Gold. Sofdy, hold a little. 

Theodore. ’Tis a complement I make for you fo this Lady. 

Gold. I have a Tongue to express my self, I need no advocate. 

Isabella. I am not so dull of apprehension not to know for whom that 
complement was intended, and am glad *to 'find it. [Aside.] 

Cheatly. Sir, if you please let us take the air, I hear your Coach at the 
door. 

_ Gold. Oh, is it ? but I am sorry you will make such haSte, I have n6t 
time to prepare you a Collation before you go. 

Theodore. Sir, I fofesaw that, and provided, beforehand upon ^onr 
account, a great Dish of China Oranges, Cittrons, all sorts of Sweet-meats, 
Limonades, Sherbets, and all sorts of Wines. 

Golding. [Softly, but tn anger.] Villain, who gave ypu commission to do 
this. 

Theodore. Pardon me Sir, if there be not enough, I know tfiis*Lady has. 
goodness enough to excuse it ; besides, I can soon have more. 

Gold. I» the Sot mad ? 

Theodore. Madam did you ever see a finer Stone, than that D iam ond 
upon my Father’s Finger ? 

Isabella. It sparkles delicately. 
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Theodor?. With your leave Sir. 

[He ’takes it off hie, Father’s finger land gives it Isabella. 
Madam be pleased to look oa’t nearer. 

Gold. What means the Rascal. [Aside.] 

IsefreUa. It is a delicate clejir Stone indeed. 

[She is going to give it Goldinghajn, Theodore puts himself between her and hts 

Father.] 

Theodore. No Madam, nocretummg of it, it is in too fair hands already, 
it is a Present my Father makes to you Madam. 

Gold. Who I? 

Theodore. Is it not true, that your would have this Lady keep the Ring ? 

Gold. Whaif do you mean you Villain, are you mad ? [Softy] 

Theodore. Madam* he desires you, by me, that you would please to 
accept pf<at. 

Gold. The fear, she will take it, diStra&s me. 

Isabella. Pardon me Sir, I use not to receive Presents. 

Theodore. Madam, I am sure my Father will never receive it. 

Gold. Oh this lying Rascal ! you are mistaken. 

Theodore. Look you Madam, your Refusal has made him Stark diStra&ed. 

Gold. O this damn’d Viliam ! 

Theodore. Do you not see how he frets, and fumes ? for heaven’s sakp 
Madam receive it. 

Isabella. Well Sir, (rather than offend your Father,) I will keep it. 

Gold. ’Sdeath, I am undone, but there is no remedy. Madam, I thank 
you for the favour you do me. But would they were all hang’d, and I 
had my Ring again. [Aside] 

fiEpter Will] 

Will. Sir, there’s one to speak with yo 

Gold. I am engag’d, I cannot come. 

’Will. He has brought yo Money. 

(Sold. Oh has he, I ask ypur Pardon Madam : Remember to go backward 

tT j xr i . [Hv. Goldingham and Will] 

Theodora. You have infinitely provoked my Father, and yet I could 
not but be pleased with it. 

Theodore. I bad a violent temptation upon me, that I could not resist 
Madam ; will you do us the honour to take part of this Collation. 

Isabellas Your humble servant Sir. 

Theodora. Come Majfem. [To Cheatly] 

Cbeatly . I attend your'Ladyship. 
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ACT IV SCENE I: 


Enter Theodore, Theodora, Isabella, Cheatly. 

Theo. Tk IjT Adam, you are one of the mo$t hard-hearted Ladies that 
I \ / 1 ever triumphed over m&n. 

L. ▼ A. Isabella .• And you the most violent Lover, that ever 
attack’d a woman ; but this Storm of love is too great to IaSt. 

Cheatly. Never blame this violence, ’tis the best quality^, Lover can 
have, to my knowledge. [Softly to Isabella.] 

Theodora. Madam, my Brother has made me his confident in tbis.affair,, 
and I can answer for his truth ; do not think me partial, for I assure you, 
I will value your interest equal with his, or with my own. 

Isabella. You extreamly oblige me with your kindness ; and your 
friendship will be able to sweeten all misfortunes that can happen to me. 

Cheatly. You Lovers had need hdve something to sweeten, for ye are 
an unlucky sort of people. 

Theodore. Love, when inclinations meet, is the only condition to be 
enjoy’d. Love ! there is no life without it ; we do but sleep, and dream 
we live, when we are not in love ; and pray Madam, will.you be pleased 
to Tfrake out of this dream, and think a little of one that lqves you so, that 
his life or death depends upon your breath. 

Isabella. You let me take no breath. Sir. 

Theodore. A good Souldier, when he has made a breach, assaults it 
presently ; and never gives time to repair* and fortifie. 

Isabella. But extemporary love, is most commonly as Hypocritical, as 
extemporary prayer : But if not dissembled, ’tis seldom constant. 

Theodore. Let me beg to know your resolutions, must I live or die ? 

Cheatly. Come Madam, be merciful, and reprieve the Gentleman, that 
may be otherwise so fair given over, aS to hang himself for yotir Ladvshlqs 

Theodora. Let me beg you will please to encourage my Brothers affefhon, 
which I am sure is true, and honourable. 

Isabella. Madam, think your self in my place, and.imagine whether I 
have not given too much incouragement for the first time ; and v&ether it 
becomes my honour to giv$ more. 

Theodore, Pox o’ this canting word Honour, it never did good yet, 
it is often the occasion of Killing men, and prevents the getting of ’em. 

(To Isabella.) Madam, there is no honour but in love, -the 'rest wbuta 
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shadow of honour ; winch the Authors of Romances have perplext with 
intrica cies, more than the Schoolmen have Divinity. 

Isabella. You give me no time tQ think of love. 

Theodore. I that have so “little time, "ought to make what use I can of 
this®; rf my Father perceive? this, he will, with all the malice that can be, 
seek to prevent me. 

Isabella. But, Sir, I have a Mother (whom yet I never disobey’d) that 
hath engag’d her self to y ur Father ; and though I confess I can never 
think r of marrying him, yet I must think of no other without her 
consent. 

Theodore. T his is you that made £hat engagement, I thank you, a Plague of 
all Mat chmak ers ; but I must make use of her yet, & not undeceive [Aside l\ 
Isabella in the Cha*a&er of her. 

Cheatfy. Sir, I did not know you had a passion here, but I will make you 
amends : if I can marry her to Theodore, he’s liberal, and will reward [Aside l\ 
me well ; but his Father is the most hidebound Fellow he has the 
Vdlany of fifty 'Jem, and, which is more, of ten London Brokers, in him. 

Theodore. Madam, let me have bu^ some assurance, not to have your 
unkindness, and all other oppositions in the world are trifles. 

Cheatly. Come Mrs. Isabella, hold off no longer ; in short, you told me 
you loved this Gentleman violently, and wish’t he were captivated with 
you ; you did not wish it, that you might use him ill ; therefore, since 
’tis your inclination, dissemble no longer : Here’s the Gentleman, take 
him by the hand-, he is your own ipso faao, he’s a proper Gentleman, make 
much of him ; here he is r for you, and there’s the short and the long on’t. 
Now Mr. Theodore, I think I have made you amends. 

Theodore. Can I believe so great a happiness, I am so transported. Madam, 
you muSt expeft no sense from' me. 

Isabella. Sir,- since she has betray’d my weakness, which she for her 
Sex sake ought to have concealed, and I ought in modeSty not to have 
told you, pardon my easiness, and think me not guilty of levity, if you do, 
you will be very unjuSt to censure qne that eSteemes you so well. 

Theodore. L should as soon censure heaven for granting my prayers ; I 
have not words enough to tell you, how welcom this minute is to me. 

Theodora. Now I hope you will do me the honour to let me call you 

Sister. 

Isabella. J shall be proud to be call’d so by you, but I cannot be so till 
my Mother consents. 

Theodore. Shall I have your leave Madam to use all the means I can to 
procure her consent ? 1 

Isabella. I freely give you leave to do and say what ever you can to 
obtain it ; but I believe you will find it hard to break off her engagement 
with your Father. 
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Cheatly. Now comes my 'part, to set my braincs at work, I’le «shew you 
the maStery of my Art, and .make your Father break off first. 

Theodore. It is impossible he should be such a wre.tch, ,as willingly to 
quit so great a Prize. 

Cheatly. I warrant you, trust me, there is one of my acquaintance who 
I will pers wade, him is worth joo /. more than this Lady; and though. 
Madam, he loves you very much, yet he loves a little money mtrch more : 
This friend of mine is but a Taylors Qaughtef, but I will make her A£t a 
Countess with some odd Title ; and* she can behave her selfe as pr udly 
and lately, as the best df ’em, I will make him believe that she has a very 
great mind to marry him for his care and thrift, <&c. This may make him 
release my Lady of her engagement. 

Theodore. I think you have reason. 

Cheatly. Reason ay, I think so ; if I han’t, who should have it ? alas, J 
have done things that shall be nameless, that no woman of intrigue but 
my self has been capable of, though I say it ; and if I do not bring this 
about, I will never pr tend to an intrigue again. 

Theodore. You Will infinitely oblige me. 

[Enter Isabella’.? Foot-Boy.] 

Foot-boy. Madam, my Lady your Mother desires your company instantly. 

Isabella. I wait on her. Madam, if possible I will wait on you at 
Supper. 

Theodora. I hope your affairs will permit you to do us that honour. 

Theodore. Let me have the honour to wait upon you to your Mother ; 
and be pleas’d to make me so happy, as to assist me in perswading her to 
break off the Engagement with my Father. 

Isabella. A man of your deserts needs ?io advocate with me, I am 
sure. Madam, your humble Servant : Your Servant Mrs .‘Cheatly. 

[Exeunt Theodore, Isabella, and Foot-boy.] 

Cheatly. Now Madam I have something to impart to your Ladyship’s 
Privacy. 

Theodora. To me, what is it ? 

Cheatly. Your Ladyship is very young, and mighty Ptitty, really I have 
never seen so charming an Eye, so delicate an air in any Face, so excellent, 
such pleasant motion, and so bewitching a way 

Theodora. Pray Madam do’nt raily me at this rate , 

Cheatly. I protest Madam I speak my opinion. Now Madam there is 
an acquaintance of mine up extreamly taken with your Ladyship ; he is 
one of the handsomest and most accomplish’d Sparks in Town : He has 
fifteen hundred Pound a year, and his love is honourable too , now if 
your Ladyship will be pleased to walk in Grays-Inn walks with me, I will 
design it so that you snail see him, and he shall never know* on’t. 
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Theodora. I ask your pardon, I have no thoughts of putting my self 
off to Sale ; but when I have, that Matt is too scandalous. 

Cheatly. Ifi the Mulberry-Garden , then Madam he shall never know of it ; 
I vow the poor Gentleman? is ready to "'die for your Ladyship. 

Theodora. You must excuse me. 

Cheatly. In 'Coven garden Church, will you see him ? f # order it so with 
him thaf keeps the Gallery, that you shall both set together there. 

Theodora. I assure you, I carry o such thoughts about me to Church. 

[Enter Robin.] 

Robin. Mr?. Cheatly , your Daughter has urgent business with you, and 
desires you to come home immediately ; I find Mr. Squeeze is there privately. 

Cheatly. I thank- you dear Robin. Madam, I hope to convince you next 
time b sSe you , in the interim I kiss your Ladyships hand. 

Theodora. Your Servant. [Ex. Cheatly and Robin.] 

(To her self) This woman I fear is a little scandalously given, I will not 
trust her. 

[Enter Bellamour.] 

Bell. Oh Madam, I have been seeking you at the Park and the Mulberry- 
Garden ; and thought it an Age till I saw yon. 

Theodora. What’s the matter ? you look as if you had some ill news for 
me. 

Bell. I am sorry I must tell you, that which we must speedily provide 
against. Your Father has prepared an entertainment, and will have a 
Hackney Parson ready, that will venture all his Preferment, and go against 
the Canonical Hour, to marry you this night to that Rascal Timothy : and, 
in sjpight of all my perswasi©n,<-yout Father is resolv’d on’t. 

Theodora. How sudden are these resolutions ? I shall not need to counter- 
feit sickness, I shall have enough when I see hi m. 

Bell. Be pleased suddenly to make use of that Artifice ; and if that 
prevents not f I hope you wifi give me leave to own my person, and my love. 

Theodora. "What disease must I mike choice of now ? 

Bell. Here’s one comes to help you to one. 

[Enter Timothy very drunk.} 

Timothy sings. ( ? b lf om < 

' ° { But in the damn d place where the Glass goes not round. 

Bell. This is lucky, above my wishes ; he is very drunk, and that will 
certainly defeat your Fathers intention ; this night, if you dare- trust yo r 
self with him. Tie bring your Father to see him in this condition. 

[Ex. Bellamour.] 

Theodora. Pra;f do, it will do very well. 
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Tim. Oh dear Mistress, have I found you ! let me Salute you, de’ see? 

Theodora. Hold Sir. 

Tim. Nay prethee Mrs. Thea don’t b§ so coy, look what Idfave brought 
you here ; here’s a Bottle of Campaigne, I think they call it, and almost a 
whole Neats-Tongpe, and a power of Sweet-Meats, for you dear Mrs. Thea, 
there they are. 

Theodora. This Fellow has that advantage by nature, that not drunkenness 
nor any ■ ondition, can make him worses [Aside.] 

^ Tim* Well Mrs. Thea , I have been with the finest Ladies, and the merriest 
Gentlemen ; we did rant, and roar, and sing, and tear, Hey, Diseases and 
Troubles are, &c. Faith I am as drunk a% a Drum, or as the driven Snow, 
of as David’s Sow, as the saying is, de’ see ? Hey, fa la la la] prethee dear 
Mrs. Thea let me lass thee now, nay prethee do, nay shaw poise on’t. 

Theodora. Be not so passionate good Sir. [She thrufts him almeBjdqwn.]. 

Tim. Nay peuh, I can’t abide this, you might have given one a fall 
now, would I might ne’re Stir ; but ’tis no matter for that, I’le dtink six 
go-downs upon reputation in Campaigne to your health, de’ see ? I can be 
merry when I set on’t : l’faith here’s your health upon my knees, de’ 
understand me ? Oh if I had b«t Fiddles to play a health now. 

[He drinks upon his knees.] 

[Enter Goldtngham and Bellamour . ] 

Bell. Do you see Sir how abominably drunk he is ? 

Gold. He is a little in Beer, he is ; he is disguis’d, that's the truth on’t. 

Tim. There Mrs. Thea I have done it, faith you shall pledge me by word 
of mouth ; de’ see, nay fack I am sound, you may drink after me, de’ 
conceive me ? * 

Bell. You see Sir he is too drunk to be marri ed to night.* 

Gold Come come, he’s the fitter for’t, for being drunk, if he be sober, 
he may repent him, and ask a Portion : Stay here, I will fetch a Parsop 
immediately. [Ex.^Goldingham.] 

Bell. This is worse and worse. Madam did you' hear him ?* 

Theodora. Yes to my grief, I must into my ChaCnber, and be very siusT 

[She offers to go.] 

Tim. Nay, if you Stir I am a Rogue, a very Rogue, de’ see ? we’l be very 
merry. Diseases and Troubles, &c. 

Bell. Who taught you this insolence ? unhand her. 

Tim. Why you saucy Fel^w you, what’s to do with you ? Ha, you are so 
purdy. [Exeunt Bellamour and Theodora.] 

[Enter Bant, and Will, Goldmgham’s Man.] 

Will. Where’s Mr. Timothy Squeeze. 
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Ratify Sh£e, what makes this Rascal here ? if I dq, not carry him off, I 
lose the hopefulleSt Bubble in ChrtHettdom. 

Tim. Where’s Mrs. Thea, Mrs. Thea ? 

Rant? Mr. Timothy come along with me, Mrs. Joyce is impatient till she 
sees you. 

[Enter Bellamour.] 

Tim. I’le not Stir till I see Mrs? Thea, where’s Mrs. Thea ? Hey, hey. 

Bell. She says you are a drunken Rascal, and she will haye you 
kick’d out. 

Tim. Does she so 5 would 2 might ne’re Stir if I do not do her 
errand to her Father. 

Rant. Come away and leave her : Mrs. Joyce is a Person of Quality, 
and, Fortune, and will use you with more civility. 

Tim. I know she’s a fine Person, and I’le wait on her, but I am resolved 
to Stay till Mr. Goldmgham comes, that I may tell him of this Gilflirt his 
Daughter. 

Rant. Nay then, I must to my last shift ; Bayliffs come in. [Softly ] 

[Enter three counterfeit Bayliffs.] 

Bayltff. I ArreSt you, at the Suit of Humphrey Nit a Barber. 

Tim. Sirrah, you he like a Rogue, I owe him not a farthing. 

Bayltff. No Sir, but you did vt et armis break, or cause to be broken a 
very large Window, where he us’d to expose his Flaxen Periwigs. 

Rant. Is that all ? I’le Bail him for that 

Tim. Will you 5 nay then I’le break ’em again, I’le break Windows with 
e’re a Gentleman that wears a head. 

Bayltff. Come come and falk? of these things in another place. 

Tim. Ay with all my heart, Diseases and Troubles, &c. What a pox care 
I, come. [Exeunt all but Bellamour.] 

Bell. This is a lucky Fellow that came in to our rescue. 

[Enter Theodore.] 

Theodore. Dear Brother, I am glad I have found you, I have a design, 
and upon my Father too, in which I am confident you will join. 

Bell. You may be sure to command me in any thing. 

Theodore. I know some may blame me, but love excuses, all. 

Bell. 'Love, like the Crown, takes away all Attainders. 

Theodore. My design is to work so upon my Fathers covetousness, as 
to draw him into a Plot against the Government ; and he is you know, a 
mighty well wisher to the damn’d good old Cause, yet. 

Bell. This will be dangerous tampering with ; how can you draw him 
into one, without being guilty your self 5 
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Theodore. It shall be but a seeming Plot, you may be sure ; ’I .would 
not engage my self in a real one ; ’as only a design to invert the order of 
nature for a while, and keep my Father in awe. 

Bell. How can you contrive it 5 

Theodore. I have several great Cheats almost full of Lumber, but c’over’d 
on the top with 2 great many fine Arms, here he comes, I have not time 
to tell you the reSt ; but pray second me, in what I shall say to him. 

[Enter Goldingham.] 

Bell. I’le not examine your design, but serve you. 

Gold. Have you the confidence to appear before me, aftei; your giving 
my Ring away, and sending for those mountains of Sweet-Meats, and that 
Ocean of Wine and Limonades ? 

Theodore I humbly beg your pardon ; but I thought I had ddho well/ 
since you commanded me to shew all the resped imaginable to my intended 
Mother-in-Law. 

Gold. Resped with a pox, de’ call it ? 

Theodore. I beseech you be not angry, I’le get your Ring again for you, 
and put you in a way to get forty Guinnes this night, but I must be very 
private in it. 

Gold. How 1 can you do that ? then I will forgive all your extravagance ; 
but how is it ? speak, you may trust Bellamour. 

Theodore. Sir, there is one that was my School-fellow, that I am very 
well acquainted with, that is called a Phanattck according* to the flesh, he 
(after he had made me take an Oath of Secrecy* told me of a design his 
Brethren had, who (out of pure Zeal against Surplice and Common Prayer 
Book ) were resolved upon an Insurredion, and to seize in one night upon 
I Voitehall and the Exchequer. 

Gold. What say you ? 

Theodore. They have accordingly provided Arms and Ammunition, 
which they dispose of in packs of goods, to their secret friends, and well- 
wishers, for which they reward them liberally. 

Gold. What can this come to [AsiehE\ 

Theodore. He remembring that (when we were Boys together) I had 
shewn him a secret Vault in the Garden, that is known but to few, pro- 
pounded to me the concealing six CheSts of Armour there, and promised 
forty Gmnnes„and an Oath of Secrecy ; this Sir you may chuse, whether 
you will accept of or no, but I thought I was obliged m Duty to tell you, 
knowing you take all occasions whatsoever for the getting of money. 

Gold I got a good part of my Estate by Rebellion (as many other Estates 
were raised) but I would be loath to lose it by Rebellion again. [Astdl.] 

Theodore. There is no danger, we will all take Oaths of Secrecy. 

Bell. Ready money. Sir, is not to be despised, ’tis a precious thin g. 
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Gold, There spoke an Angel. 

Bell. Besides Sir, if the CheSt should <be discover’d, (which will be almost 
impossible) some of your Swearers. in Ordinary shall teStifie you took ’em 
in Pawn'. 

Gold. The money is sweet, but the attempt is [Aside] dangerous ; hold 
[to Theodore?] Now Sir, I am glad you have put me in a way to be revenged 
of you for all your Villanies ; I will immediately acquaint the King with 
your Treason, and you shall be hasig’d. * J ° 

Bell". For Heaven’s sake, betray not your own Son. 

Gold. My Loyalty is dearer to me than Son and Daughter, and all the 
Relations in the World ; I will hing him, I’le to the King immediately. 

Theodore. I am at your disposal Sir, but be pleased to remember I id 
this for your advantage, and out of love and duty to you. 

Gold. "No Sir, I will hang you, never speak on’t ; farewel, shall I betray 
my Countrey ? 

Theodore. Hold Sir, for Heaven’s sake conceal it, I will ret urn the twenty 
Guinnes he gate in earnest ; here they are, I will go and give ’em him 
immediately. 

Gold. Did he give you twenty Guinnes, hum ? 

Theodore. Yes Sir, and promised twenty more at the delivery of the 
CheSts. 

Gold. Fourty Guinnes is a most delicious Sum, where are they? let 
me see them. 


Theodore. Here they are Sir, but I beseech you be not angry ; I will 
carry them immediately. 

Gold. Hold, it may be there’s no necessity of that I would hang this 
Rogue ; but fourty Guinnes, dear fourty Guinnes. [Aside.] 

Bell. He comes on a-pace. [To Theodore .] 

Theodore. Sir, I will by no means offend you with the sight of ’em, I am 
gone. 

~ Gold. Stay I say, and let me see them. 

Theodore. Pam afraid it will provoke you to talk any more of this business ; 
dfswnot be offended, I will return them instantly. 

Gold. ’Sdeath Sir, I will see them. [He lays hold on Theodore.] 

Theodore. There they are Sir. 

Bell. Oh Sii, how I could hug that Gold. 

Gold, Ay Bellamoar , does it not look beautifully ? they tal^ of the beauty 
of Women ; but give me the beauty of Gold, Oh dear, dear, sweet Gold. 


Theodore. Shall I return ’em Sir ? 


[Kisses the Gold ] 


Gold. No Sir, you shall not : Oh dear, dear Guinnes, are we all secret ^ 
Theodore ' } are - ^ ***** thm agmn ^ 
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We do Swear. 


Gold. Swear never to reveal this. 

Bellamour. 

Theodore. 

Gold. Well Son, your importunity at last has overcome me, when sh 
these Arms be delivered ? 

Theodore. This»mght at ten a Clock. 

Gold. Do you Bellamour see it done, and*take his Oath of Secrety. I 
I had forgot, where is Mr. Timothy ? the Parson is ready in the Parlour. 

Bell< He was Arrested here by Bayfiffs, for breaking Windows when 
was drunk, who have hurried him I know not whither. 

Gold. ’Sdeath how unlucky is this 1 send immediately to all the Bayh 
hereabouts, to find him out ; go Bellamour. 

Theodore. Pox on’t, I might have saved money, he woiild have consent 
to have betray’d his Countrey for half the Sum ; and so will any coy&tc 
Man, that can do it safely. [Exeunt Theodore and Bellamou 


[Enter at another Door Cheatly.] 

Cheatly. Sir, I ath very glad I have taken you alone ; I have a secret 
impart to you. 

Gold. ’Sdeath she’s come to borrow money of me. [Asia 

Cheatly. Though it may be to no purpose, I think it my duty to acqua: 
you, that I have since I parted with you discovered a Countess that is n 
above thirty, that is extreamly in love with you for youDperson, besic 
your care and thrift, which she says to me, would be v,ery useful to t 
in the management and improving of her Fortune, she has Five hundr 
Pounds more than Isabella. 

Gold. What you are merry, Mrs. Cheatly ? 

Cheatly. Nay Sir, if you distrust me, thefe’s no hurt done ; I did n 
think you would embrace the offer , but I thought my,' self bound 
discharge my trust, for the truth is, she engaged me (though somethi 
unwilling) to use my care in this business. 

Gold Why, sure thou art not in earnest ? 

Cheatly If ever you were (when you said youf prayers) Pam. 

Gold. There must be something in this. [To hrnsei 

This is Strange Mrs Cheatly. 

Cheatly. You may chuse whether you will believe me or «o, for my pi 
I don’t desir^ you should change ; for I think if there be any differed 
Mrs Isabella is something more desirable. 

Gold Good faith, but if this be true, she is not more desirable, fii 
Pounds is a noble Sum, and more than any womans person is worth : f 
my part fifty Pounds with me would turn the balance, were there ne’re. 
much difference in their persons. But who is this ? 

Cheatly. You must not know, till you see her. 
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Gold, Can all this be true thou telTSt me ? 

Cheatly. If I make it not good, Tier forfeit my life ; but I’le take my 
ve now, I have done my errand ^ but truly Sir, I think you ought not in 
nour to quit Isabella. 

Gold. In good faith but I, ought, I take it ; Honour J quoth she ; lose 
re hundred 'Pounds in Honour ! what a Pox care I for 1 their Persons in 
nparison with Money ? 

Neatly. I am a little in haSte, but I beseech you let not Mrs. Isabella 
iw of this, she will be diftraded. 

hold. Hold a little, it was unlucky we did not Jcnow of this before you 
ught Isabella acquainted with 'my Daughter, I shall be troubled with 
: but canSt thou oblige me to contrive an interview between the 
intess and me 

Ikfafly Ay and a Marriage too, if I would ; but really I think you are 
far engaged to Isabella. 

rtld. Engag’d, I am not engag’d, I will have nothing to do with her ; 
II forbid her my House. 


[Enter a Foot-Boy.] 

oot-Boy. Is Mrs. Theodora here ? 
old. what would you have with her ? 

oot-Boy. Mrs. Isabella presents her service to her, and says she cannot 
ibly wait on her at Supper. 

old. ’Tis very well, ’tis no matter whether she does or no, go get thee 
it thy business Lad ; go go. This is very lucky : Mrs. Cheatly you’l 
here. [Ex. Foot-Boy.] 

beatly. Sir, I mu§t go horqe first. Your Servant. This will be joyful 
for the two Lovers. r [To her self.] 

[Enter William.] 

til. Sir here’s a Porter come from Mr. Squeeze, who says he is engaged 
extraordinary business, and cannot Sup here to night. 

'Id. The Devil take thee for thy news. 

[Enter Roger.] 

%er. Mr. Timothy was at the Rose Sir, under an ArreSt, hut was Bail’d 
r. Rant and Mr. Hazard ; and is gone along with them we know not 
ter. 

! d. All my designs are crossed this night, here’s my Supper 4oSt, and 
e not given one this dozen years before, but I’le make these Rogues 
us montji for’t ; begon Rogues, and call my Son : Oh here he is. 

[Ex. William and Roger.] 
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[Enter, Theodore.} 

Son I have something to say to you of concernment, pray ■(now we are 
alone) speak freely, how do you like this Isabella ? (setting aside the. name of 
a Mother-in-Law), 

Theodore. I like her, what does he mean ? [Aside.} 

Gold Yes, her Air ! her Shape ! her Bea&ty ! her Wit. 

Theodore. Faith Sir (to speak the truth) she is not what she appear’d to 
me, she has no Air or Spirit in her Face, her Shape’s very indifferent, her 
Motion awkward, and her Wit little or none, but I like her well enough 
for a Mother-in-Law. 

Gold. You talked at another rate to her to day. 

Theodore. I only made some few complements to h^er in your name, I 
meant not one of ’em, I assure you. 

Gold. Do yeu think you could have no land of inclination for such a 
kind of woman ? 

Theodore. No not I Sir, if there were none but such women, I should 
be out of danger of Gun Shot. 

Gold. I am sorry to find this, because it breaks a resolution I had made : 
I had refle&ed with my self upon Isabella's youth and my age ; which are 
so disproportionable, that I have made choice of another, a Countess too ■ 
of about thirty years old, that’s worth five hundred Pounds more than she. 

Thaodore. How has Cheatly wheadled him already ! I’le try him further : 
Sure Sir you cannot be in earnest. 

Gold. By Heaven I am, and (but for this aversion I find in you) I would 
have married Isabella to you. 

Theodore To me Sir ? 

Gold Yes, to you. 

Theodore. ’Tis a thing I must confess I have no inclination in the world 
to ; but I will obey your commands in any thin g 

Gold. No no, mistake me not. Fie not force your inclination. 

Theodore. Sir, I am easily inclined to any thin g you please to impose 
upon me ’ ___ 

Gold. No Sir, I will impose nothing ; those Marriages can never be 
happy where affe&ions do not meet. 

Theodore. Fie sacrifice my affeftion to interest, and your commands. 

Gold. No up, if you had loved her, you should have married her in my 
Stead ; but (since you have such an aversion) I’ll follow my first design, 
and marry her my self. 

T he o done. Then Sir I must speak freely to you, I love her infini tely, 
and designed to ask your consent at the same time you declared your 
intention to marry hear your self, and you might easily have perceived how 
that declaration surprised me. 
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Gold. ’pTis very well, Be did you ever reveal your love to her ? 

Theo'dore. I have Sir, and she received it very kindly ; and her Mother 
too, if you will quit her offset engagement, will freely dispose of her to me. 

Gold. And has the Daughter consented to this, say you ? 

Theodore. She has Sir, and I am extreamly happy that you are pleased to 
give your consent ; nothing else could be wanting to compleat my happi- 
ness. 

Gold. I will give you my consents hang your self, but not to marry her, 
I assure you 

Theodore. How’s this ? 

Gold. ’Slife I had been finely serv’d, to have been bob’d of my MiStriss, 
for a Story of a Countess of I know not what, this was a fine conspiracy. 

[Aside.] 

Theodore. Sir, Your are very mySticall, pray let me understand you. 

Gold. I speak plainly : Do not dare once to think of loving this Lady : 
Have you the impudence to pretend to one whom I reserve for my selfe ? 

Theodore. This makes me mad. Sir, since you provoke me thus, I doe 
pretend to her, and will never quit those pretentions but with my life. 

Gold. Impudent villaine ! to speak thus tc* your Father. 

Theodore. In orher things I respeft you as my Father, but love knows no 
'body. 

Gold. I will make you know me, or I’le cut your throat. 

Theodore. A lover, and afraid of threats ? 

Gold. And shah I that am a lover endure this insolence ? 

Theodore. I will not make use of my plot yet, things are not ripe. 

Gold. Out of my doores you Rascall. 

Theodore. Fare you well Sir. [Exit Theodore. 

Gold. This cjesigne was well' scaped ; but I’le watch your waters I 
warrant you. [Exit Goldmgham. 

[Squeeze, Lettice , and Cheaply.] 

Squeeze. My dear, I doubt not thy constancy, so pretty a creature cannot 
be^alse to oife that love$ her as I do. 

Lattice. Indeed I can think of no body but you ; the thoughts of you 
are the last that leave me at night, and the first that salute me in the morning. 

Cheat. I am sure I am sufficiently troubled with her, she talkes and thinks 
of nothing but you * if I ask her a question about business,* she answers 
me something about you, and is so out of humour when you are absent. 

I hear some body knock. [Knocking at the dore.] Exit Cheatly. 

Squeeze. Alas poor thing ! my dear pretty Lettice 1 

lattice. My dear Mr. Squeeze, I can find no satisfa&on but in thy con- 
versation, ’tis^so charming and pleasant. [She Hroaks hu cheeks ] 

Squeeze. Thou £rt the rarest woman upon earth. Let me kiss thy hand 
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upon my knees ; [He knee/s.] I know thou loveSt me, and art true to me, 
for which I’le reward thee to the Sill : There’s, ne’re a one of ’em ‘all shall 
keep his MiStriss better than I do ; go to the Goldsmiths,* and chuse a 
hundred pounds worth of Plate, I’le send money for’t by an unknown hand. 

LetUce. Alas how can I deserve it ? I can return nothing but my .thanks, 
nor can I desire*ainy thing from you but your constancy. 

[Aside,] upon thesf Termes. 

Squeeze. I will be as constant to the , as the Sun and Moon are to their 
courses. 

Lethce. But I shall haVe you get a young Wife, and forget me. 

Squeeze. If I should marry, my Dear, it should be for money, that I 
might spare the more for thee : besides, what married mad loves not his 
MiStriss better than if he were single ; a Wife is but a Joyle to a MiStriss. 

Lethce. ’Tis true, this is the fashionable opinion, but you woul^i be of 
another mind I feare. 

Squeeze. Prethee believe me, if I had a Wife, thou shouldSt have power 
to tume her out of doors at thy pleasure, thou shouldSt «nde in my glass 
Coach when she t<3ok a Hackney ; thou shouldSt have my purse, my heart, 
and every thing : are Wives to be compar’d to MiStrisses, that would be a 
fine age 1 faith. 

Lethce This is extreame kind, you are a good man : I could never* 
endure that a Wife should share affe£hon with me ; especially from thee 
my Deare. [She hroaks him on the head.] 

'Squeeze. Nay, prethee my dear, do not Stroak my head, ’tis bald, but 
’tis not with age, for I am not above eight and thirty, but the hair came off 
with a sicknesse. 

Lattice. ’Tis no matter, I hke it, I hate them that wear much«hair upon, 
their heads, ’tis greazy, and smells ill ; b t fhis is so sweet, and clean, and 
pretty, I could kiss it now. 

[Enter Cheatly.] 

Cheatlj. Oh Daughter, here has been the young Knight you know of ; 
he was so importunate to see you, I ‘thought I should nev* have got rid 
of him 

Squeeze. What’s that, pray let me know ? 

J Lettice. Nothing Sir. 

Squeeze. Prethee my Dear tell me. 

Lethce. Pray Sir do not aske, it signifies nothing. 

Squeeze. I shall take it ujikindly if you do not tell me. 

Lethce. Nay, there is nothing I can keep from you : The truth is, my 
Taylor came to dun me, but the Rascall shall Stay I warrant him . 

Squeeze. How much is the Debt ? 

Cheatlj Twenty pounds. 
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Squeeze., As I am an honest man, but he shall not Stay, here’s the money, 
give it him immediately. 

[Efite> a Servdnt off CheatlyV.] 

Servant. Sir Jeffery Smelsmocfc is coming up to see MiStris r s Lettice ; she was 
denied below, but he would not be answered. 

Cheatly. Oh heaven 1 we are undone, if I Stop him not. 

[Ex. Cheatly and Servant .] 

Squeeze. What’s the matter, is it another Dun ? Prethee have corpfort. 
I’ll send thee fifty Pounds to morrow morning to discharge all little driblets. 

Lettice. I could not expeft this from you. 

[Enter Cheatly.] 

Cheatjyoto Lettice , softly. I have got ride of Sir Jeffery, much adoe 1 
Well, r this Mercer’s a sawcy fellow, here’s a Stir for a little money indeed ! 

Lettice. Hang him Rascall, he shall not have it these six Moneths for 
his insolence, and I’le have him kickt besides. 

Servant within. Sir, I tell you she is not within. 

Bally within. Hold your tongue you insolent Rascal ! I’le break open the 
door. Where’s Lettice? Where is your Ladyships Let me in, or by 
Heaven I’le break the door. 

Lettice. For heaven’s sake Sir get into the Closset till I get rid of this 
roaring fellow, Lknow not who it is. 

Squeeze. Ay with all my heart, where is it? I tremble every joyht 
of me. 

Bully. What Madam, your Ladyship is grown coy, and deny your selfe : 
[Bully bournes and breaks open the Dore , and enters . ] What you do this for an 
old Rascal they f say that keeps "you. ; If I can learn his name, or catch him 
here once, I’le cut off his ears, and his nose, both his arms, and both his 
leges, I will mangle the old dog so. 

Squeeze. Oh defend me heaven from this roaring Bully, he puts me in a 
cold sweat. 

Lettice. Let me beg of t you to go into another Room, and I’le satisfie 
you. 

Bully. Come on, now you are civil. [Exit Bully and Lettice.] 

Cheatly. Wo Id this Bully were hang’d, he’l ruine my daughter. Come 
Mr. Squeeze, all’s clear, come out. 

Squeeze. As he gone, he has put me in a dreadful fright, this was a Dragon 
of a Bully. 

Cheatly. You see Sir what she suffers for your sake, because she,will not 
yield to the temptations of men. 

Squeeze. Ay poor heart, but whither is she gone ? Pray heaven she be 
true to me. [Aside.] 
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Cheatly. She must give him fane words till she gets him out- and then 
she’l wait on you. ' 

Squeeze. Oh me ! where is she ? she Stayes long, pray heavdft all be well. 


Cheatly. What is this Girle doing 


[To'her selfe.] 


Squeeze. Gad fprgive me, will she never gome, what ls^the ma^jer ? I 
am afraid the B ily is not gone. 


Cheatly. Why Lettice, will you never cotoe ? 

Squeeze. I hope in Gad she’s honeStj but I do not like this. 


[Enter Lettice.] 

Cheatly. Oh fie upon you, you have been naught with tins Bully, look, 
how you are Ruffled ? 

Lettice. Mum, not a word, I have sent him away much adoe* I’ll, have-* 
him clapt by the heeles if he comes to affront me again like an insolent 
Fellow as he is. 

Squeeze. Heaven, what noyse is that there ?( A noise 'without of singing 
there are more rbanng Bullies abroad. Let [ and roaring, and Fidlers. 
us retire quickly to bed, and bolt the dore upon our selves, my dear Lettice ; 
quickly Mrs. Cheatly barre the dores of the house 

[Exeuut Cheatly, Lettice, and Squeeze. J 

Rant, Hazard, Tim. with a Sword, two Servants, and Fidlers playing, 
they singing and roaring. Drunk, breaking wmdowes. 

Tim. Hey let’s break windowes in abundance. 

Haz Ah brave Timothy, thou art as gallant a Bully as a man shall see* 
in a summers day. 

Tim Here’s the Constable, don’t you use to beat him alwayes when you 
see him ? 

Haz- Yes, and will now. 

Con slab. Stand in the King’s Name. 

Tim. I can Stand in ne’re a King’s name in £hriStendofti, but we will 
beat you in the King’s name very exceedingly. 

Contfab. Knock ’em down, fall on Fellowes of the Watch. 

Rant. Have at you Rogues that diSturbe the King’s Peace, and will 
not let honq^t fellows give serenades, and break windowes in quiet, have 
at 7 e - [They fight, the Constable and Watchmen 

are driven up into a comer.] 

Tim .Hey, have we conquer’d you ye Rogues ? Lay down your armes. 

Rant. Lay downe your Weapons, or wee’l cut your throats. 

Conffab. Well Sir, ’tis done. [They lay downjheir Halberts.] 

Haz. Do you mutiny ye Rogues against Bully Rocks, /our Commanders > 
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Rant. r Are you offended at the noyse of Fiddles ? Strike up, and sound 
an alarm n: the eares of ’em. 

Ha%. Come r Rogues, here are juSt eight of you ; either dance to these 
fiddles, o'r we will slice you into Steaks. 

[They play with their Fuddles at their ears. 

Conitsh. Ha ha, come fellowes of the watch, we’l please them for once, 
they are \ ery merry Gentlemen I fack. 

Rant. ’Tis very well done, there’s a Crown to drink for you : I, like 
Julius Casar, am generous to foes o’re come. 

Ha%. Here’s another for you to make ye as drunk as we are. 

Tim. And £11 be outdone by no xnan, there’s a Broad Piece for you, now 
I have beaten you. 

Rant. Hee’s plaguy liberal of our Money. Stay watch, and be our guard. 

ConBaP. We thank ye Gentlemen, and will live and dy with ye. 

Ha%. Strike up here, faith wee’l see Lettice before we have done : Cheatly 
open the door. [They play. 

Cheatly wi thin . We are all abed : What Ruffians are those ? 

Tim. Bounce at the door, break the windowes, hey. [They bounce at the 
dooresl] 


Squeeze at window , in his cap, and undressed. 

Squeeze. Heart ! If I be discovered in this condition I am ruined for 
over, my credit In the City will be quite loSt : Heaven 1 they have almost 
Broke the door, I- must venture to escape at this window. [He leaps down.] 
Death ! I have broke my bones ; oh, oh ! 

ConBable. How now, what noyse is that ? 

Rant. Sbme body leaped out of a window : let’s see what old Rogue’s 
this. 

Tim. Ay, what old Rogue’s this, ha ? 

Squeeze. I was frighten’d out of my Lodging by these Roaring Blades, 
and I thought to have escaped out of a window. 

ConBable. S^eak to me, I represent the Kang’s Person, who are you ? 
What make you here ? 

Tim. Hang him, take him away to the Round-House. 

Squeeze. My Son here drunk with Bullies ! then all my shame comes 
together. 

ConBable. What’s here, he has been in bed with a womans and for hast 
has mistaken a red silk Stocking of hers for his own. 

Hazard. ’Tis true, away with him, an old whoring Rogue. 

Tim. Ay away with him, an old Rogue, in bed with a whore ! away with 
him, away with him. 

ConBable. We must secure the woman too. 

Rant. Wee’l secure her, carry him away. 
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Squeeze. What a dreadfull mistake was this, I am for ever undone, I am 
for ever ruined, what shall I do ? Ex Constable and Watch nnw Squeeze. 

Hazard. If you will Rant, let’s first give Isabella a serenade, then come 
hither again. It will be time too, to bring our bubble to Mrs f Joyce againe. 

Rant. Come along Fiddles, Strike up. 

Ha . £. Rank your selves here, Strike up, and put out the lights thaj4ve may 
not be discover’d. [Thej go off, and come tn at another door.] 

[Enter Theodof e and Robin.] 

Rant. Faire Isabella, sweet Isabella ! look out and shin e upon your 
Servants. 

Theodore. How now, what Rascals are these : Robin fall on. 

Ha^. Are you so bnske ? ( They fight, and Theodore is driven back: 

Bell. This muSt be Theodore and] Enter Bellamour and Joy ns tiftth Theo 
his man that are engaged, I parted ) dore, and they beat the other off the 
from ’em but juSt now. V Stage. 

Tim. Fly, shift for your selves, the day is lost. 

Theodore. Who’s'this that is so kipd to draw his Sword for us ? My dear 
Brother, is it you ? A thousand thanks to you. 

Bell. No words, but let’s pursue the Rogues. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


[Enter Theodore, Bellamour.] 

Theodore. TT Wonder who those Fellows were we encounter’d last night. 

I Bell. Very aftive nimble Youths, they ran like Irish Footmdta.' 

Theo. If we had catch’d ’em, we would have paid ’em for 
scouring under that Window : But now I can dunk of nothing else but 
love. Revenge has given place to that. YeSter-mght I got a promise 
from my MiStress, and am within this hour to meet her, and marry her 
privately in the City , this day will make me richer than the Indies can. 

Bell. I congratulate your good Fortune, but cannot«envy any smce 
I am happy in my Theodora's love 


[Enter Roger with a Letter.] 

Roger. Here’s a Letter Mr Bellamour came by the PoSt for you. 

F 0t ^4 ' . , reads ?*> and sems aHomshecT] 

Theodore * What is it that disturbs you ^ 
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Bel/., ]>fews that nothing could make tollerable to me, but that it puts 
me into a’ condition of serving my Theodora better than I could before. 

Theodores How’s that ? 

Bell. My "Father has been dead these nine months, and died without a 
Will*; - my younger Brother is at present possess’d of the Estate, and 
has inhumanly put my Mother and Sifter out of the house’, who live privately 
in this Town, somewhere about Coven garden. This account I have received 
from my man, who is hasting up to Town to me. 

Theodore. In good faith such news would break a mans heart ; but pray 
bear it with a manly fortitude ; if my Father should knock off, I could 
have no other remedy. 

Bell I have now no time to railly with you, I’le to my my dear Theodora, 
and hope to get her into so good a humour, that we shall not be long after 
you m Marriage : Adieu. [Ex. Bellamour.] 

Theodore. What ever you are in that, I am sure you are before hand with 
me in the death of a Father. How now Bullies, are you up so early ? 
Sure you have lain rough, or have not slept to night. 

[Enter Rant Und Hazard.] 

Burnt. How now Lover that are, and Whore-mafter that was, you are 
full of your bobs. 

Ha\. What, I warrant you, you are got up early to write a fashionable 
Sonnet , without sense, upon the Divine Isabella. 

Burnt. How many Stars, Moons, Suns, Alablafters, Roses, Pearls, and 
Rubies, have you made ifse of for similies ? 

Ha%. Come, prethee communicate, let’s see the labour of thy Muse. 

Theodcre. As I live, drunk Still : But, Gentlemen, I hate the name of a 
Muse, as I do that of a Baud ; " were I a Poet, I would invoke Creswell or 
Gifford before, any Muse in Christendom. 

Ha%. Faith, thou art in the right, for they two can supply our necessities 
better than all the rune Muses. 

Burnt. Bui? this is not our business, here is a young Gentleman at the 
door call’d Mr. Timothy-Squeeze, that comes to wait on you 

Theodore. Hang him Rascal, keep him to your selves, he’s fitter for your 
purpose ; have you fleec’d him soundly ? 

Haz.’ Very- sufficiently I assure you, but he is come upon a pleasant 
occasion ; he says,ihe has done you and your Family such an injury. 

Theodore. Pox on him, I will forgive him any but the trouble of his 
company. 

Burnt. Thou shalt see him, and when he tells thee his condjjtion, thou 
wilt find we have Reveng’d thee to the full ; I’ll fetch him in. [Ex. Rant.] 

Theodore. .How have you us’d the Rogue? You have won all his 
money. 
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Ha%. That’s not all, but I’ll not forestall you, you shall be surprised 
into vour pleasure ; he begg’d of us» to make him friends with you, for fear 
you should kill him, he fears not your Father. 

[Enter Ran! and Timothy.] 

Tim. Are yoi? sure he will do me no hurt 5 

Kant. I aril, speak to him. 

Tim. Sir, your Servant. 

Theodore Sir, Yours 

Tim I beg your pardon from the bottom of my heart, for an injury I 
have done you, and your Family. 

Theodore. What’s that ? 

* Tim. Pray Sir, be not in passion, and I’le tell you j You know Sir x 
should have been your Brother-in-Law Sir ; and last night it seem% I, was 
overtaken in Campaigne, and as these Gentlemen tell me (for I vow I 
remember not a word on’t) I married one Mrs. Joyce , Mr. Hazards' Cousin 
Sir • But your Sister sent me word she would have me kick’d out of the 
house. Sir* last night, or I should not have done it on my conscience Sir ; 
I find I did it in passion really. 

Theodore Oh brave Bullies, now you have Revenged me sufficiently. 

Tim Now Sir, I hope in God you will please to forgive me since 1 
married in drmk ; and I vow to God Sir, as I am an honest man, I meant no 
more hurt in’t Sir, than I do at this present ; for I wak’d this morning Sir,, 
and* found my self in Bed with the said Mrs Joyce, de’ understand me, (and 
I vow she’s a pure Bed-fellow, that’s the truth on’*) but at first I was frighted, 
and wondr’d what a dickens was the matter, when these Gentlemen came 
up with a Cawdle to me, and fac’d me down I was married Sir, and at laSt 
shew’d me the Ring, the License, and the* PSrsons Certificate Sir 

Theodore. No more Sir, I forgive you freely Sir. 

Tim Sir, I am beholding to you ; but if there be an offence, you must 
blame those Gentlemen ; for I protest and vow I intended to marry Mrs. 
Thea, or would I might ne’re Stir out of this place alive. Bu* I tell you in 
private, if I had not married the aforeSaid Mrs. Joyce, I belie/e they would 
have forc’d me to it ; for my part Sir, I don’t like ’em ; for between you 
and I, they won above forty Pound on me. But to give the Devil his 
due, the Gentlewoman is a pretty Gentlewoman, and they say has a good 
Portion. 

Theodore to Hazard and Rant. This Relation pleases me, but pcay take 
away your Fool, for I have .business of great concernment. 

Rant. This was all we had to say to you. Fare you well. 

Ha%. Tim, come along, dear soul. 

Tim. Ay, come Cousin , [To Theodore .] Sir, your Servant tp command.* 

[Exeunt dll but Theodore ] 
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[Enter Rjpbin.] 

Robin. L’if,d have a Present for you, but let us begon Sir, and take it m 
anotherplaVe ; pray follow me, I am weary with carrying it. 

Theedore. -^hat means the Fellow ? 

Roing. Here is a CheSt of money of your Father’s tiutt was hid in the 
Garden.> 

Theodore . Of my Fathers J how earnest thou by it ? 

Rohin. Not very honestly Sir, but this is no place to ask questions in, 
now I am Reveng’d on him for calling me thief ; follow me Sir. 

Theodore. This is a lucky supply. [Exeunt Robin and Theodore.] 

E ter at another door William, Cheatly, a d Bridget, 
with a Page. 

Cheatly. Is Madam Theodora within ? 

Will. She is gone o t with Mr. Bellamour. 

Cheatly. Is not your Master within ? 

Will. We expert him every mmute Madam. [Ex. Will.] 

Cheatly. Now Mrs. Bridget , can you represent a Stately Countess ? 

Bridget. Never £ r me ; Page , hold up my Train Sirrah, I c b re my 
head as high as any Lady in Christendom. 

Cheatly . Remember when any body Salutes you, to turn your Cheek to 
him, as great -Ladies use ; th t’s very convenient too, for concealing a 
tainted breath. 

Bridget. Mine is not scf, b t I’le not forget it. 

Cheatly. But thou hast so used to offer thy mouth, th t thou wilt forget it. 

[Er.ten Goldingham.] 

Oh Sir, your -Servant, the Countess of Puddle-Dock is come to see Mrs. 
Theodora. 

Gold. [Aside.] Countess of Puddle-Dock 1 1 never heard of that Title, it 
may be ’tis come Scotch or Irish Title. 

To Bridgef. Madam, Lkiss your Honour’s hand : Where is my Daughter 
that she comes not to wait on her Honour ? 

Cheatly. Not within. This is the Countess I spoke of. [i 'oftly] 

Gold. Let .me see ; if this be a Countess, ana has such a Fortune, no 
more then of Isabella; but I must into the Garden to my dear Gold. 
Madams I’le wait on your Honour presently. [Ex. Goldingham.] 

Cheatly. Is not this an amiable old Gentleman ? 

Bridget. As bad as he is, I am not so nice, but I could make, shift with 
ham. 

Golding, nil thin.] Murder, murder. Oh Thieves, Thieves 1 

Cheat. What’S the meaning of this, is the man mad ? 
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[Enter Goldingham.] 

Gold. Thieves, thieves, murder, murder, death, devils,* 'damnation. 
Hell and Furies, Thieves, thieves, I am undone, undone, the/ hive cut 
my Throat, they h^ve murder’d me, they have Stole my money ! Where 
is it ! what’s become on’t ? where are the Thieves ? where have tb'y hid 
themselves ? whither shall I go to find ’em ?" what shall I do ? shall I run ? 
shall I Stay ? are they here ? are they there ? where are they ? 

Cheat What is it transports you thus ? 

Gold' Oh, are you here, give me my money ; [He tugs and hales Cheatly.] 

, Where’s my Gold ? confess, or I’le rack* you. Where is my^ dear Gold, 
mypoor Gold ? Givd it me, conceale it no longer. 

Cheat. Help, help, will you murder me ? 

Bndget. Are you Mad ? ’tis Mrs Cheatly. 

Gold. Another ! is there more of your number ? I’ll hang ye all, where is 
my money. Money, Money ? 

James. What’s the Matter, Sir ? 

[Enter James, Roger, Will.] 

Cheat. Come Countess, ’tis time to shift for our selves. 

Goldsngham falls on 'em with bis Caine.] Oh you thieves, my Gold, my 
Gold, give me my Gold ; I’le hang ye, I’le drown ye, I’le murder ye all ; 
Oh my Gold, must I lose thee ? 

James. He raves help to hold him. [He breaks from tbem t they run away.] 

Gold. I have lost my money, my life, my blood, my entrails, my heart, 
my vitals, I dye, I am dead, I am buried ; will no body save my fife, and 
help me to it ? Oh, I am mad ; what say you, will you ? Hum ? alas, I 
am mad, there’s no body : Oh my money, ftiy* soule Justice, Justice, I will 
hang all the Towne , if Isabella has a hand in’t, I will hang her ; I will beg 
the help of Constables, Beadles, Church-wardens, Baylies, Sergeants, 
Justices, Aldermen, Judge, Gibbet, Gallowes, and Hangmen : I will hang 
my son and daughter if they be guilty : And if I find not my Money, I 
will hang my self. 

James. My Mailer, Sir, is mad, be pleased to command him in His 
Majesties name to keep his worships wits. 

Gold. Oh neighbour Justice, you are come in season, I«am robb’d, 
undone, make jpe a Mittimus. 

Jufhce. For whom neighbour Goldsngham ? 

Gold For all Coven garden, J will hang every body, oh my Gold 1 

Jufhce. You’l spoyl all, if you be thus outragious ; we muSt examine such 
things privately, or you will never have notice of your money. 

Gold. Oh my money, I cannot contain my self, but if you wi]l assist me, 
I’le endeavour 
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Jaiqes. Ha, is my Master robb’d ? Now I may be fully revenged of our 
dotmnus faftotum for my beating, and crther things. 

[To Gmingham] I am mistaken, or I can give you some light into this 
business. V 

Gddinghdfn. Speake wh t you can say, if you do ngt discover it, I will 
hang^ou. 

James. I do certainly belieVe that Mr. Be/lamour has it. 

Gold. What, he that appear’d So true and faithfull to me ? 

James . The same Sir, I believe ’tis he that has robb’d you. 

Gold. Pray Sir make his Mittimus, Fie hang him if there were no more 
of the race pf all mankind. 

Justice. But why do you believe it Sir ! 

James. Why d I believe it Sir ? 

Juft. 'Yes. 

James. Why, why, why, because I do believe it. 

Juft. But I muSt have some proofs. 

Gold. Did fou see him dig where my money was hidden ? 

James. Oh yes Sir, why should I say so else ? Where did you lay your 
money ? 

Gold. In the Garden. 

James. Ay, there I saw him digging : What was your money in ? 

Gold. In a CheSt. 

James. Why there’s the business now, I saw him have a CheSt, and the 
very same CheSt you mean. 

Jufitce. What manner of CheSt is it ? 

James. What manner of one : ’Sdeath I shall be snap’d ! [Aside. 

Juftife. How is it made ? 

James. Why ’tis made ’fis made very like a kind of CheSt : extra- 

ordinary like a CheSt. 

Jufhce. But how? 

James. Why ’tis a great CheSt. 

Gold. Mine is a little one. Oh my Gold ! 

James. Ay so was this in it self,*but for what it contained it was a great 
one, and was so heavy, that I am sure it made him puffe and blow to carry it. 
Gold. It muSt be the same, mine is very heavy. 

Justice. Hold a ktde, pray what Colour is it of ? 

James. Of what Colour ? 

JuStfCe. Yes. 

James. Why it is of a Colour, a certain Colour, I know not what a 
deus they call it, but really it is a very pretty Colour for a CheSt, that’s 
the truth on’t. 

James. Was it not a red. 

Gold. No, no, mine’s a green one. 
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James. Lord, you are so haSty, a reddish green I was going to say. 

Gold. The same Sir ; pray make his mittimus, and let him be hang’d. 

[Enter Bflkrhour.] 

James. Here he % comes, let him not discover this of me ; perhaps he’l 
confess it. 

Gold. Come you Villain, come near and confess your wickiednesse, 
your abominable a&ion 

Bell. ^JVhat do you mean Sir ? 

Gold. Oh horrid traytor, do you not blush ? 

Bell. Has he heard apy thing of his daughter and me : for what should 
I blush Sir 3 

Gold. Oh impudence, as if he knew not what I meant ; but all your 
villam is discovered : Oh wretch, to come into my house to betray' ipe, 
and abuse my goodness with so infamous an action ! 

Bell. Sir, since you have discover’d me, I’l make no more excuses. 

r [Aside l\ 

James. That I should guess so right when I swear at a venture : I 
told you. Sir, he’d confess. fae Ju face.] 

Justice. He ha’ confess’d m part, but we mush have more yet. J 

Bell. It was my design to tell you of this, but I Stay’d for a happier 
°PP^y’ and I beseech you be not angry till I give my reasons. 

Gold Oh abominable insolence, he would be giving me reasons for 
his infamous theft, like an impudent Thiefe. 

Bell These Titles are none of mine, and you*l find, if you examine it 
that my crime is pardonable. ’ 

bloodl’ ° h dCVl11, P ardonable ’ to take away rny soul, myhfe, my 

Bell. I am in a condition to do your blood no wrong,. and to make 
tull reparation for this pretended injury. 

Oh you overjoy me ' will you make restitution ? 

Bell. Your honour shall be fully satisfyed. 

Gold. Pox on my honour, I don’t talk of my honour. Bift what could 
mate you to such a&ion ? 

Bell Love 

Golding. A pox on your love, admirable love indeed, love, of my broad 
pieces 

T ? 11 J ir ’ jt \ s T not f our Gold that 1 care for, let me but enjoy what 
I have already, and I care for nothing m the world beside. 

Gold. ©h intollerable insolence ' he justifies his theft, and would 
keep what he has Stollen. He diStrads me. Sir, you shall be hang’d 
drawn, and quarter d, before you shall keep the least part of it. 

Just, iso Sir, you muSt not keep what you have got, by your favour 
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Bell. With your favour Sir, but I must ; we have mutually engaged 
our faiths, and are now married, anch nothing but death shall part us. 

Golding. Engaged his faith, and, married to my CheSt ! [Aside.] 

’Tis enough, make his Mittimus, that be may be hang’d, and so be divorced 
from it. ■ 

Just* Here is some mystery : Whefe is this Treasure you have taken ? 

Bell. Here in the house. 

Jufi. Have you not broke it uj? ? 

Bell, broke her up I better words Sir, or I shall forget my^resped 
to you ; I assure you shee’s too honeSt. 

Gold Hoy, my CheSt of mon'ey too honest. [Aside.] 

Bell. Her fair eyes have inspir’d in me a more refined passion. 

Gold. The Faire eyes of my cheSt. [Aside l] 

Bell* x see Sir ’tis in vain to conceale the truth any longer. ’Tis not a 
quarter of an Houre since your Daughter and I were married in Coven garden; 
and without a Portion. 

Gold. Oh devil, is that affront added to my losse 

Bell. Witho t portion, consider that Sir. 

Gold. Make his Mittimus, you shall be hang’d you Villaine, send him 
to the Gatehouse quickly. 

Bell. How, be hang’d ! I assure you, though I Stole your daughter, 
’twas with her own consent. 

Juft. But yo r have confess’d a more capital theft ; or if you had not, 
’tis sworn against you, and I must send you to the Gaol. 

[ Enter Theodora. ] 

Theodora. Gh Heaven ! what do I hear ? Sir, if ever you had any 
affe&ion for me, hear me now ; this Gentleman is a Man of Quality and 
Fortune. 

- Gold. A curse on him, he has rais’d his Fort ne o my ruines, and for 
his Quality ’twill bring him to the .Gallows. 

Theodora. For Heaven’s sake Sir use no e tremity on him, I consented 
to all he did ; if there be a fault committed against you, I am equally 
guilty, and will suffer with him 

Gold. Heaven ! my own Daughter guilty of such an afhon, she shall 
be hang’d, send her to the Gaol immediately ; no less thai^ six thousand 
Broad Pieces at a time. 

Theodora Sir, I understand you not. 

Gold Oh cunning Baggage ! look you Mr. Juflice, she understands 
me not ; I’le have her hang’d, my own Daughter Rob me. 

Theodora. Rob you ' I am amaz’d 

Bell. Sure Sir, you are not compos mentis. 
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Jufhce. I am sorry to find ye guilty of so great a Fellony, I must send 
\e both to the Gaol without Bail -or Mainpnze. 

[Enter Theodore J 

Theodore. Brother, I heard you were m tjus condition, and came to 

rescue you * , , 

Gold. Oh Villain! are you come to heighten my affliction. with the 

sight of you ? 

Theodore. Sir, I come about a littl£ business that concerns you. , 

Gold Business with me ? you insolent Rebel, what can that be. 

Theodore. Sir, the jnoney is right 

Gold What moriey you impertinent Ass ? 

Theodore. The broad pieces that were in the Garden, they are juSt Six 
thousand ; and I’le give you an Acquittance under my Hand fo* tjtem. 
Gold. O Devil, had you them ? 

Theodore. They were’ received by my order, to my own proper use and 
behoof ; I say Received per me Theodore. 

Goldtngbam 1 

Hrtkes at\ O Barbarous insolence, I will cut your Throat. 

Theodore. 

Justice. Nay, good Neighbour keep the peace. 

Gold. I cannot keep the peace, I will not keep the peace, let the peace 
kepp its self ; ’us impossible to keep the peace. 

'justice. By your leave Sir, you muSt keep the peace, and not be Judge 
in vour own case. 

Gold Send him to Gaol then presently. 

Justice Be patient, and I will. 

Theodore. Why would you have the Conscience to hang your Son ? 
Gold Give me my Gold, and Fie spare your life , 

Theodore No Sir, your Gold is in sure hands, ’tis held in Mortmain. 
Gold Then I will hang you Rogue, make his Mittimus 
Theodore. You may please to remember, that there is a' Co l ledge Lease 
of 4 hundred Pounds a year, that you hold only by my # life ; you will 
lose that (if you hang me) besides your broad pieces, of which you shall 
never have one by Heaven. 

Gold. Nay then, I cannot be in a worse condition than I am; make 
hast Sir with his Ahttimus. 

Jufiice. ’Tis a making. 

Theodore Hold Sir , you muSt not make it, I did not Steal the Gold , 
I did b t Seize upon’t for the King’s use 

Gold By Heaven, I owe the King not a farthing, I paid the last assess- 
ment, it went to my heart I am sure; and yet, to say the truth, the 
Assessors have Stretch’d their consciences against the Iving all over 

( 87 ) 



THE MISER 


England, , God bless them : Have you the impudence to say I owe the 
King Money? _ 

Theodore. Assist me Brother. [To Bellamnr.] 

[To Golds] Do you think Sir the King wall let you commit [Softlj.] Treason 
for nothing ? 

Gold y Treason. 

Theodor^. There are Arms and Ammunition in the Vault Sir, if you be 
pleas’d to remember. 

ffe//.rHave a care what you do Sir, Treason will fall heavy upon a 
rich man ; you will be an excellent morsel for a Courtier. 

Gold. Have ye the impudence t© speak of a Plot ye drew me into, ye 
. brace of Traitors and Viliams ? 

Theodore. Sir I know nothing of a Plot, not I, but my Brother and I 
can sw§as we saw Arms and Ammunition put in a Vault ; and we know 
from whom they were Receiv’d, and the consideration too. We shall 
find friends Sir. 

Bell. Sir Release the Gold, and make no more ado ; if it should be 
found out that we know of the Plot, we should be pardon’d, for bringing 
in so rich and Capital an offender ; but you- would find no more mercy, 
than ever you shew’d to one that forfeited a Morgage. 

Gold. A curse on these Viliams, I am caught in my own snare ; the y 
are in the right, I shall be sure to lie hang’d, but if I were sure they were 
to be hang’d with me, it were no matter . But Son, are you m earnest 5 
Will you not give me some of my Gold again ? 

Theodore. Not one piece "by heaven, and pray Sir believe I d<*ql fairly 
with you, that I ask no more ; you know, I have not had a shilling of 
you these dozen years, ’tis time now to gather my Arrears. 

Gold. What will become of me ? I must either lose my money or mv 
life, I know not which is best ; I think I muSt go hang my self, for fear 
of being hang’d. 

Justice. What shall I send him to Gaol ? 

Gold. No, let it alone, I must forgive the Rogue for this time. 

Theodore . Anti do you release me of the money, before all these witnesses ^ 

Gold. Yes, yes, but you cursed Viliam I will be reveng’d on you, I’le 
marry Isabella , get Children, and disinherit you of all the rest of my 
Estate. ; 

Theodore. Now sinee you have ReleaSt me, look in your CheSts m the 
Vault, and. you will find nothing but Lumber. 

Gold. And was it no Plot you drew me mto ? - 

Theodore. No by Heaven, I but pretended it, and your hard usage forced 
me to these extreamities. 

Gold. Oh unheard of Viliam, I will go marry Isabella instantly, and I 
hope you will hang your self. 
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Theodore. Stay Sir, I have one thing more to ask of you. This Lady 
and I are Married ; and beg your' pardon, and your blessing. 

[Enter Isabella .] 

Isabella. Sir I, heg your blessing and your pardon ; Heaven 'would 
have it thus, and I could not help it’* 

Gold ’Sdeath and Hell 1 Married 1 yotl two Married l 

Theodore. ’Tis now too late to perple* yourself. 

Gold % Oh Treacherous Wretches ** Oh this Engine of the Devil, 
Cheatly with her damn’d Countess of Puddle-Dock. 

Theodore Will you give us your blessing Sir ? we kneel for 15. [ They kneel. .] . 

Gold Yes, I will give you my blessing. 

Isabella I shall receive it joyfully. 

Gold May all the curses e’re attended Marriage fall on you. 

Isabella. Oh impious wish. 

Theodore. We are obliged to you Sir. 

Gold. May invincible impotence possess you, raging * Luft her, and 
tormenting jealousie both of ye. 

Justice For shame Neighbour be not so wicked. 

Gold May the perpetual spirit of contention wait on ye, may ye never 
in your lives agree in one thing ; may the name of quiet ne’re be heard 
betwixt ye ; and to compleat all, may ye never be assunder : and so 
Far§wel. [Ex. Gold ] 

JuShce Tie after him, and try if I can mollifie him. 

Theodora Dear Sister, I am infinitely happy in* my Relation to you. 

Bellamour [To himself \ It muft be so Oh heaven ! it is my sifter (though 
I have not seen her these nine years) yet sh t e has so much of h£r former 
Countenance remaining, that I am sure ’t*s she. 

Theodore. Dear Isabella , here is a worthy Gentleman you muft call 
Brother 

Bell I have a neerer Title to her than what you can give me, she’s my 
own Sifter Isabella. 

Theodore. This is wonderful 

Isabella. Indeed I had an Elder Brother beyond Sea, but we (having 
not seen him in rune years, nor heard from him these fifteen Months) 
concluded him dead 

Bell (To h*s great grief) my jounger Brother will find it otherwise 

Isabella But is it possible ! are you my Brother 5 indeed 3*>u have 
some resemblance of my Father, when he was living. 

Bell If* you be Sir William Prunes his Daughter of the North (as I am 
sure you are) I am your Brother ; but thou wert too young when I left 
England, to have any impressions left of me now 

Isabella My dear Brother, I am convinced, this is a Lappv hour, this 
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will reyive my dear Mother, who has kept her Chamber ever since my 
Fathers death. 

Theodore. My dear Brother, now, you are doubly so, but friendship yet 
shall be 'the Strufter tye. 

Theodora. This is a wonderful and trappy union of our f Families. 

BelL To shew you more clearly I am your Brother, (though my Father 
died without a Will) I know it Vas his intention to give you five thousand 
Pounds, which upon my honour /ou shall have. 

Theodore. This is generosity in the highest point ; but I was jrich in 
the possession of my Isabella , beyond the thoughts of Dowry ; but if I 
live to have pay Father’s Estate, filth I’le be even w?th you. 

Isabella. This noble offer confirms me, you are my Brother ; but why 
did you so long conceal your self? 

Bells That my dear Theodora can best tell you. But let us haSte to see 
my afflicted Mother. 

[Enter Constable and Watch , with Squeeze.] 

Constable. They say the Justices Worships here Gentlemen. 

Theodore. The Constable with Squeeze ! pray let’s Stay a moment after 
our Comedy, that ends so pleasantly, in hopes to see a Farse. 

Squeeze. Heaven I what confusion am I in, and besides my bones are 
all loose with the fall last night. 

Theodore. What’s the matter Mr. Constable ? 

Constable. Why Sir, this old Gentleman (not having the fear of God 
before his Eyes) by the malice and instigation of the Devil, did yesternight 
vt & arms, contrary to the Peace of our Sovereign Lord the King, his 
Crown and Djgmty ; commie cmal copulation with one Mrs. Letttce. 

Bell. The Style of an Indttement. 

Theodore. How now Mr. Squeeze, is the snare fallen upon you ? can you 
help a man to three or four hundred Pound at fifty in the hundred, with 
good security ? 

Squeeze. Y<?u are very f merry Sir, ’tis well if you have cause. Oh ! Mrs 
Cheatly what shall I do 5 my reputation is ruin’d, I am undone for ever. 

[Enter Mrs. Cheatly.] 

Cheatlj. Oh Sir, '’there is more aflSidhon for you yet, your Son loSt 
fifty Pofind last night, and Mamed a Wench, one Mrs. Joyce, that was 
kept by Alderman Do-Little. 

Squeeze. Oh Heaven ' all my misfortunes come together ; this added 
ta the other, will diStraft me 

Theodore. This is for your damn’d Brokeage and Use. 

Cheatly. Could you not have brib’d the Constable ? 
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* 1 ; 

Squeeze. He durSt not let me go for fear of the 'bullies ? what shall I do ; 
what shall I do ? 

Cheat ly. I would be loath to put yojx to inconvenience, bti? if you would 
own my Daughter for your wife jt would soon preserve or at IdaSt repair 
your credit. 

Squeeze. She says true. JAside.] 

Cheatly And if you would really mak’e her your wife, you. would be 
fully reveng’d on your Son for his r&sh Marriage 

Sqmesy Ha, that’s true again chre&ly. {Aside.} 

Cheatly If you do it not, the poor Girle will be ruin’d for ever in her 
reputation ; which ^ou know is her Support at present 
Squeeze. She is in the right, there is no way to save my reputation but. 
this ; if my disgrace should be published, no Godly Citizen will trust 
me ; old Men in this Town had as good marry their wenches* for.they 
Stand ’em in more money, and they keep ’em as long as if they were 
their wives. 

[Enter Hazard and Lettice.j 

Hazard. Mr. $$aee%e, hereof your Lady, pray restore her Red Stocking, 
and take your own Black one ; Oh Theodore , thou art gone the way of all 
flesh, I hear thou’t Married. 

Theodore I am Sir, for all your mStrudhons to the contrary 
Hazard. Then thou art a lost Man ; yet faith ’tis as pretty a Girle for 
a fortnight's use, or so, as a Man could wish. 

Bell I find this Bully has the common place wit of all the young Fops 
m tins Town ; in Railing against Marriage. 

Hazard. Now art thou, Theodore, for a year, condemn’d to eat^and drink, 
go to Playes, to Church, and he with thy* own wife mot unreasonable , 
But ’tis but having a little patience, and we shall have you amongst us 
again, as honeSt a sinner as the best of us 

[Enter Rant, Timothy, and Joyce.] 

Tim O Lord, here’s my Father, L am so affraid of him . r 
Rant. Bear up to him, you say you have Two hundred Pound a year 
left by an Aunt, which he can’t touch. 

Tun Ay, I have so. 

Rant. Stand up and own your wife to him , then besides ’twill vex the 
heart of Thtodora to see how you have bob’d her * 

Tim Ay, I think so, (do you understand me ? ) I hope ’twilTbreak her 
heart, de’ see ? * 

Rant* Sir, here’s your Son and his Lady, come to ask your blessing. 
Squeeze. Oh you infinite Rascal I • 

Tim Rascal Sir, I am the Son of a Scrivener, and they.sayd take mightily 
like my Father too 
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Squeeze . Oh Viliam ' marty a Whole, out of my sight. 

Tim. A Whore Sir, I vow to God I scorn your words, do you mark me, 
she’s as Pretty k civil young Lady, ajid I am sure I had her Maiden-Head, 
had I not my dear ? 

Joyce. 'Yes indeed my dear,*the beSt I had for you. [Aside] 

Squeeze. Oh infamous Viliam ! marry a Strumpet ? 

Joyce. Sip, I’d have you kick’d if you were not my Father-in-Law. 

Hazard. Dare to speak one ill vford more of my Cousin, and I’le cut 
your Throat, old Sot. 

Squeeze. I am horrible affraid of this He&or ; but I will be Reveng’d 
of the Rogue pay Son. 

Joyce. Now Madam Lettice I hope you’l own me to be equal at least 
with your Ladyship, Mr. Tm. has made me an honest woman ; tha t’s 
mom thaff you are. 

Rant. Farewel Theodore , thou art no more a man of this world ; Marriage 
alters some men, and makes them forget their friends, as much as Perferment 
does. 

Hazard. But I hope he has more grace- 

Theodore. No more of your senseless Railing agamSt Marriage, ’tis dull 
c and common. 


[Enter Jafiice.] 

JuBtce. There Is no mollifying of your Father, he’s run out in a rage ; he 
has shut himself in his Closset, and will not be spoke to ; ConBable what 
makes you here 5 

Constable. Sir we have brought an old Gentleman here before you, 
upon suspftion of Fornication an please your Worship. 

JuBtce. Whom, Mr. Squeeze .' can a man of your years be guilty of 
Fornication ? 

ConBable. Sir, we took him leaping out of a Window half undress’d, 
and* for haste he had put on a Red Silk-Stocking of the Gentlewomans 
from whom h£ rose. 

JuBtce. Is this true ? 

Squeeze. ’Tis true, I was in bed with this Gentlewoman, but she’s my 
wife ; and I hope that’s no offence. 

JuBtce. Your*wife 

Squeeze. Yes, and before all this company I avow her to b so. 

Tim. Ofie for shame Sir, marry a Strumpet 

Squeeze. Peace you insolent Rascal. 

Theodore. Lettice, I wish thee joy of thy old Rascal. 

Lettice. I thank you Mr Theodore. Now Mrs. Joyce I hope you think 
n<Jt your self my equal • Down on your knees huswife and ask me 
blessing. 
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Joyce. I scorn your words, I shall never endure to call you Mother-in-Law 
while I live. 

Cbeatly. Madam Isabella , I wish you much joy with this Gentleman, and 
he is young enough, and handsom eriough to give you good store on’t. 

Theodore M^s ..Cheatly, to shewlmy gratitude to you, I have a hundred 
pieces ready for you ; and Robin, £ ou I will make my particular care. 

Rohm Sir, to shew that I have taken some care of you, I have provided 
Fiddles for you. 

Theodore. Let ’em enter, wee’l bofrow my Fathers House for a .Dance ; 
for perhaps we shall never come in it again. 

[Enter Fiddles .] 

Robin What say you Mrs Cheatly, shall you and I marry, or continue' 
to love on as we did ? 

Cheatly. I am very indifferent Robin, take thy own choice. 

Robin. Why then as you were 

Cheatly. Content. 

Bell. Strike up, [They Dance.] 

Theodore Now we have done, i must confess I have tr ans gress’d in 
my duty to my Father, which I could not help ; unless I would have 
neglected a greater, which I ought to your Beauty my dear Isabella, and* 
my Love , and I hope 

.My passion will a jusi excuse be thought . 

What it urg’d on by love, can be no fault. 


FINIS. 


( 93 ) 





Epsom Wells 

A 

COMEDY 

Acted at the 

DUKE’S THEATRE 


Written by 

THO. SHAD'WELL : 

Meya\o>9 AVoXicr#a«'€iv afidpTrjjxa ivyeves m 

Licensed, Feb. 17, 167-. U Estrange. 

— — % - - 

LONDON, 

Printed by J.M. for Henry Hernngman, at the Sign of 
the Blew Anchor in the Lower Walk of the Nfeav 
Exchange. MDCLXXIII. 





Source 

T HIS comedy, which paints contemporary life at a fashionable spa, 
seems to % own no dired o hginal for ,its intrigues, rather. lazily 
pursued, as mdeed such fleetujg amours are apt to be engaged in at 
similar resorts, yesterday and to-day, and doubtless to-morrow. 

The cuckoldom of the cits Bisket and*FribbIe might be fairly paralleled 
in Elizabethan comedy and m other Restoration plays, but Shadwell has 
invested* the dissipations of the Wells, high and low, with great spirit and 
verve. Clodpate, as was recognized at the time, is an admirable character, 
drawn with excellent strokes. 

It is doubtful whether the mock marriage of Mrs. Jilt with the footman 
officiating was suggested by the Earl of Oxford’s deception of Rcsolana, 
as related in Grammont’s Memoirs. When at the conclusion of the piece 
Peg pulls off the false beard worn by Woodly’s servant, who is in canon- 
icals, and cries : “ Look you, this is the first Parson I ever ordained,” there 
may be a reminiscence of The Silent Woman , Aft V, Dauphine’s “ I thank 
you good doctor Cutbeard and-parson Otter.” “ Pulls their false beards and 
gowns off ” 

Jonson’s Bartholomew Fair has been mentioned in connexion with these 
scenes, but to me the suggestion is most mapposite. The two pieces are 
widely dissimilar. , 

Ignorance both of Moliere and of Shadwell has prated about borrowings* 
from he medectn malgre lui in Epsom Wells 

Some five and thirty years after Shadwell’s comedy had fallen out of 
the theatrical repertory that arch-wag Sam Foote conveyed Mr. and Mrs. 
Bisket, Mr. and Mrs. Fribble into his rolliokiJig farce The Mayor of Garrat, 
and dubbed them Jerry Sneak, Mrs. Sneak, Brain, and Mrs. Brum. The 
Major of Garrat was produced at the Haymarket in July, 1763, with 
WeSton as Jerry, m which role he made a great hit ; Mrs. Daly as the 
vixenish wife , Davis as Brain , and Mrs. Osborne as Jane Brum. Foote 
himself doubled Major Sturgeon and Matthew Mug. 

It is true Foote’s farce is slight, but ’tis merry, although his j aperies 
are mere milk-and-water to Shadwell’s lusty Stmg’o. 

The gossip of the day said that Shadwell was assisted by Sir Charles 
Sedley m Epsom Weds , and Dryden’s Mac Flecknoe does not forget the 
taunt : 

But let no^alien S-dl-j interpose 

To lard with wit thy hungry Epsom prose. 

Shadwell has defended himself against this imputation with no little zesi, 
and truth to tell Sedley wanted all his wit and more for his ovjn comedies,* 
which are none of the liveliest 
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Theatrical History 

J-'PSOM WELLS, which ranks among Shadwell’s beft comedies, was 
t-J produced at Dorset Garden on»the 2 December, 1672, Charles II 
JL 4 himself being present at the first performance. The King was so 
dehghred with the fun that he again visited the theatre on the 4 December; 
and" on the 27 of that month, during the ChnStmas revels, the play was 
given at Whitehall vlien the Queen also attended. 

Downes in the Roscius Angjicanus records : “ Epsom-Wells , a Comedy 
wrote by Mr. Shadmll Mr. Rains was acted by Mr. Hams , Belvil, by Mr. 
Betterton ; Woodiy, by Mr Smith; Justice Cloapole, Mr Underhill; Carolina, 
Mrs. Johnson , Lucia, Mrs. Gibbs , Mrs Jilt by Mrs. Betterton ; Mr. Nokes, 
Mr Bisket , Mr. Angel Fribble. This Play in general being admirably 
acted produced great profit to the company. 

Note, Mrs Johnson m this comedy, dancing a Jigg so charming well. 
Love’s power in a little time after coerc’d her to dance more charming else 
where ” 

Of Underhill, Cibber says • “ In the coarse, rustic humour of Justice 
Clodpate m £ Epsom Wells ’ he was a delightful brute.” , 

Epiom Wells, a high favourite with royalty — (it was, among othgr 
occasions, seen by Charles II 5 December, 1673, an d 20 February, 1680) — 
remained in the repertory of the theatre, being very frequently acted and 
never failing of loud and generous applause. 

There was a revival of particular importance in 1693 with music by 
Henry Purcell 

Originally the song How pleasant is mutual love (Aft II) was set by Nicholas 
Staggms, and may be found m Playford’s “ Choice Songs and Ayres . . 
Composed by Several Gentlemen of His Majesties Musick. The First 
Book,” 1673 Here also is given. Oh, •how I abhor, the countyvsong (Aft IV), 
set by Robert Smith. Clodpate’s old song Lay by your pleading (Aft II), 
with an anonymous tune is printed in volume V of the 1714 edition of Fills 
to Purge Melancholy ; edition 1720, VI, p. 190 « 

The erroneous statement, which has been loosely repeated, that Purcell 
in 1676 wrdTe music to Epsom Wells, seems due in the first place; to Rim- 
bault, who was misled by finding in the Second Book of Thesaurus Musicus, 
1694, “ A New Song in Epsome-Wells set by Henry Purcell ” This is a two- 
part song “ Leave these useless Arts m loving,” and was written for the 
1693 revival of Epsom Wells, being either an additional number or suhr 
stunted for one of the original songs by Staggms and* Snkth. A tune 
called “ Epsom Wells ” which occurs m seventeenth-century MSS. has 
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no connexion with the play. It is ascribed to Paisablc, and the words are 
by D’Urfey. It is often known as “ The Scotch Law at Epsom.” 

The instrumental music to Epsom Wells has not been traced. 

ii July, 1702, Epsom Wells was given for the benefit of Mrs. Moor, 
when Pinkethman for the second time dehvered his comical epilogue. 

At Drury Lane 18 December, 170 ; Epsom Wells is announced as “ Not 
a&ed 10 years.” Wilks appeared as Woodly , Powell Rams ; Mills Bevil ; 
Johnson Clodpate, a masterly performance ; Bullock Bisket ; Pinkethman 
Fribble, a role in which he excelled ; Pack Cuff ; Mrs. Oldfield Carolina ; 
Mrs. Porter Lucia , Mrs Moor Mrs. Jilt ; Mrs. Saunders Mrs. Bisket * 
'and Mrs. Baker Mrs. Fribble. 

On Wednesday, 15 October, 1714, The Spectator (DX) advertised : “ By 
Her MaieSty’s Company of Comedians. At the Theatre Royal in Drury 
Lane, this present Wednesday, being the 1 5 th of Odober, will be presented 
a Comedy call’d Epsom Wells. The Part of Justice Clodpate by Mr. 
Johnson, Fnble. by Mr. Pinkethman, Brisket [sic] by Mr. Bullock, Sen , 
Kick by Mr. Pack, Cuff by Mr. Burkhead, Bevil by Mr. Mills, Woodly by 
Mr. Bowman, Rams by Mr. Bullock, Jnn., Mrs. Woodly by Mrs. Knight, 
Carolina by Mrs. Bradshaw, Lucia by Mrs. Porter, Mrs. Bisket by Mrs. 
Saunders. By Her Majesty’s Command no Persons are to be admitted 
behind the Scenes.” 

z April, 1715, at Drury Lane, Epsom Wells is played for Pinkethman’s 
benefit. Woodly Wilks ; Bevil Mills ; Fribble Pinkethman ; Bisket 
Norris ; JuStice-Clodpate Johnson ; Mrs. Woodly Mrs. Bicknell ; Caro- 
lina Mrs. Oldfield ; Lucia Mrs. Porter ; Mrs. Bisket Mrs. Margaret 
Saunders. _ Durmg the wmter season at the same theatre the play was 
given on 9 December. 

Shadwell’s comedy, however, began to fall out of the repertory, and it 
had not been seen for several years before Pinke thm an, with whom it was 
u prime favourite, chose it as his benefit at Drury Lane 23 April, 1724. 
He was supported by a Strong company, Wilks, Mills, Johnson, young 
Wilks, Norris^ Harper, Mrs. Thurmond, Mrs. Younger, and Mrs. Heron. 
After Pmkethman’s retirement m 1724 Epsom Wells was but seldom given. 
On 22 July, 1726, it was revived at Lincoln’s Inn Fields. “ Never a&ed 
there ” with Milward as Bevil, Chapman Woodly, Bullock Bisket, and the 
performance was repeated with much applause. Yet it does not appear 
any longer to have kept the Stage. 
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Dramatis Personae. 


Rains, \ 

Bevtl, ' Men of Wit and Pleasure. 

Woodly,) 

Clodpate, A Country Justice, a publick spirited, politick, discontented Fop, 
an immoderate Hater of 'London , and a Lover of the Country 
above measure, a hearty true English Coxcomb. 

Toby, Clodpate’s Man., 

( Two cheatmg, sharkmg, cowardly Bulhes. 

Bisket , A Comfit-maker, a quiet, humble, civil Cuckold, governed by Jus 
Wife, whom he very much fears and loves at the same time, and 
is very proud of. 

Fribble, A Haberdasher, a surly Cuckold, very conceited a*nd proud of his 
Wife, but pretends to gyvem and keep her under. 

Two Country Fellows. 

Foot-boy. 


Mrs. Wood'), Woodly % W'lfe, Jilting, unquiet, troublesom, and very 
Whorish 

Carolina > Two >’ oun S Ladies, of Wit, beauty and Fortune. 

Mrs. Bisket, An impertinent, imperious Strumpet, Wife to Bisket 

Dorothy Fribble, W'lfe to Fribble, an humble, submitting Wife, who Jilts 
her Husband that way, a» very WTiore. 

Mrs Jilt, A silly, affected Whore, that pretends to be in Love with mo ft 
men, and thinks most men in love with her, ‘and is always 
boasting of Love-Letters and mens favours, yet a Pretender 
to Vertue. 

Peg, Her Sifter, Mrs. Woodly’s Maid. . 

Parson, He&ors, Constable and Watch, and Fiddlers. 
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To his GRACE the 


DUKE of O^EW-CASTLE, &c. 

May if please your Grace , 

Y Our Grace has, by so many and extraordinary favours, so entirely 
made me your own, that I cannot but think whatever is mine is so. 
This makes me bold to present you with this Comedy, which the 
Town was extremely kind to, and which, I confess, I am more fond of 
than of any thing I have ever wrote, and therefore think my self obliged to 
dedicate it to your Grace, since whatever I can value most among my small 
Possessions is your due. And though the return be in no measure pro- 
portionable to the obligations I have ffeceived , yet I fiope I shall not be 
thought ungrateful, since I offer the be§t I have to your Grace, who I 
think I may say are the only Mecamas of our Age, I am sure the only one 
that I can boaSt of. 

You are he,, who Still preserves and maintains the Magnificence and 
Grandeur of our ancient Nobility ; and being one that’s truly great in 
Mind as well as Fortune, you take delight in the rewarding and encouraging 
of Art and Wit : And while others detrad from Poetry, or at lead neglect 
it, your Grace not only encourages it by your great Example, but prote&s 
it too. Welbeck is indeed the" only place where the best Poets can find a 
good reception. Your Grace well understanding their noble Science, and 
admiring it, while some Men envy it, and others are grossly ignorant of it , 
and indeed, none but the latter can slightly esteem it, who commonly are 
solid Block-heads, that value Business and Drudgery, which every in- 
dustrious Fool is capable of, before refined Wit and Sence. It is a certain 
sign of a sordid and foolish Age, when Poetry is depressed ; Men, by 
reason of their Folly and loosness of Manners, either not caring to imitate 
the generous jChara&ers represented by it, or fearing the Satyr of it. 

Your Grace is a,bove the imitating of generous Charafters made by 
Poets, b^ing your self an Original which they can but faintly copy ; nor 
are you less for your Greatness, Wisdom and Integrity above their Satyr. 
So that your Grace is fitly qualified in all particulars for the support of 
poor negle&ed Poetry. Your Excellence m the Art is enough to keep up 
the Dignity of it, and your Greatness to encourage and proteft it. And 
accordingly, "your Grace does so magnificently extend your Favours to 
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DEDICATION 

the Poets, that your jgreat Example is enough to attone the negleft of all 
the Nation, and among all whom your Grace has obliged, there is none 
shall be more ready, upon all occasions,, to teSUfie his Gratitude, than. 

My Lord, 

Your Grace’s obedient, 

Jmmble Servant, 

Tho. Shadwell. 
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PROLOGUE 

Written by Sir C. S. 

P Oets and Thieves can scarce be rooted out. 

Scarce ne’re so hardly , they’ll have th’ other bout ; 

Burnt in the hand the Thieves fall to’t agenr 
And Poets hiSt, cry they did so to Ben 
Like Ttys, who have at School too oft been Stnpt, 

They have no feeling m the part that’s whipt. 

They’re for your pity, not your anger, fit. 

They’re e’en such fools, they wou’d be thought t’ have wit. 

Elsewhere you all can flatter, why not here ; 

Ton’ll say you pay, and so may be severe : 

Judge for your selves then Gallants as you pay. 

And lead not each of you his Tench astray • 

Let easie Citts be pleas’d with all they hear. 

Go home and to their Neighbours praise our Ware. 

They with good Stomachs come , and fain wou’d eat. 

You othmg like , and make them loath their meat. 

Though some men af e with Wine, Wit, Beany cloy’d. 

The Creatures Still by others are enjoy’d. 

7l ”°P Mr Plajt that m J or hu Hal f Crmn 

Shoud judge, and rail, and damn for half the Town. 

Tut do your worSt; if once the Pit grows thm. 

Your dear lov’d Masks will hardly venture in. 

Then w’ are reveng’d on you, who needs muSt come 
Hither, fo shun your own duff selves at home 
But you kind Burgers who had never yet. 

Either your Heads or Bellies full of wit : 

Our Poet hopes to please ; but not too well; 

Nor nfou’d he have the angry Cn ticks swell . 

A moderate F te best fits his humble mind. 

Be neither they too sharp, nor you too kind. 
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PROLOGUE to the King and Queen, 
spoken at Whitehall. 

P Oets and Souldters used to various chance , 

Cannot expeB they should each day advance , 

Sometimes their Wreaths they miss, sometimes obtain ; 

But whensoe’re me luckse hit they gdfn, 

'Loudly the triumphs of that day they boaB, 

And ne’re reflect on aU their Battels loB, 

So, Loyal Sir, the Poet of this night , 

Since he contributed to your delight. 

No thoughts of former losses does retain. 

But boaBs that now he has not liv’d in vain : 

His tide of jcy wiU to ambition *sw ell. 

He that would think his whole life managed well. 

Once pleasing him 

T whom all the labours of our lives are due. 

Has now liv’d twice, since he has twice pleas’d you. 

* [If this for him had been by others done, 

[After this honour sure they’d claim their own. 

Yet, to compleat his wishes, does remain * 

This new addition, which he hopes to gain , 

That you, the other glory of our Isle, , 

Would grace his labours with your Loyal smile. 

Though he has faults, yet. Madam, you will save 
The Criminal your Loyal Lord forgave ; 

And that indulgence he will much prefer 
To all th’ applauses of the Theater . 

A common Audience gives but common praise, 

Th’ applause of Princes muB confer the Bays. 

* These two Lines were writ in answer to the calumny of st>me impotent 
and envious*5criblers, and some industrious Enemies o*f mine, who would 
have made the Town and Court believe, though I am sure they themselves 
did not, that I did not write the Play , but at last it was found to be so 
frivolous a piece of malice, it left an impression upon few or none. 
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Epsom Wells 

ACT I SCENE I. 

Enter Mrs Woodly, Bisket, Airs. Bisket, Fribble and his Wife, Kick, 
Cuff, Dorothy and Margaret ; to Toby and others, drinking at the Wells. 

bisk. IT Vow it is a pleasurable Morning ; the Waters ta§t so finely after 
I being fudled last Night. Neighbour Fribble, here’s a Pint to you. 
JL Frzbb. I’ll pledge you, Mr. Bisket, I have drunk, eight already. 
Mrs. Bisk. How 40 the Waters agree with your Ladyship ? 

Mrs. Wood. Oh Sovereignly ; how many Cups are you arriv’d to ? 
Mrs. Bisk. Truly six, and they pass so kindly 
Mrs. Wood. ’Tis a delicious Morning. 

Cuff. Honest Kick, how is it ? you were drunk laSt night ; I was so, 
and was damnably beaten. 

Kitk. I was drunk, Ned Cuff, and was not beaten, but beat ; I am come, 
to wash away my Claret, but you’l scarce wash avjay your black Eye. 

Mrs. Fribb. I am glad to see your Ladyship this Morning, you look so 
fresh and fair ; my service to you. Madam. 

Kick. How the white Aprons scuttle, andltfap, and dance yonder ; some 
of ’em are dancing the Hey. 

Kick. Many a London Strumpet comes to Jump and wash down her 
unlawful Issue, to prevent shame ; but more especially charges. 

Cuff. Others come hither to procure Conception. 

Kick. Ay Pox, that’s not from the? Waters, but something else that 
shall be nameless. 

Cuff I have a great mind to run roaring in amongst ’em all. 

Kick. Thou hadit as good fling thy self among the Lyons in the Tower 
whenthej^ug. fasting. They’ll tear thee in pieces, but wee’ll have a course 
as they are gomg from the Wells. # 

Cuff. Agreed: we seldom use to miss of some land good body to 
supply oiy necessities that way. 

Fribb. Is your Ladyships Coach here ? 

Mrs Wood. It goes before. I’ll follow it on foot for the pleasure ofl 
the walk. 
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Mrs. Bisk. Madam, good Morrow, have your Ladyships Waters pass’d 
well. 

Mrs. Wood. Yes wonderfully, I’l be going. [Exit Mrs. Wood. 

Bisk.- Mr. Kick, and Mr Cuff, good Morrow to you, we shall have you 
at the Bowling-Green in the afternoon. 

Kick. I play on your side 

Bisk. I know it, and 11 lay all I am worth on’t 

Kick. I hope he will, Cuff, th£t we may ruine him. 

Fribb. And I am on my Neighbour Biskef s side all I can rap and rend. 

Cuff. Let’s be sure to bet all we can. I have known a great Bowler, 
whose Betters place was worth above 200 /. a year, without venturing a 
farthing fof himself. 

Kick. They begin to go homewards, let’s be gone. 

Enter Raines and Bevil. 

Bev. Jack, how is’t this Morning ? we are late, the Company is going 
from the Well'b ; how does thy last nights work agree with thee ? 

Raines. Whether that agrees with me or no, I am resolv’d to agree with 
that ; for no distemper can trouble me that comes from so generous a 
Cause, as luSty Burgundy, and good Company. 

Bev. Thou art l’the right, we should no more be troubled at the Feavers 
we get in drinking, than the Honourable wounds we receive in Battle. 

Raines ’TiS true, the first are the effects of our pleasure, and the last of 
our honour , 'which are two things absolutely necessary to the life’' of a 
Gentleman. 

Bev. Yet your dull spleenatick sober Sots will tell you, we shorten our 
lives, aftd bring Gouts, Dropsies, Palsies, and the Devil and all 
upon us. 

Raines. Let ’em lye and preach on, while we live more in a week, than 
those insipid-temperate Fools do in a Year. 

Bev. We like subtle ChymiSts extract and refine our pleasure; while 
they like Fulsom GalemSts take it in gross 

Raines. I confess, a disorder gof by Wine m scurvy Company, would 
trouble a Man as much as a Clap got of a Bawd; but there are some 
women so beautiful, that the pleasure would more than ballance the 
disaster. 

Bev. And as your honeSt Whore-maSter makes haSte to jnxxur£_oiily 
to be ac it again ; so do we take Pills and the Waters to prepare us tor 
another heat. 

Raines. For my part I hate to hoord up a great Stock of healthy as Misers 
do Gold, and make no use on’t : I am resolv’d to lay it out upon my 
'Friends as f^r as’ twill go , and if I run my self out, I’ll be a good Husband 
for a while to lay it out again when I have it. 

( xo8 ) 



— — — — — — -r- / 

EPSOM-WELLS 

— § 

Bev. But, Jack, there are duties to our she, as well as he-neighbours, 
which the Dull, Grave, and Wise say, is lighting our Candle at both ends. 

Raines Let ’em be light at both ends. Is it not better to’ let Life go 
out in a blaze than a snuff? » 

Bev. I see thoif art a brave fellow, and not to be mov’d by the formal 
Fops of this World. 

Raines. I will converse with grave fellows in their Books ; but with 
such as thou art over a bottle, Ned. Bftt whefe’s WoodJy this morning ? 
I warrant; he was drunk last night, and lias had a tedious Lefture from his 
Impertinent Wife ; who impudently rails at him, as she says, because she 
loves him. , 

Bev. He’s an honest fellow, and ventures hard when he drnfks with us ; 
for to say truth, she’s a damn’d Wife, but a very good JVhStress. 

Raines. Art not thou a Villain to Cuckold this honeSt fellow, a’hd thy 
friend Ned? 

Bev. Gad it’s impossible to be a man of honour in these Cafes. But my 
intrigue with her began before my Friendship with him, and so I made 
a friend of my Cuckold, and not a Qickold of my friend. 

Raines An admirable School distinction. 

Enter Woodly. 

Wood. Raines and Bevtl, good Morrow to you 

Raines. O Franck Woodly , where wer’t thou last night 5 ’you scap’d a 
bloody night on’t. # 

Wood. Faith Raines there is no scaping, a Coward may be kill’d as well 
as a brave man ; I ran away from you but to little purpose. See how my 
hand shakes this Morning. 

Raines. O let me kiss that hand , he muSt*be an illustrious Man whose 
hand shakes at zz. 

Wood. You are pleas’d to say so, but faidi I take pains and live as fast 
as I can, that’s the truth on’t. 

Bev. Thou art in the right, and a Pox on them that live slowly, lazily, 
and soberly. I love riding PoSt in a Journey, I hats a damn’d dull Cam erg 
pace 

Wood. But I was in damn’d Company with that Publick spirited Fool, 
and Country Justice, Mr. Clodpate, and one or two as bad. 

a-. «Siii5-aart often seduc’d by Fools, Franck ; have a care of ’em I say, 
have a care of ’em. 

Raines. He Counsels you. well ; for conversation is to the mind, as the 
air we live in is to the body ; in the good we by degrees suck in health, 
and in the ill Diseases. Wit is improv’d in good Company ; but there is 
Contagion in Folly, that insensibly insinuates into one that oftgn converses* 
with Fools, let his constitution of mind be never so good! 
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Bev. But Clodpate is a Clownish-Country Fool. • The Murrain among 
Cattle is not mfedhous to men, nor can his blunt folly ever insinuate it self 
into an honeft debauchee. 

E ter Clodpate, and Toby. 

Raines. Here he comes, let’s obs rve him a little. 

Clodp. Did you call upon thy Cozen Spatter-Bram for that Interest money 
due to me this Midsummer ? 

Toby*. I have. Sir, every day since he came to Epsom, and ye terday he 
said upon his Honour he would pay me, and went immediately to London. 

Clodp. Honour, a Pox on his* Honour, I’l soon r trust the honour of a 
Country Horse-Courser, than one of the Publicans and Sinners of that 
odious Town They never pay so much as a Taylors Bill till it comes to 
-Execution : But FI have Spatter-Bram by the back the next Tearm, though 
he be my Sifters Son. But how does my dapple Mare ? 

Toby. She’s much discontented to hear her Neighbours Whiney over 
their Oats and Beans, while she is fain to mortify with a poor lock of Hay. 

Clodp. You Rogue, you wou’d have her as fat, nd as foggy, as my 
Landlady the Hoftess. I care not what I spend amongft my Neighbours in 
Sussex , but I’d not have a Rogue so near that damn’d Town of London get 
a farthing by me. 

Wood. Besides some dull Encomiums upon a Country life, and discourse 
of his serving the Nation with his Magiftracy, popularity, and House- 
keeping, you see the beft and worft of him. 

Bev. But is his hatred to London so inveterate as is reported ? 

Wood. Six times more. Since ’twas burnt he calls it nothing but 
Sodom f he is such a Villaip^he swears the Frenchman that was hang’d 
for burning on’t was a Martyr ; he was so glad at the burning of it, that 
ever since he has kept the second of September a Festival ; he thinks a 
Woman cannot be honeft, scarce sound that comes within the smell on’t, 
he is shock’d at the very name on’t. 

Bev. I have heard that the reasons of his hatred, are, because he has been 
beaten, clapC and cheated there. 

Rams. Pox on him, he has found us, and there’s no avoiding him. 

Clodp. O Mr. Woodly, how is it ? You drink no Waters ; but have you 
had your other Mornings draught yet. 

Wood. Yes, I never leave off my Evenings draught till iHswsss^ny 
Mornings draught. 

Clodp. Mr. Rains and Bevill, gad save ye ; .how de’e like the Country ? 
is’t not worth a hundred of old Sodom yonder ? good Horses, good Dogs, 
good Ale, hah 

Rams. Gpod Wine, good Wit, and fine Women, may I take it, compare 
with them. 
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Clodp. I find you’l never leave that place of sin and sea-coal, give me 
drink for all that, that breeds no Gout ; a wholsome plain Wench, that will 
neither bring my body to the Surgeons hands, nor my tand to the 
Scriveners : and for Wit, there is such a Stir amongst you, who ha§ it, and 
who has it not,*hat we honest Country Gentlemen begin to think there’s 
no such thing, and have hearty Mirt^. and good old Catches mongSt us, 
that do the business every whit as well. 

Rams. He’s in the right. The Wits are as bad as the Divines, and have 
made such Civil Wars, that the little Nation is almost undone. 

Clodp? But Mr. Woodly , how do you like my Dapple Mare ? 

Wood. Not comparable to a Hackney, Coach. 

Clodp. But she shall run with e’re a Hackney Co ch in Engla d for all 
that, or e’re a Horse in your Stable, weight him and inch him. 

Wood. I would not keep a running horse, though* a running horse, 
would half keep me. 

Bev. We are for London to morrow ; shall we have your company ? 

Clodp. Ud’s bud, I go to London 1 I am almost sick at Epsom , when the 
wind fits to bring apy of the Smoak this way, and by my good will would 
not talk with a man that comes from thence till he hath ayr’d himself a 
day or two. 

Wood. Why, there’s no Plague. 

Clodp. There’s Pride, Popery, Folly, LuSt, Prodigality, Cheating Knaves, 
and Jilting Whores ; Wine of half a crown a quart, and ’Ale of twelve 
pence, and what not. 

Rams. This is a terrible regiment you have muster’d ; 'but neither the 
PneSts nor the Women will ravish you ; nor are you forc’d to take the 
Wine, as the French are their Salt, there are twelve penny Ordinaries. 

Clodp. Ay, and Cards and false Dice, and Quarrels, He&ors and reform’d 
Officers to borrow a Crown, and beat a man that refuses it, or asks for’t 
again , besides, I’le sum you up the beastly pleasures of the best of ye. 

Wood. What are those ? 

Clodp Why, to sit up drunk till three a clock in the morning, rise at 
twelve, follow damn’d French Fashions, get dress’d to go to damn’d Play 
choak your selves afterwards with duSt in Hide-park, or with Sea-coal 
in the Town, flatter and fawn in the drawing-room, keep your Wench 
and turn away your Wife, Gad-ooks. ’ 

Bep. T^ R ogue is a tart and witty whorson. 

Clodp. 1 was at Sodom at eighteen, I thank’ em, but now I s rve my 
Country, and spend upon my Tenants what I get amongst them. 

Rams. *And so, indeed, are no better than their Sponge, which they 
moisten only to squeeze again. But what important Service do you do 
your Country ? 1 

Clodp. ’SBud, I why, I am Justice of Quorum in Sussex, and this 
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County too, and I make the Surveyors mend the High-ways ; I cause 
Rogues to be whipt for breaking fences or pilling trees, especially if they 
be my own 1 ;' I swear Constables, and the like. 

Bev. But is this all ? 

Clodp. No : I call Over-seers for the Poor to an account ; sign Rates ; 
am a Game-keeper, and take away Guns and Grey-hounds ; bind Fellows 
to the peace; observe my monthly Meeting; am now and then an 
Arbitrator, and license Ale-houses, and make people bury in Flannel, to 
encourage the Woollen Manufacture, which never a Justice of Peace in 
England ‘dots but I. 

Wood. Look you, what would you have ? 

Clodp. Besides, I am drunk once a week at my Lord Lieutenant’s, and 
at my own house spend not scurvy French kick-shaws, but much Ale, and 
•Reef, and Mutton, the Manufactures of the Country. 

Bev. The Manufactures of the Country, that’s well. 

Rams. Ay, and, I warrant, by the virtue of that, can bring as many wide- 
mouth’d Rogues to Ball and holloa for a Knight of the shire as any Man. 

Clodp. Ay, gads-ooks can I. 

Rams. That men should be such infinite Coxcombs to live scurvily to 
get reputation among thick-scull’d Peasants, and be at as great a distance 
with men of wit and sense, as if they were another sort of Animals. 

Bev. ’Tis fit such Fools should govern and do the drudgery of the world, 
while reasonable men enjoy it. 

Clodp. Mr. Woodlj,Y\t go now and wait upon your Cousin Lucia, -md if I 
can get her to marry me,^nd fill up my pack of dogs, my two great works 
are over in this world. God-by, Gentlemen. Uds-bud, I had forgot, 
I have the rarest Stand of Ale to drink out in the Afternoon, with three or 
four honeSt Country-fellows ;~ you shall be very welcom to it I fack, and 
we’l duSt it away. 

Bev. We thank you, Sir. 

Clodp. I am now in haSte to read a Gazette, this is the day, I am impatient 
till I see it Oh, I love Gazettes extreamly, and they are the only 
things I can endure that come from" London. They are such pretty penn’d 
things, and I do so love to hear of Wtnowisky, Potosky, General Wrangle, and 
Count Lot, and all those brave Fellows Gad save ye. Exit. 

[dwe Women cross the Stage m great haste. 

Rams . Look how the women begin to trip it from the Wells_^J^seesonie 
of em well dress’d in Masques ; Oh that admirable Invention of "Vizor- 
masques for us poor Lovers ; Vizors are so provocative, the Devil take me, 
I cannot forbear ’em. 

- Bev. Thou art such a Termagant Fellow, thou art as eager at a Woman 
m a Vizor-masque, as thou wouldSt be if she show’d all. [Exit Rains. 
’Faith .I’ll not be behind hand with ye 
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^nter Mrs. Woodly, and fulls Bevil by the sleeve. 

How now, what am I boarded first ? 

Oh Mrs. Woodly, is it you ? 

Mrs. Wood. I £are not Stay a minute, read that Note, adieu. [Exit. 

Bev. Short and svteet, let me see 

Reads. My Husband Staid up late , and was very, drunk laft night , and I have had 

a happy quarrel with him this morning, that has driven him Jrom home, where I 

shall have the happiness not to see him till night, so that I safely may enjoy your 

sweet society moSt part of this day. Yours Wopdly. 

Well the sin’s so sweet, and the temptation so Strong, I have no power to 
resist it. (Ex. Bevil. 

Enter Carolina and Lucia, and Footman 

Caro. Let the Coach walk up the Hill, we’ll follow it. 

Foot. It shall. Madam. . [Ex. Footman. 

Caro. But as I was saying, Lucia , here’s very scurvy company. 

Luc. We have no body near us here, but some impertinent ill-bred 
City-wives, where they have more tiding with the youth of the Suburbs, 
than their Husbands with their Customers within the walls. 

Caro. Sometimes we have their tame Husbands, who gallop hither upon 
their Tits, to see their faithful Wives play a game at Ninepins, and be drunk 
with Stum’d wine; and Strait are gone to their several and respe&ive 
couzenmg vocations. Therefore, prithee, let’s go to Tunbridge ; for London 
is so ’empty, ’tis a very Wilderness this Vacation. 

Luc. No, ’faith, Carolina , I have a project in my head shall Stay me here 
a little longer, and thee too 

Caro. What, you hanker after an acquaintance with Rains arid Bevil? 
thou art a mad wench, but they are so very wild. 

Luc. An they be naturally wilder than I, or you either for all your 
simpering. I’ll be condemn’d to Fools and ill company for ever. 

Caro. Do not wish that dreadful curse ; we are already so much pester’d 
with gay Fools, that have no more sense than our Shock-dogs, that I long 
for an acquaintance with witty men as well as thou dost. Bift how can we 
bring it about without scandal ? 

Luc. Let this brain of mine alone for that. I blush for my Sex, to see 
the Ladies of London (as if they had forsworn common sense) fnake insipid 
young, F/aoiMheir greatest Favourites. 

Caro. ’Tis a shame that a company of young, wall-fac’d Fellows, that 
have no sense beyond Pe^ruques and Pantaloons, should be the only 
men with* the Ladies, whilst the acquaintance of witty men is thought 
scandalous. 

Luc. For my part, I am resolv’d to redeem the honour of qur Sex, and 
love Wit, and never think a Fool a fine Gentleman. 
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writer Cuff and Kick. 

What' Ruffins are these that come to interrupt us in our great design? 
Kick. Ah, Ladies, have we catch’d ye l’faith ; you shall go along with us. 

Care. "What pitiful fellows are these ? 

Cuff. Pitiful fellows. Gad have a care what you say, we do not use to 
put up such words, either from man- or woman. 

Luc. What would you do you dowty He&ors ? 

Kick. He&ors ? upon my honour, if we can find them out, we’ll beat 
your Gallants for this. 

Caro. If I had a Gallant that kept a Footman, that would not beat either 
of you, I’d disown the Master for the cowardise of the man. 

Cuff. S’death, I could find in my heart to draw upon her. 

Kick. Would you had two of the bravest Fellows in Christendom to 
defend ye, you shou’d see how wee’d swinge ’em. 

Luc. Avaunt, you He&ors, we are not fit for you. I am sure, neither of 
you yet were ever honoured with a favour from a Chamber-maid. 

Caro. Your’ acquaintance never rises higher than a Landress or an 
Hostess. 

Cuff. Be not perverse and foolish, we are persons of quality, and have 
money. Look ye, let this tempt you. 

Kick. Come faith, we’ll pay you well upon my honour. 

Caro. Upon my honour you shall be well paid with a couple of sufficient 
beatings, if you leave us not. 

Cuff. Hilts and blades, men of honour beaten, ye proud Flirts. 

Enter Rains and Bevil following some Women who run cross the Stage. 

Luc. Gentlemen, ye look like men of quality ; pray owne us to be of 
your acquaintance, and protefi? us from a couple of troublesome Ruffians. 

Rams. Owne thee ! mat I will faith in any ground in Christendom, and 
I hope thou wilt be of my acquaintance before we part. I embrace the 
adventure as greedily as a Knight errand could. 

Rev. to Caro. This is the Dame that I’ll defend. 

Rams. Gentlemen, have yo any business with these Ladies ? 

Kick. Why, Sir, what if we have ? 

Cuff. May be we have not. Sir, may be we have. 

Rev. Nay,' 'Gentlemen, no huffing, know you’re men and vanish. 

Rams. You may else, unawares, pull down a beating upoajgaJtf V WQ 
heads.* 

Kick. Beating, Sir. 

Cuff. We are Gentlemen of quality ; never tell us of this,- and that, 
I gad 

Rams. D_o not provoke us, but be gone. 

Kick. Well, sir, fare ye well ; who cares ? I care no more for ’em. 
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Cuff. No, nor I neither. What a pox care I ; tell me fare ye well. 

But who the Devil thought they wou’d have come hither ? 

Kick. Pox on ’em for me. 

Luc. softlj. Tljese are our Gallants : Gentlemen, let’s see how you will 
swinge ’em 

Kick. ’Pshaw, prethee hold thy tongue, talk to me fa, la, la. . 

[Ex. Kick, and Cuff Singing. 

Luc. This is lucky, Carolina, for our* design.. Gentlemen, you have 
oblig'd us extreamly. 

R aim. 'We are like Knights Errands, or Knights of the Bath', bound 
to relieve Ladies by our Order. 

Bev. But if we have oblig'd you ; pray let us see whom we Have had the 
honour of obliging. 

Caro. Generous men should be content with the A&ion, without-— 
knowing whom they have oblig’d. But let it satisfie you, we are women 
of no small quality. 

Luc. This desire of knowing us, looks as if ye expected a reward ; the 
seeing of our faces would be none ; # and upon my word. Gentlemen, we 
can go no farther if we would do that 

Caro. Besides, you may think us handsom now, and if we shew our 
faces, we shall convince ybu to the contrary, and make you repent the 
obligation 

Bev. I like thy shape and humour so well, that gad if thou’lt satisfie my 
Curiosity ; I’ll not repent, though you want that great ornajnent of a face,* 
called a Nose. 

Rams. I am sure mine’s handsom ; I have an mStinffc that never fails me. 

Luc. Your infallable instinct has guess’d wrong now. 

Bev. Come, Ladies, faith off with these Clouds and shine upon us. 

Rains. We can never leave you till we see your faces ; and if ye don’t 
shew ’em us, we shall think you desire to keep us with ye. 

Luc. Nay, rather than have that scandal upon us, we’ll shew/em. 

Caro. With all my heart, but upon these terms ; you shall promise, 
upon your honour, not to dog us, or inquire further’after us & this time. 

Luc. You hear the conditions. 

Bev. The conditions are very hard — but I promise 

Rams. Come, Ladies, I find you are handsom, and think yoilr selves so ; 
or y^’ J iMW 1 ^ not be afraid of our dogging you, when we have seen 
you. 

Luc. No seeing our Faces.but upon these terms. 

Rams. You are cruel Tigers but since there’s no remedy, I 

promise 

Luc. Look you. Sir, do you like it now ? 

Caro. You’l believe us another time. 
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Bev. By Heaven a Divine Creature ' 

Ram. Beyond all comparison > where have I liv’d ? 

Bev. Gad'mine has kill’d me. Since they were so much, too hard for us 
at Blunts ; we were fools to go to sharps with them. 

Rains. I will never believe a Ladies word of her self a^ain. 

Rug. Come you flatter now. 

Rams. To shew that I* don’t, I cannot help making my honour yield 
to my love ; and must beg the favour of you to know who you are ; and 
that I may wait on you home. 

Bev. And, Madam, had I sworn by your self, I must have been perjur’d, 
the temptation is so powerful. 

Caro. HaVe you seen so much Love and Honour upon the Stage, and 
are so little Judges of it here ? 

Ruf. In short, if you ate men of Honour, you’ll keep your words ; for 
we will never release you of ’em. 

Bev. Shall we have hopes of seeing you hereafter ? 

Caro . As you behave your selves now. 

Rams. Give me hopes of once mqre seeing you and I’ll truSt you, 
and let you carry my heart away with you. 

Rue. You shall hear further from us, and suddenly. 

Rams. Upon your Honour ? 

Rue. Upon my Honour. 

Caro. And mine. 

Bev. Farewejthen; but let me tell you, ’tis very cruel. 

Car. "Why didst leave^’em so soon ? I could have Stayed longer, with all 
my heart. 

Rue. '’Tis enough at first let me alone hereafter. 

[Ex. Luc. and Caro. 

Rams. This was a lucky Adventure, and so much the more lucky, that 
I lighted upon the Lady I love best, though they are both beautiful. 

Bev. And I am even with you in that too. 

Enter Woodly. 

Here’s Woodly ; the Intrigue is not ripe for his knowledge yet. Where 
have you been, Eranck ? 

Wood. I have had two damn’d unlucky Adventures. The first Vizor- 
masque I pursu’d after, I had followed her a Furlong, and impntmnM her 
to snow her Face ; when I thought I had got a Prize beyond my hopes, 
prov’d an old Lady of threescore with a wrinkl’d, pimpl’d Face, but one 
Eye, and no Teeth ; but which was ten times a worse disappointment, 
jthe next that I follow’d prov’d to be my own Wife. 

Rams. This was for your good, Eranck ; Heaven designs to keep you 
vertuous. 
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Wood. But I like not Vertue that springs from necessity. Mine is so 
noble. I’d have it try’d often. 

Rams. Well,* , Gentlemen, where shall we waste the latter part of the 
day ? for I muS' spend this former part on’t with a convenient «ort of 
Utensil, call’d a Citizen’s Wife. 

Wood. I must divert that design, nd carry you to my Cousin whom 
you never saw, the prettiest Girl in Christendom, she has seen you, and likes 
you extreamly. 

Rams. JPrethee, Woodly , what should I do with her ? I love thee and 
thy Family too well to lye with her, and my self too well to marry her ; 
and I think a Man has po excuse for himself that visits a Woman without 
design of lying with her one way or other. 

Wood. Why, Jack, eight thousand pound and a handsom Wench of 
seventeen were no ill bargain. 

Rams. But here’s eight thousand pound, there’s Liberty, Franck. 
Would you be content to lye in Ludgate all your life time for eight thousand 
pound ? 

Wood. No, certainly. 

Rains. Marriage is the worst of Prisons. 

Rev. But by your leave, # Rams, though Marriage be a Prison, yet you 
may make the Rules as large as those of the Kmgjs-Bencb, that extend to 
the East Indies. 

Rams. O hang it. No more of that Ecclesiastical Mouse-Trap. 

Wood. Prethee, speak more reverently of the happiest Condition of Life.* 

Rams. A married man is not to be believ’d.* You are like the Fox 
in the Fable that had lost his Tail, and would have persuaded all others 
to lose theirs ; you are one of the Parsons pgcoy Ducks, to whea’dle poor 
innocent Fowls into the Net. 

Wood. Why shouldSt thou think so ill of my Wife to think I am not in 
earnest? 

Rams. No application, Franck, I think thy Wife as good a. Woman gs 
a Wife can be. 

Wood. She loves me extremely, is tolerable handsom, and, I am sure, 
vertuous. 

Rams. That thou know’St, Ned Revil. % [Aside. 

Wood. ’Tis true, she values her self a little too much upon her Vertue, 
which makes her sometimes a little troublesom and impertinent. 

Rains. I never knew a Woman that pretended over-much to Vertue, 
that either had it, or was not troublesom and impertinent. 

Enter Bisket. 

Rams. Mr. Bisket, good morrow to you. 

Bisk. Your humble Servant, Sir. 
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Bev. This is Rams his most obsequious humble Cuckold, his Wife is a 
pretty impertinent Strumpet, and scorns to have any other Pimp but her 
own Husband, who all the while thinks her the mnocenteg* Creature. 

Wood. A glorious Punk 1 but what a despicable thing a Cuckold is ; 
they look as if they had the mark of Cain upon ’em. i would not be a 
Cuckold for the World. 

Bev. How blind a thing a Husband is ! [Aside. 

Bisk. Now, as I am an honeSff man, and I would I might ne’re Stir, if I 
have not had such a life about you with my pretty Molly, I woulcj not have 
her so angry again for fifty pound, Cod-smggs. 

Rams. About me, what’s the matter, man ? 

_ Bisk. Why I promis’d to bring you to her last night, and got a little 
tipsy’d, as they say, and forgot it. She says you play the beSt at Cnbach of 
any body, and she loves gaming mightily, and is as true a Gamester, though 
I say it. 

Rains. I know it, Man. 

_ Bisk. Besides, she would fain learn that new Song of you ; she says 
tis a rare one. 

Sings. Thou shalt have any thing, thou shalt have me. 

And I have one thing that mil please thee. 

Tis such a pretty little innocent Rogue, and has such odd Fancies with 
her, ha, ha, ha 

Wood. Lord r what a Strange Creature a Cuckold is ! [Aside. 

Bisk. But I swear, all r that I could do to her could not please her this 
morning. I fackings no body can satisfie her but you ; therefore as you 
tender tne qpiet ana wellfarp of a poor humble Husband, come and play 
at Cnbach with her to day ; for she loves Cribach most intemperately. 
I do wonder that a Woman should love Gaming so. 

Rams. Faith I am half ingag’d. 

. Bisk. For Heavens sake, as you love me do not deny me. I shall 
have no quiet with her ; besides, some Cheapside Neighbours of min e are 
to have a Game at Bowls, and a merry meeting this Afternoon, and she 
wishes the Waters may ne’re go through her, if she’ll give me leave to go 
to ’em, unless I bring you to her to keep her Company, and sing and play 
at Cards with her, therefore, dear Mr. Rains. 

Wood. This is beyond all Example. 

Rants. Well, there is not in Nature so tame and inoffensive a BeaSt 
s a London Cuckold, I’le say that for him. [Aside. 

Wood. Prethee, Jack, do not refuse to go to my Cousin for a little 
Strumpet. 

Rams. I Talipot be so inhumane to refuse a Husband that invites me 
to his own Wife Allons, Mr. Bisket. 

(« ) 


EPSOM-WELLS 


Bisk Come, good Sir, I thank you for this favour a thousand times ; 
my Wife •will be in a vety good humour to day, Sir. 

Rams. Go lx?fore, He follow you, and carry her this Kiss "from me. 

Buk I thank --you, Sir, Fie carry it her,* poor Rogue, she’ll be overjoy’d ; 
but pray don’t Stay long. [Exit Risket. 

Enter a Boy with a Fetter. 

Boy. Are Mr. Rains and Mr. Bevil here ? 

Bev. Yes, we two are they. 

Boy. Here’s a Letter for you. 

Wood. How now. Gentlemen, what au Assignation to both of you ! 

Rams. Upon my life, Ned, ’tis from the Ladies. 

Reads. You two have injur’d a couple of Gentlemen that mil expect ygu with 
your Swords in your hands , at eleven, in a Field on the North-side 
of the Church. If you fail, you shall not fail of being potted. 
’Till you meet us, you shall not know our names , but know that 
we are worth the meeting, &c. 

Bev. This is a business of another nature. Rains. 

Rains. We must to Tilts and Tumaments, Ned, sure they are the Bullies 
we saw juSt now. 

Bev. From whom did you bring this. Boy ? 

Boy From a couple of Gentlemen in Buff Belts, Red Coats, and Shammey 
Breeches. 

Rams. ’Tis from them ; sure they’l not fight. 

Bev. But we must try whether they will or no : tell ’em we’ll not fail. 

Boy I shall. Sir. Exit Boy. 

Rams. I have a business of another natdre to dispatch, Ned; I’ll meet 
you before eleven at your lodging. 

Bev. I have juSt such another business too ; but I’ll not fail to meet 
you But how can you relish Mrs. Btsket after the Lady you saw this 

Morning ? 

Rams. I am not sure of her I saw this morning ;* besides,«if I were, is it 
reasonable that a man that has a good Stomack should refuse Mutton to day, 
because he experts Quails to morrow 5 but how can you in conscience 
think of Concupiscence, when for ought you know, we may venture our 
lives within two hours ? 

Bev. Since, for ought I know, my life may be in danger. I’ll make use 
on’t while it is not. 

Rams. Adieu, Woodly, let’s meet on the Bowling green in the afternoon. 

[Ex. Ram$. 

Wood. You are happy men. Gentlemen, but I am going to visit one* 
that I love more than my eyes, and would give both of tHem to enjoy. 
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Bev. Aside. That’s not his own Wife ; I shall be safe enough there. 
I have an engagement too, and mu$t leave you. 

Wood. Adieu, we’ll meet about five. 

Bev. Agreed; Ex. Bevil. 

Wopi. Now for my deay Carolina. 

Thus all the world by several ways foes move, 

But all the Mighty business -ends in love. Exit. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 

Enter Clodpate, Lucia, and Carolina. 

Luc. T ARethee Stay with me, that I may be no longer pester’d with this 
I— ^ Country Coxcomb. 

X Caro. Would’St thou have me so barbarous to interrupt Lovers. 

Luc. He a Lover ! yes, of a clear Title in his next Purchace, his Dapple 
Mare, a dear year of Com, or so. 

Caro. Come, he has as violent a substantial country passion for you, 
as one would wish ; and I will leave you to him. 

Luc. You mischievous creature. I’ll be reveng’d on you. 

[Exit Carolina. 

Chip. If my propositions be not reasonable, I’ll ne’r pretend to serve 
my Country more. 

Luc. A pretty Country to be serv’d by such fellows. Aside. 

Clodp. In that noble Brick-house, moted round with Turrets and fine 
things, that I now spoke of, in the best hunting Country in Europe, with a 
thousand pounds a year will I joynture you. 

Luc. ’Tis'not profit, but honour I respeft ; and I have vow’d never to 
Marry one that cannot 'make me a Lady, and you are no Knight. 

Clodp. A Knight, no I thank you ; why I have known a Fishmonger 
Knighted : Knighthood’s a pretty bawble for a fellow to play with that 
is no Gentleman. But what needs he that is a Gentleman desire to be 

ore ? 

Luc. But, methinks, the name of Clodpate does not sound well without 
a title. 

Clodp. I thank you heartily ; my name is now Hugh Clodpate ; and I 
should give two or three hundred pounds to add three letters to it. Sir Hugh 
Clodpate : no, no, I can’t make so much on’t again. 

Luc, Oh, a Knight is such a thing ! 
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Clodp. Sufla a thing ! has he mote hands or le^fs, or more brains than 
another man'? 

Luc. But if" I could be content without being a Lady, I hawe vow’d to 
spend all my li±e in London. 

Clodp. Pox on her; live in London did sl^e say? [Aside. 

Death, have you vow’d to live in Lpndon say you ? 

Luc. Yes, is that so wonderful? why people do really live no' where 
else ; they breath, and move, and have land of insipid, dull being , but 
there is no life but in London. 

Clodpl London ! that sink of Sin. 

Luc. I believe there is no Village butjsins as much, in proportion to the 
bigness , only your Cduntry sins are something the more block-headed sms. 

Clodp. Madam, give me leave to ask you one question. 

Luc. You may. 

Clodp. Do you resolve to live honest ? 

Luc. ’Tis a familiar question ; you had need ask my leave first. 

Clodp. Why you may as reasonably exped to preserve your Health in a 
PeSt-house, as youi; Chastity in that damn’d lascivious Town. 

Luc. You are rude. Sir. 

Clodp. Come, Madam, plain-dealing is a Jewel. But can you prefer an 
idle, scandalous London-h fie before a pretty, innocent, huswifely-life in the 
Country, to look to your Family and visit your Neighbours. 

Luc. To see my Ducks and Geese fed, and cram my ow Chickens. 

Clodp. Ay. # 

Luc. To have my Closet Stink, like a Potheca{ies shop,* with Drugs and 
Medicines, to administer to my sick Neighbours, and spoil the next Quack’s 
praftice with the receipt-book that belongs to the Family. 

Clodp. Very well. 

Luc. And then to have one approved Green-salve, and dress sore Legs 
with it ; and all this to deserve the name of as good a neighbourly body as 
ever came into Sussex. 

Clodp. Very good. 

Luc. Never to hear a Fiddle, but sttch as sounds worse than the Tongs 
and Key, or a Gridiron ; never to read better Poetry than John Hopkins or 
Robert Wisdom’s vile Metre ; nor hear better singing than a company of 
Peasants praising God with doleful, untunable, hoarse voice?, that are only 
fit to be heard under the Gallows. 

Clodp. However you make bold with the Country, be not prophane. 
Is not this better than any thing in that Stinking Town ? 

Luc. Stinking Town ! I had rather be Countess of Ruddle-Dock , than 
Queen of Sussex. 

Clodp. Oh foh but ah, the excellent fresh air upon the Downs. • 

Luc. So there’s fresh air in a Wilderness, if one could b’e contented with 
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Bears and Wolves for ner companions. But, sir, in short, Lam resolv’d 
to live at London, and at or very near the Court too. 

Clodp. ’sBfeath the Court ' I shall not only be Cuckold^!, but lose all 
my Country interest ; Madam, I b'eg your pardon, I shall . . ake my leave ; 
I am npt cut out for a Londoner or a Courtier ; fare you -well, good Madam, 
though I like your Person pretty well, I like not your Conditions , I’d not 
marry a London Cherubin. 

Luc. Farewel, Sir ; but I’le not be wholly ungrateful for the Address you 
have honoured me with : know then my Friend Carolina is the most averse 
to London, and most infatuated with the Love of the Country. 

Clodp. Uds bud, infatuated ; pray change that word if you please. 

Luc. You know my meaning by it : she and I are parting, because she 
will not with patience hear of returning to London ; she calls it nothing but 
vain, obscene, wicked, filthy. Popish place. 

Clodp. Ha ! how’s this ? I did not think she had so much sense. 
[Aside. 

Luc. She often says, she had rather marry a Country Justice of five 
hundred pounds a year, than a Man of five thousand pounds a year in 
London ; nay than a Duke at Court. 

Clodp. She’s an ingenious Woman, Guds-sooks. [Aside. 

I had rather marry her naked than you with all your portion. Madam. 
But a pox on’t, I had damn’d ill luck to make my application to you first, 
as the Devil would have it. 

r Luc. This is a very Country Courtier [Aside 

Here she comes, let’s withdraw ; I will tell you more, and we’ll consult 
about this business. 

Clodp. Your servant. Madam. [Ex. Clodpate and Lucia. 

Enter Carolina and Woodly. 

Wood. How can you mistrust a man in so credible a thing ? 

Caro. As what ? 

Wood. As that he should love the prettiest, sweetest, dearest Creature 
he ever saw — 

Caro. So far from that, I beheve he will love all the prettiest, sweeteSt, 
dearest Creatures, as he calls ’em, that he ever shall see : but you have paid 
that Tribute already to vertuous Madam Woodly, and are Marry’d. 

Wood. I am so ; and there’s the less danger in my Love ; I should else 
be tempting you to accept me for better for worse till death us depart, &c. 
Now, Madam, take my heart upon its good behaviour, as much as you 
have use on, and the rest again and no hurt done. 

Caro. Whete there are so many free; why should I venture upon a 
heart with so^manifeSt a flaw in the title as a marry’d man’s. 

Wood. ’Faith, {here are none without their incumbrances ; your fashion- 
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able Spark has his Miss in the Play-house ; your Lady’s eldest Son his 
Mother’s Chamber-maid ; the Country Gentleman his Tenant’s Daughter ; 
a handsom young Fellow that is to make his fortune, some elderly Sinner 
that keeps him fine ; so that Marriage is’ the least engagement of all, for that 
only points out where a Man cannot love. 

Caro Since Marriage obliges m$n so little and women so much, I 
wonder we endure the cheat on’t. 

Wood. Y’are in the right, ’tis worse* than jross I win, pile you lose : 
but therp are some left that can love lipon the square. 

Caro A Woman may be undone upon the square, as well as a Gamester, 
if she ventures too much. 

Wood. Never, so long as you play for nothing but what ydu have about 
you ; and, upon my honour, I would engage you no creeper at this time ; 
’tis tick and after-recko ning s that ruine Lovers as well as Gamestei^ ; and, 
gad, if you mistrust me, I am ready to make Stakes ; and because y’are a 
young beginner. Fie play three to one. 

Caro. Not so faSt, good Sir, you’ll make me quit the few good thoughts 
I had of you if you persist. 

Wood. Persist in loving you I must till death; but the methods and 
ceremonies I leave to you to prescribe. I guess’d you would not care for 
a whining Lover. 

Caro. Nor do I care for one in your extreamity the other way. 

Wood. Take your choice, I can make love from the Stiff, 'formal way of 
the year 42, to the gay, bnsk way of this present day and hour. 

Caro Since I suppose it is for diversion, prajs let me see how that is. 

Wood Look you, thus. [Sings, dances and combs bis Tderuque. 

Caro. Is this it ? why, you don’t mind me. 

Wood. I mind my self though, and make you fall in love with me, 
after a careless way, by the bye. 

Car. When do you begin ? 

Wood. Begin ? why, I am at it all this while. [Sings and Dances again. 
Now have at you : These BreaSts are not hard to speak on ; no, nor this 
Neck white ; nor those Eyes black. * Lord, how* you look to day ! that 
ever a Man should love such a Creature ; what will you give me for a 
piece when you are mother of the maids ? 

Caro. MuSt I answer you like a Lady of the times too ? 

Wood. Ay, by all means, Madam. 

Caro This Mr. Woodly is the Strangest Man, he would make* one die 
to hear him, I vow, ha, ha, ha 

Wood. .• Lord, what a set of teeth you shew when you laugh ! if they 
were mine I’d pull ’em out ; sure your breath can’t be sweet, let me see. 

[Offers to kiss her. 

Caro. Well, I vow you’re a pleasant man ; but you go* too fast. 
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Wood. For your Lover of the laSt Age, I grant you ; but the World is 
•well mended since, fair Ladies and fortified Towns yield upo.'i easier terms 
now adays. ■ [Offers tjl kiss her age . 

Now I see you dare not Sand the tryal, ’tis even so ; I’le ye hang’d if you 
ha’n’t .crooked Legs too. t ( Offers to lift up her Coats. 

Caro. I had rather you should think so than take the pains to satisfie 
you ; but I vow you’d make one burst, you have such a way with you, 
ha, ha, ha r 

Wood. I hate to live in doubt ; ycfu have a pretty Face, but an dl Breath 
and croo'ked Legs, gad, are insufferable. 

Caro. Is this your new way ? Lhave enough on’t, no more ; drinking 
my health in & Beer-glass, and quarrelling with the man that can’t pledge ; 
Scribling your passion in Glass-windows, and wearing my Colours 
■continually I can better endure ; but now I talk of scribling, divert me a 
little better, and give me the Song you promis’d me. 

Wood. I have taught it your Woman, who I conceive has some thing a 
better Voice than I, she’s here too. 

Caro. Sing that Song Mr. Woodlj tapght you. 

She Sings. 

How pleasant is mutual Hove that is true, 

Then Phillis let us our affeftions unite ; 

For the 'more you love me, the more I love you, 

The more ye contribute to each others delight : 

For they that enjoy without loving first. 

Still eat without Homach, and drink without thirtf. 

*» 

Such is the poor Fool who?loe>es upon duty. 

Because a Canonical Coxcomb has made him, 

And ne’er taiies the sweets of love and of beauty. 

But drudges because a dull Prieft has betray’d him ; 

But who m enjoyment from love take their measure. 

Are rap’J with debght, and Hill ravish’d with pleasure. 

Each night he’s a Bridegroom, and she is a Bride. 

When their minds and their bodies shall both so agree ; 

That neither shall pleasure from the other divide, 

But both at one inHant shall satisfy’ d be ; 
lset Fools for convenience be drawn to their love. 

But this is the way real pleasure to prove. 

Enter Clodpate and Lucia. 

Hue. So, ypu^are pleasant here, Mr. Clodpate, how do you like this 
Song ? . ’tis Hondon Song. 
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Clodp. Ay * Pox on’t, I hate it for it ; when I had ihe misfortune to know 
that damn’d 'Town first, they had better Songs by half ; they put»no wit 
in their Song? now adays. 

Caro. Pray op us the favour to Sing one of those you speak of. 

Clodp. Faith, Madam, I have but an ordinary, voice, but I cannot’ disobey 
you. 

Sings ridiculously this old Song. 

Lay by your pleading, 

Law hes a bleeding, &c. 

Wood. What an incomprehensible blpck-head is this. 

Clodp. This pleases’ us in the Country ; I know you like it ne’re the 
worse. Madam. 

Caro. Nor much the better. 

Clodp. Come, Madam, I am sure you love a Country Life, and hate that 
vile Town of London ; and I honour you for’t. 

Caro. I hate London ! 

Clodp. I knew you would dissemble it, but I know your heart ; ’tis true, 
indeed, ’tis a vain obscene, wickec^ filthy, popish place. 

Caro. What means the Worshipful Fop. 

Clodp. And a Virtuous Lady had better Marry a Country Justice of five 
hundred pounds a year, than one in London of five thousand pounds ; nay, 
than a Duke at Court ’tis granted. Madam, ’tis granted. 

Caro. It may be granted by you, but not by me. 

Clodp. There are some such fools to refuse gpod offers ; but there are 
others have more wit. Heaven be prais’d. 

Caro. Sure you have been at cross purposes of late, Mr. Cloipate. 

Clodp. No, Madam, but I know you* hate Sodom yonder; foh 
methinks I smell it hither ; let me tell you m private ; I would not m a r ry 
Mrs. Lucia if she had fifty thousand pounds ; Ud’s bud, marry one that 
would live at London, nay at Court ; No, I had rather go to Sea in a Fire- 
ship ; but I’ll shew you the finest seat in Sussex which you shall •call 
your own. 

Caro. What do you mean by this ? 

Clodp. All this I know very well, and though by the Sot her Uncle I 
was misguided to Mrs. Lucia, ’tis to you. Madam, my affefticn first inclin’d. 

Caro. Ah mischief, have you contriv’d this ? you thought to punish 
me much, but I had rather have such a fellow to Fool with, than a Jap Dog, 
or a Squirrel ; abusing of a Fool is almost as pleasant as conversing with a 
witty Man. 

Luc. ’Tis true, now I consider it, and he that’s laugh’d at is oft-times 
as good Company as he that laughs, nay some have rais’d their fortuh s 
by it ; but you forget our appointment , pray let’s go ? ’ 
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Caro. Ay, prithee. r My dear, Gentlemen, we must leaves? you; your 
servants 

Wood. Will you not let me wait on you ? 

Caro. By no means ’tis a private affair. 

Clodp\ Shall not I wait qn you ? 

Caro. I shall not refuse the favour another time, but now I must beg 
your pardon. 

Luc. Allons, let’s meet the DuelliSts, I warrant you they are men of 
honour. 

Clodp." Come, I am going a setting, will you go ? 

[Ex. Luc. and Caro. 

Wood. No/I muft go home. [Ex. Clodpate. 

Enter Fribble, and Dorothy his Wipe. 

Fribb. Whither are you a going Mr. Woodlj? will you not go to the 
Bowling-Green to day ? 

Wood. Yes, perhaps in the Afternoon, Adieu. [Ex. Woodly. 

Fribb. Why do you follow me with your Impertinence ? 

Doro. My dear honey, how have I offended thee ? did I not with my 
own hands put thee to Bed when thou wert fudled last night ? did I not 
set thy Bottle of small Beer by thy Bedside ? did! not rise early and rnakp 
thee a Caudel when thou wer’t puking, and gave thee Aqua Mirabihs , to 
fetch up the Water off thy Stomach ? 

r Fribb. All this you did, and ’twas your Duty, but you are Strangely 
troublesom. 

Dor. Think not my love a trouble, Dear ; I speak for thy good, prethee 
do not gor abroad to day, thou’lt kill thy self with drinking, and thy Death 
will be sure to" kill me. 

Fribb. You are impertinent, I’le go, let that suffice. 

Dor. You are shrewdly mistaken, if you think I desire your Company. 
But I am sure this is the way to be rid on’t. [Aside. 

Yrib. I am to meet Mr. Bisket and some Cheapside Neighbours ; be silent, 
my will is like die Laws t>f the Maids and Parsons. 

Dor. I cannot hide my love and fears from thee ; prethee, dearest, kiss me. 

Fnb. I say again. Peace ; I shall be much offended. 

Dor. Thou art a naughty Man, and always abroad, while I am languishing 
for thee ; and I have thee but two days in a week at Epsom. 

Frib. Know your Lord and Master, and be subject to my Government ; 
I though but a Haberdasher will be as absolute a Monarch over you, as the 
great Turk over his Sultan Queen. 

Por. Well, I can but submit and weep for thy absenc . 

Fnb. Can’t r you keep Company with Mrs. Bisket ? 

Dor. What thou pleaseSt, my Dear. 
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So you’ll *fo and not hinder me from better Cor&pany. [Aside. 

Fnb. Welt I have the most Virtuous, and best Govern’d Wife irrall the 
Ward , but 1 must observe Discipline, and keep a Strifih hand over 
her. 

Dor. I am an unfortunate Woman not to haye thy Company ; so, I am. 

Enter Mrs. Bisket. 

Mrs. Bisk. What, in tears, Mrs. Frtbbk l this is that naughty man ; out 
on thee, thou art a shame to all Husbands, thou wou’dSt be so insolent to 
command thy own Wife ; wou’dSt thou use thy own flesh, thy own rib so, 
out upon thee . 

Fnb. I am my own ’Master, and will be hers. 

Mrs. Bisk. Ah, thou art a good one ’lfaith ; and thou wer’t mine. I’d 
teach thee better manners. 

Fnbb. Dorothy , Listen not to this lewd Woman, her Husband is a 
sneaking, sniveling Cuckold ; if you should be like her, I would make you 
such a terrible Example 1 Mrs. Bisket , you are impertinent, were I your 
Husband, I would twinge you much. 

Mrs. Bisk. Swinge me, say you, *1 could tear thy Eyes out. Death, if 
you provoke me. I’ll show you what the Courage of an inraged Woman 
can do. 

Doro. Nay, good Mrs. Bisket , Mr. Fribble is a good Man for all his 
passion. 

Mts. Bisk Swinge me 

Fnb. This Woman is as outragious as a Milch Bear* that wants her 
Breakfast. Fare you well. [Ex. 

Mrs. Bisk. Come, Neighbour, you are a shame to all Wives»to be so 
tame and foolish ; pluck up a Spirit, and !>rder him as I do my Bisket. 

Dor. This is the only way to order a surly Husband. 

Airs. Bisk. I am asham’d of you, you betray our cause ; submit to a 
Husband ; I’d fain see that Husband that I’d crouch to. I say again, 
pluck up a Spirit ; I keep a Strict hand of Discipline over mine.' 

Enter Bisket. 

Here he comes, you shall see how I order him. 

Bisket. How now, my pretty Dear, poor Duck. 

Mrs. Bisk Duck, you Widgeon; how came you and I so familiar? 
observe me now. . [Aside. 

Bisk. Well, Mrs. Fribble, ’tis such a pretty Rogue, and has such pleasant 
Fancies with her, ha, ha, ha. I protest and vow, I could kiss the very 
ground she goes on. If she would eat Gold, nay. Pearls and Diamonds, 
she should have them, I vow and swear. * • 

Mrs. Bisk. You BeaSt, you had best be drunk agen, ’lfaith I’ll order you, 
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I’ll keep you in better awe, you shall neither have Caudel/nor CuStard 
for’t this week. 

Bisk. Nay,’ good Dear, be not so cruel, I protect and vow I could not 
help it my Neighbour Fribble is 'a very merry man, I could not forbear, 
we were at it, Tory Rory, and sung old Rose, the Song that you love so, 

pj r ^ 

■- Thou shalt have any thing, thou shalt have me, &c. 

Mrs. Bisk. Ay, Mr. Fribble maintains his Wife hke a Lady, and she has 
all things about her as well as any Woman in the Parish, he keeps her the 
prettiest' pacing Nag with the finest Side-saddle of any Womans in the 
Ward, and lets her take her pleasure at Epsom two months together. 

Doro. Ay, 'that’s because the Air’s good to make one be with Child ; 
and he longs mightily for a Child ; and truly. Neighbour, I use all the 
means I can, since he is so desirous of one. 

Bisk. All this thou shalt do, my Dear ; Fie omit nothing that shall 
please thee. 

Mrs. Bisk. Yes, you Nicompoop, you are a pretty Fellow to please a 
Woman indeed. 

Bisk. But prethee, my Dear, let me go to the Bowling-green to my 
Neighbours : would I might ne’re Stir, if I drink above a pint of Wine, or 
a quart of Mum for my share at most. 

Mrs. Bisk. You impertinent Puppy, I wonder you have the impudence 
to ask me such a question. [She gives him a slap on the face. 

Bisk. Mrs. Fribble, my pretty Molhe has some humours, but this i's the 
worst you’ll see of her. - 

Doro. How rarely she orders a Husband ; I vow I think I must pluck 
up a spirit as she does, that’s the truth on’t. 

Mrs. Bisk, where’s Mr. Rains, you Lolpoop ? Do you think you shall 
go, and he not here ? 

Bisk. O Duck, he’ll be here presently, and sent thee a kiss by me. 

Mrs. Bisk. Yes, I warrant he’d kiss such a Fellow as thee. 

Bisk. I vow he did ; prethee take it of me, my Dear. 

Mrs. Bisk. Fie sweaf he’s a fine person. Well, because it comes from 
him, I’le take it ; he’s the compleateSt Man, and so courteous and well- 
behav’d. 

Bisk. Now c 'thou’lt let me go. 

Mrs. Bisk. No, not till he comes. 

Bisk. -Nay, good Dear. 

Mrs. Bisk. I tell you, you shall not ; get you in. 

Bisk. Pray, Duck, now. 

Doro. I never saw any thing so admirable as this Discipline of hers ; 
1 am resolve^ to try my Fribble, that’s once. 

Bisk. Why, look here he is now already. 
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Enter Rains. 

Doro. Oh me ! is he acquainted with her ? [Aside. 

Mrs. Bisk. Does he know her? [Aside. 

Bisk. I’le Seal away and say nothing! [Ex. .Bisket. 

Mrs. Bisk. Come,*Mr. Rains, let’s in. Mrs. Fribble, your Servant. 

Doro. Madam, Fie wait on you in; Mr. Raws will not thirjc my 
Company troublesom. 

Mr. Bisk. Ah, shame on her. [Aside 

We shall entertain you but ill. Mr. Raws is pleased to come and play at 
Cribage with me, ’twill be no sport to look on. 

Doro. I’ll make one at Gleek, that’s better than any two-handed Game. 

Mrs. Bisk. I do no? think so, by your leave. Madam Fribble, Oh 
Impertinence ! 

Doro. Well then, I’le be content to be a looker on for once. She Vould 
fain have him to her self, but I’le look to her for that. [Aside. 

[Exeunt Rams, Dorothy, Mrs. Bisket. 

Enter Mrs. Woodly in a Dining-room. 

Mrs. Wood. Mr. Bevil Says mighty long, pray Heaven he be not diverted 
by some paltry Citizen’s Wife ; here are such a Company of them that lye 
upon the snap for young' Gentlemen, as Rooks and Bullies do for their 
Husbands when they come to Town. 

Enter Bevil. 

Bev. Madam, your Servant. 

Mrs. Wood. O Mr. Bevil, are you come ? I vow, I was afraid I had loS 
you. A Woman that’s apt to be jealous as I am, should ngt rrfeke such 
a person the objeffc of her affefhons. 

Bev. Words are the common payment of those that intend no other. 
There is no such sign of having been long faSing, as falling to with a good 
Somach. 

Mrs. Wood. I am so afraid you should be seduc’d by some of thdse 
naughty Women at Epsom. A shame take ’em, 1 hate a'lewd Woman 
with my heart, I vow, I do now. 

Bev. Madam, I have a very pressing affair that requires some speedy 
conference with you in your Bed-Chamber. 

Mrs. Wood. No, Sir, no I wonder you have the confidence to ask 
me, when you were so rude to me there last time. 

Bev. I do not know what she calls rude. I am sure I oblig’d her as 
often as I could there. 

Mrs. Wood. One can’t be private with you, but you are so uncivil 
presently. I can scarce forgive you; I wonder who learnt you such* 
tricks, for my part. 

vol n— i 
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Bev. If I were ne’re so backward, she’d soon inStruQ: me. \ I am not so 
ill-bred, but I know what I owe to a Lady. Come, Dearest. 

Mrs. Wood. Do not ask me ; I vow, I won’t. You are the Strangest 
Man tfyat I ever met with, you won’t let one alone ; nay, pish, fie, Mr. 
Bevil, aren't you asham’d ? r 

Bev* No more, nay. Dear, come m, come in. 

Mrs. Wood. Nay, pish, ha, ha, ha, ha. I vow, you make me blush ; get 
you gone, you naughty m&n, you. 

Bev. You’ll make me outragious ; I shall force you, have a care. 

Mrs. 'Wood. Well, I vow you are a parlous man. Will you promise me 
, then to sit Still when you are there, and not Stir hand or foot. 

Bev. Ay, ay, come, come. 

Mrs. Wood. Nay, but will you swear ? 

Bev.' Yes, yes, come allons, my Dearest, she’ll soon dispense with 
that Oath. 

Mrs. Wood. Well, I am so asham’d, I vow, I would not go, but that 
you said you would force me, and swore too besides. 

[As they are going into the Bed-Chamber, enter Peg. 

Peg. Madam, here’s my Master just coming in a doors. 

[Ev. Peg. mHantly. 

Mrs. Wood. Heaven ! What shall I do ? - 

Bev. I told him I had private business, to get rid of him, and he’ll discover 
all. 

~ Mrs. Wood. Qo into the Bed-Chamber, Fie lock it. 

Bev. But how will yon get rid of him ? 

Mrs. Wood. Let me alone, this is an unlucky surprise, in quickly. 

Bev. If I should be locked up so long till I fail Rams, and our fighting 
appointment, I shall get much nonour, I take it. [Bev. goes m. 

Mrs. Wood. In, in. 

Enter Woodly. 

O you unworthy Fellow ; have you the impudence to appear before me 
after your beastly usage? 

Wood. I thought your fit might have been off by this time. 

Mrs. Wood. No, it shall never be off, thou inhumane BeaSt ; to sit up 
anights late, and come home drunk and wake me, and lye like a Statue by 
me all the reSt of the night, flesh and blood can’t bear it ; you make me 
cry my Eyes out, to see that you’ll kill your self by your villainous 
debauchery. 

Woodly while she scolds sings. Fa, la, la, la, fa. 

Mrs. Wood. Fa, la, la, la, fa Is that the notice you take of me ? 
If I were not the best Woman in the World, and did not love thee, thou 
’’base Fellow t ’twould not trouble me. Oh that I should be so unfortunate, 
so bewitch’d, to love such a monster of a Man ! 
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Wood. Fa, fa, la, la. Oh, Impudence 1 

Mrs. Wood. I wonder what I should see in thee to love thee so, out on 
thee, for a Viliam. Oh, that I could withdraw my affe£hon*from thee, 
thou Brute ' but I can’t for my life, ’tls that makes me miserable, thou 
barbarous wicked Wretch. 

Wood. If to seek quiet abroad, wheji one can’t have it at home, is, a sin. 
Heaven help the wicked, but pox on’t. 

Mrs. Wood. Ay, now you ban and curie, you Wretch ; this you get by 
keeping Company with Wits, as you* call them, a Company of wicked 
Fellows, the Scum of the Nation, Fellows that have no Rehgion'in ’em, 
that swear and drink, and wench, and never consider me that am discon- 
solate at home. * 

Wood. Oh the incomprehensible blessings of Matrinpny ! 

Mrs. Wood If I were so perfidious and false to take pleasure in a Gallant 
in the absence of my Husband ; but I am too honeSt, too virtuous for thee, 
thou ingrateful Wretch : besides, if my Conscience would give me leave, 
I love you too well for that, you barbarous base Fellow. 

Wood. A Pox on her troublesom V ertue, would to Heaven she were a 
Whore, I should know then what to do with her. [Aside. 

Mrs. Wood. Other Women can be happy, and have their Husbands 
carry ’em abroad and delight m their Company, and be proud to be seen 
with them , but I have such an inhumane ingrateful Creature to mine ! 

Wood. Come, come, I confess I am behind hand with you, but I’le pay 
thee all thy arrears, I have a Stock in bank. [Embraces her 

Mrs. Wood. Heaven, what shall I do ? 

Wood. Where’s the Key, I’le break open the door. 

Mrs. Wood. Let the Key alone, go get you gone, I am not §o impatient ; 
but I’le trust you till night, I should leave* open the door, and let all my 
t h i n gs be lost ; go get you gone, you naughty man, I love you too well 
to hold out long. 

Wood. Well, now you’r come to your self, and speak reason, and have 
left off railing, I’U go and incourage my self with eating and drinkin g well, 
and return and pay you the aforesaid sum with interest. [Exit. 

Mrs. Wood.} Ate you gone? Joy be with you, and more with me, 
opens the door.) Mr. Bevil. 


Enter Bevil. 

Bev. Madam, is he gone ? 

Mrs. Wood. Yes, now I hope we shall be safe from further interruption. 
Bev. s’Seath, this accident has frighted me so, that I am afraid to 
venture, leSt I should be taken Pns’ner agen, and disappoint the DuelhSts. 

[Aside t 

And yet I will ; come. Madam. 
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Enter Peg. 

Peg. Madam, here’s Mrs. Jilt coining up to give you a Visit. 

Mrs. Wood. Why did you not c deny me. Huswife, mu§t that vain silly 
Wench come to trouble us at such a time too. [Aside. 

Bev. That is she that reports every man that she sees is in love with 
her, and wou’d marry her, and has been a Whore these seven years. I 
will take my leave, I see this* is an unfortunate day. 

Mrs. Wood. No, I’le get rid of her soon by some Trick or other. 

Bev. „’Tis impossible. I’ll wait on you an hour or two hence, but now 
I am ingag’d upon my reputation, and must not break my ingagement. 
Your Servant. [£x Bevil. 

Mrs. Wood. In such haSte there must be something more than ordinary 
in’t, £long to know it. Peg, go and dog Mr. Bevil at a distance, till you 
have fixt him somewhere, and let me have an account of the reason of 
his haSte. 

Peg. I’le not fail. [Exit. 

Enter Rains in the Field. 

Rains. I wonder Bevil Stays so long, this Mrs. Woodlj has no mercy on 
him, there’s some cross accident or other ; for methinks after a year or 
two’s Intrigue, he should not be so very Terfnagant a Fellow ; if these 
Roguy Bullies should come ; but methinks they are a little slow too. 
Oh, Bevil , arc you come ? 

E ter Bevil. 

Bev. I beg your pardon, Jack , I have been lock’d up to save the Honour 
of a Lady, whose Husband came in most uncivilly without giving us 
w rning enough of it. 

Rams. Was that it? But the Rogues begin to think ’twill come to 
Battaille, and their hearts misgive ’em. 

Bev. I was afraid of this. A He£tor dares no more fight than be honeft, 
and yet ’tis Strange they should make it their Trade when they are so little 
fit for’t. 

Rains. ’Tis so in all Mankind, they are most violently bent upon the 
things they are least capable of, as if it were in spite of Nature. 

Bev. ’Tis true, so I have observ’d while a wise-man that’s fit for lmploy- 
ment is restrained by his modesty ; your pragmatick dull Fool thruSts 
himself forward into policy and business. 

Rams. Gieat dulness qualifies men for great business, there’s nothing 
but order and road in it ; your Mill-Horse is a Creature of great business. 
The methodical Block-head that is as regular as a Clock, and as little knows 
why he is so, is the man cut out by Nature and Fortune for business and 
government. 
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Enter Carolina and Lucia disguised. 

Hold, here come two sprightly Girls, this may prove the. softer and 
pleasanter encounter of the two. 

Caro. I see they are men of Honour, and will answer a Challenge. 

Luc. Now are they meditating on blood, what a disappointment fehey’ll 
have. Well, men that are so pun&ual in their jnger, would sure b so in 
their love. 

Bev. Ladies, having the Honour to meet yon in so solitary a place, we 
cannot but offer you our Service. 

Luc. You look as if you Stay’d here to make Ladies Stand and deliver. 

Enter Peg. 

Rains. If you should deliver your best Jewel, I’de bg very honest and 
make but a little use on’t for the present, and you should carry it away 
with you ne’ere the worse. 

Luc. I know the Law too well to compound a Felony. If you should 
take any thing of mine, you should e’en keep it as long as you live, but 
I’d prosecute you for’t. 

Peg. ’Tis enough, this is Mr. Brnl’s ingagement, that’s Carolina , and 
the other is Mrs. Lucia. [Exit. 

Caro. Ye don’t look aS if you would make Love, but War ; ye have 
long Swords, and your hair tuck’d up. 

Bev. If we were never so much inclin’d to War, you have power to 
soften us into Peace. 

Rains. They are pleasant Wenches; if they are handsom, we are 
undone. [To Bevil. 

Bev. Twice in a day catch’d with Vizor Masks 1 

Caro. What wild Fellows hands are we fallen into ? they run at all, 
you see, they know us not. [To Lucia. 

Luc. Oh, if witty men had but the constancy of Fools, what Jewels were 
they ? [to Carolina. 

Rains. Ladies, pray, lay by your disguises, and let’s converse upbn 
the square. 

Caro. You make all Pnze, Gentlemen ; but I’ll venture to show my 
face to you, Sir, if you’ll give me your word not to discover it to your 
Friend. [To Rains. 

Rams. I do. Madam. 

Luc. And you shall see mine upon that condition. [To Bevil. 

Bev. Upon my Honour, I will not discover you. [They pull off their Masks. 

Rains. *Ha, who’s this? this is a Trick. [Aside. 

Madam, I confess you are very beautiful. I had the misfortune to lose # a 
Heart this morning in your Company, but I think. Madam, .you did not 
take it up ; but my Friend has something to accuse you of. 
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Bev. I cannot invade the propriety of my Friend, though i must confess 
the gfeat temptation would excuse the crime. 

Rams. This is the Lady I must apprehend. [To Lucia. 

Bev. And, Madam, I must seize upon you. [To Carolina. 

Car/. Who says they are not a couple of constant "men ? 

Bev., What, I warrant, you think ?ve did not know you ? 

Lac. O yes, as Falftaff Sid* the true Prince by inStinffc. You are bnsk 
men, I see you run at all. 

Rams. The wilder we are, the more honour you’ll have in reclaim- 
ing us. 

Bev. ’Tis in our own power to make us a couple of as constant dull 
Fellows as ye could wish. 

Caro. Ye have constancy enough of all conscience, for the use we shall 
have of it. 

Luc. And for dulness, for our own sakes we do not wish it you, 
since I find ye are resolv’d to be acquainted with us, whether we will 
or no. 

Caro. Is it not pity that witty men ^should be so scandalous, that if we 
converse with them, we muSt do it with the same privacy that Statesmen 
debauch. 

Bev. If wit be a scandalous thing, you are the r most scandalous Women 
I have met with him ; but methinks, Fools should rather be scandalous, 
since they can have but one way of passing their time with you. 

Luc. You rally well, but your wit is never without extravagancy ; you 
drink Burgundy perpetually, and Scower as you call it. 

Bev. We hate debauching, but love complaisance. Madam. And can 
no more* deny a Friend that calls for another Botde, than you can deny 
to turn up a Card at Ombre. 

Rams. We use Wine, Madam, to elevate our thoughts ; but Love has 
don’t for me a pleasanter way. 

Bev. And, Madam, your Beauty has already reclaim’d me. 

Luc. If y’are as soon drunk as y’are in love, y’are the weakest Drinkers 
in ChtiStendorJi. 

Rams. You see. Madam, the Strength and spirit of your Beauty. 

Luc. For love I bar you, can’t we converse without remembnng we 
are of different Sexes. 

Caro. If you will accept of such conditions, we may sometimes admit 
you int© our Privy-Council. 

Rams. Would you have us spend our time like some visiting Fools, 
that never aspire at more, than playing at Langtriloo with Women:, all days 
o£ their lives. 

Bev. Our communication would then be as dull and insipid, as the 
mirth of Statesmen. 
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Enter Cuff and Kick. 

Luc. Yonders Company coming ; such scandal has want of discretion 
brought upon your wit, that we dare not Stay with you. ** 

Rains. Let’s have the honour to knov? your Names and Lodgings before 
you go > 

Caro. Our Names are Carolina and Lucia; our Lodging’s next^House 
to Mr. Woodlfs nearer the Wells. 

Bev. The Rogues are come at last. [Car. and Luc. retire. 

Cuff. Let’s make to the Bowling-Qreen, we shall be too late to begin 
to engage and bubble the Citizens. 

Kick. Who are these make toward us ? 

Luc. What do Rains and Bevil make up to yon two for ? 

Caro. We have done finely, if our feigned Challenge should occasion 
a real Duel Let’s Stay and observe. 

Rains. Come, Gentlemen, you are very late. 

Cuff. I hope we shall be time enough there. 

Bev. Y’have done scurvily to make us wait so long, we are not us’d to it. 

Kick. What the Devil do they mean, Cuff? 

Bev. Come, prepare. * 

Cuff. Prepare, to what ? 

Rains. s’Death, ye RaScals, do you trifle with us ? Come, Draw. 

Kick. Draw, Sir, why should we draw. Sir ? 

Cuff. What, this is for the Ladies in the morning, ne’re be jealous of us. 
Gad* take me, we resign to ye. < # 

Rains. Why, what impudent Rascals are ya, did not you send this 
Challenge ? 

Kick. We send a Challenge, Sir ! 

Rains Y’are a couple of harden’d Cowards. 

Kick. Cowards, Gad take me, ye were never so much in the wrong in 
your life. 

Cuff. But I believe if you did not think us Cowards, you’d scarce call 
us so. 

Bev. Ye shall be very much kick’d. 

Kick. We scorn to be kick’d. Sir. 

Cuff. I see some body behind the Trees, Kick ; draw, and be valiant. 
Kick’d, d’ye say ? I’d fain see that. [Thej draw, and fight retiring. 

Enter Lucia and Carolina. 

Luc. Hold, hold. Gentlemen. 

Caro. .Hear us, what do you do ? 

Luck. Hold for Heaven’s sake. 

Rains. Oh you nimble footed Rogues ! we cannot run so fast forw£cd 
as you do backward. 
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Caro' What’s the flatter, Gentlemen? 

Rev: These Fellows sent us a Challenge, and then disown’d it. 

Ktck. As-Gad mend me, not we : But if we be not reveng’d on ’em, Caff. 

Cuff. What a Pox ail they, we ne’re trouble such as they are, if they’ll 
be quiet, we know our men. 

Luc. No, to our knowledge they r did not send the Challenge. 

Caro. The Challenge w£s sent by better Friends of yours, but such as 
would be as loth to engage with you at this Weapon, as they are, and would 
not h ve discovered this, but to prevent blood-shed. 

Rains-. Oh, is it so, Ladies ? 

Rev. ’sDeath, what dull Rogue§ were we. Gentlemen, ye may go. 

Kick. Well, Sir, fare you well. 

Cuff. Who cares, you may pay for this though [Ex. Cuff and Kick. 

Rains. Had you a mind to try our courage ? Gad we would have met 
ye in any ground in Christendom, without being dar’d to’t. 

Luc. We did send the Challenge, and are here to answer ye ; make your 
beSt on’t. 

Rev. Faith, Ladies, if you shrink from us now, we shall think ye have as 
little Honour as yon Bullies have. 

Caro. We did not doubt your Honour, and, pray, don’t you doubt ours. 

Luc. We know you have too much wit to be vain upon this, and too 
much generosity to impute it to our weakness. We told ye you should 
hear from us, r and we kept our words, not thinking of this accident. 

Caro . We had no way to quit the obligations you did us in the morning. 
But this. ' 

Rams. But, Ladies, I hope you’ll give us leave now, to meet without 
these preparations, though we should be glad to meet you upon any terms. 

Rev. Shall we have free admittance ? 

Caro. So long as you use your freedom wisely. 

Luc. But let us now part in the next Field, and when you see us. Still 
take this rule with you. 

Think not whafs pleasant , hut what’s jufi and fft. 

And let discretion bridle In your wit. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 

Enter Mrs. Woodly and Peg. 

Mrs. Wood. ARE you sure Revil met with Carolina ? 

ZA Peg. I am sure ’twas one in her dress, and Mr. Rai s 
JL A walk’d with Mrs. Lucia ; but I do not know but they 
might .meet by accident. 
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Mrs. Woocl. I’ll soon try that. Find some means to convey this Note 
to Bevtl, as from Carolina. 

Peg. I will. Madam, and give you an account of it. [Ex. P egg. 

Mrs. Wood. If he be false, I shall sooft turn my love into revenge. 

Enter Mrs. Jilt. 

Jilt. Madam, I beg your Lachships pardon, I have Staid too long within ; 
my Maid brought me a Love-Letter from a swpet fine person indeed, and 
I vow, I .could not but answer it. 

Mrs. Wood. No doubt, you had reason. 

Am I sacrific’d to Carolina ? [Aside. 

Jilt. He’s in the sadHeSt condition for me, juSt for all the world like a 
man m a Consumption ; I’ll swear ’twould grieve you£ heart to see him : 
I’ll swear it would. Madam 

Mrs. Wood. And why were you so cruel ? 

Jilt. I vow, I am the Strangest person for that in the whole world ; I 
could not marry a Prince if I did not like his person Strangely, and I have a 
world of choice, upon my word that’s all. I’ll swear it is. 

Mrs. Wood. Since you have suda choice, why are you unmarried two 
days ? 

Jilt. I have such an odd fancy. Madam, I am so nice and hard to please, 
and I vow, I don’t care for Marriage, but that I would be a little setl’d 
in the World, that’s all ; there’s Mr. Bevtl, Oh, he loves me dearly ! 

Mis. Wood Love her, how she Stabs me. [Asid§. 

Jilt. And I’ll swear he’s a fine person, I have the prettiest, sweetest, 
delicate Letters from him every day. 

Mrs. Wood. What says she ? [Aside. 

Jilt. Your Ladiship will be secret, I know : he has a Strange passion 
for me ; upon my word, he sighs and sits with his Arms a-cross, and makes 
Douxjeux upon me ; I’ll swear ’twould do your Ladiship good to see him. 
Now I think on’t, I’le show your Ladiship the kindest Letters from him. 
I have so many Love-letters, I vow, I can scarce find it. I have twice as 
many come to me in a week. ’ [She pulls out a great bundle of Letters. 

Mrs. Wood. Vain, silly Creature ! 

Jilt. Oh, here’s one of his hand ! 

Mrs. Wood. Heaven, it is his hand. 

Mrs. Jilt. 

Mrs. Wood. Reads, I wonder at the occasion of your mitfruB, unless you have 
been tampering with some body else ; I am very well, and drink much 
TLockamore, and perhaps have given you more occasion for a Midwife than 
a Surgeon. 

July 22. 72. Bevjl. 
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O perfidious Wretch' 1 this is since my Intrigue with him. This will 
diStra£t me ; I could tear him in pieces. 

Jilt. You'r Ladiship is disturb’d at something. 

Mrs. Wood. No, no ; but this is’a very familiar Love-letter, as you call it. 

Jilt v Dh, mischief 1 that I should put this among the rest of my Letters ; 
but I’ll face her down in it, ha, ha, hg.. 

Mrs. Wood. What’s the tause of your laughter ? 

Jilt. Ha, ha, ha, to see _what a ridiculous mistake this was. It seems 
there’s a Wench in Coven-garden of my Name, and Mr. Bevil’s man brought 
this Note to me instead of her ; I’ll swear he did, ha, ha, ha. 

Mrs. Wood. Oh, Impudence ! „ 

Jilt. We had such a quarrel about it ; I did nof speak to him for three 
days after, I vow, I did not. [Enter Peg. 

Mrs? Wood. How now. Peg, what News of Bevil ? 

Peg. I got a Maid of my acquaintance to deliver the Note to him, which 
he received with the greatest Joy imaginable, and said, he would wait on 
her instantly. 

Mrs. Wood. Oh perfidious Wretch ! I’ll to him immediately. Excuse 
me, Mrs. Jilt, I am in great haSte. r [Ex. Mrs. Woodly. 

Jilt. Your Servant, sweet Madam. She’s Strangely nettl’d about some- 
thing. Well, now we are alone, SiSter, I’le own'e thee : I hope your Lady 
knows not that we are of Kin. 

Peg. No, nor any body else here. 

Jilt. Prethee keep it secret Still, that I may be taken for a greater p'erson 
than I am ; it will further my designs. 

Peg. But I wonder you will not bend all your designs upon Mr. Clodpate. 

Jilt. I "have baits ready for him, I can humour him to a hair ; but I’le 
lay by no design that can get n me any manner of Husband, that’s once. 
But ’tis Strange Clodpate and I should not meet, I lying in this house too 
where he comes often. 

Peg. Next time he comes to visit my Master, I’le give you notice. 

Enter •Clodpate. 

Jilt. Oh, me ! he’s here to our wish, and we alone ; remember your Cue. 

Clodp. Mr. Woodly is not here I see. 

Jilt. Oh that villainous lewd Town of London ! how happy am I that 

m out on’t, nothing shall ever perswade me thither again. 

Peg Why ? Sir William your Father, sent you thither for Breeding. 

Jilt. Breeding, yes ; could I not play, I am the Duke of Norfolk, Green- 
Sleeves, and the fourth Psalm upon the Virginals ; and did I not kam, and 
cpuld play six Lessons upon the Viol de Gambo, before I went to that naSty, 
Stinking, wicked Town ; out on’t ? 

Clodp. Ud’s Bud, this is an ingenious Woman. 
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Peg. Besides, Madam, though you be a Person 6f Quality, and have a 
good portion, yet London is the propereSt place to get a Husband in.*' 

Jilt. Oh foh I’le swear I had rather marry a Farmer of fo’rty pound a 
year in the Country, than a vain, idle* fluttering, foolish London-Fellow 
of two thousand pGund a year. Oh the pleasure of a pretty, innocent 
Country-life ! 

Clodp. Ud’sooks she’s l’th right ; as Gad judge me, she’s a judicious 
person. 

Peg Oh, hang a dull silly Countrj*-hfe. 

Clodp. A Pox on that Carrion, how I could beat her. 

Jilt. Out on thee for a foolish Wench.; were I thy Lady, I’de turn thee 
away for that word. 

Peg. Pray, pardon me. Madam, I am sorry I offended your Ladiship. 

Jilt. Can’§t thou talk so after the Song the Fidler sung this moflnmg in 
praise of the Country ? Oh that he were here, I should never be weary of 
hearing that Song. 

Peg. I see him yonder, I’le call him to you. [Ex. Peg. 

Clodp. Madam, I have over-heard and admired your excellent Discourse 
upon the Country. 

Jilt. Who are you, some bold, ]eenng, fleering Londoner? avoid my 
presence. 

Clodp. Ud’s bud, you wrong me, I am a Country Justice, Gad’sooks. 

Jilt. Pray be gone, and leave me, you are some rude London-Fellow ; 
foh, you smell rank on’t. , 

Clodp. As Gad shall save me, she’s a fine Person : if I were not ingag’d 
to Carolina , I should like her strangely. 

Enter Peg and Pidler. 

Peg. Here’s the honest Fellow that sings the Song, Madam. 

Jilt. I have nothing to say to him, I am troubled with an impertinent 
Fellow here, and he shall not sing. 

Clodp. By your leave. Madam, ’tis in praise of the Country, and he shall 
sing. Sing, dear Rogue. * ' ' 


Fidler Smgs. 

Ob, how I abhor 

The tumult and smoak of the Town, 

The Clamours of War, 

The glittering Court, the fraudulent Gown, 
The Suburb debauches , 

The Cheats of the City, 

The railing of Coaches, 

And the none of the men they call witty. 

( J 39 ) 



EPSOM-WELLS 


Clodp. Admirable. 

’•'But give me the man from all vanity free, 
with good Bore of Land, 

And a Country Command, 
who honeil dares be. 

Who JuBice dans do, and the Natio will serve. 

And ne’ re from his true Country principle swerve . 

Thu, this is the manfonme. 

Jilt. Very fine. 

While the fluttering vain Gallant in London consumes 
His EBate in rich Cloaths and Perfumes, 

And with drinking and swilling corrupts all his health ; 

Or in Punk and on Bawd Spends his youth and his wealth. 

While such shall his wit and his bounty applaud. 

Clodp. Admirable. 

Give me the good man that lives o his ow grounds, 

And within his own bounds 
Has room for his Hawks and his Hounds. 

Can feast his own Tenants with Fowls and with Fishes, 

” Ad from his own plenty with good Bore of Dishes, 

A d ot with damn’d Wine, but with good English Ale 
O’er their faithful hearts can prevail. 

And nothing to others does me. 

But from his own house hears his own Oxen low. 

And his own Sheep bleat. 

While the grateful sounds sweet Echoes repeat. 

This, this is the man that is truly call’d great. 

Jilt. Excellent, there’s a Crown ; pray, come and sing this to me twice 
day, as long is I Stay in Epsom. 

Fid. I will. Madam. 

Clodp. ’Tis incomparable, let me embrace thee, there’s ten shillings for 
thee ; and if thou wilt live with me in Sussex , thou shalt never se Lo do 
again. 

Fid. ■Pardon me, Sir, I was born and bred in Hondo , and would not live 
o t on’t for five hundred pound a year. 

Jilt. Out on you, you scurvy Fellow. 

„ Clodp. aside. A pox on him for a Rascal. Thou art very honeSt Fellow, 
give me my ten shi] lings agen, and I’ll make it a Guinny. 

Fid. Ther ’tis and please you. 
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Clodp. Ay * and here ’tis, and shall be. Do you '’think I’ll let a London 
Rogue carry away ten shillings of my money ? 

Fid. Why, you will not take it away thus ? 

Clodp. Yes, I will, and you may thank Heaven that it is unseemly in a 
Magistrate to break “heads. Be gone, you insolent Rascal, left yoii should 
tempt me to condescend to break yoiprs. 

Fid. What the Devil, are they both mad ?• faiewel. [Ex. 

Clodp. An insolent London Rogue, to sing againft his Conscience ; but 
pray. Madam, let me salute you, you’ e a fine person. 

Jilt. No, Sir, fare you well ; Sir, you’re a Stranger, fare you well, I am 
none of those. [Ex. Jilt. 

Clodp. Who’s this, Mrs. Margaret ? 

Peg. She’s a Person of Quality comes to Epsom for her pleasure, I must 
wait on her. * [Exit Peg. 

Clodp. She’s a fine Lady, but I muft to Carolina. [Exit Clodp. 

Enter Bevil in a Field. 

Ben. Carolina wri^to me to meet her alone ? She’s very frank ; let me 
see, she says meet me alone, that*we may confer about an affair which 
nearly concerns us both. ’sDeath I have dropt my Letter, unlucky 
accident, I muft go back for it. I cannot now, she’s here. 

[Enter Mrs. Woodly disguised. 
’Tis a solitary place, and I hope no body will find it. 

Mrs. Wood. Ah, false wretch ! how punctual he is. [Aside. 

Bev. Ah, my dear Carolina. 

Mrs. Wood. Ah, my cursed Bevil. [Aside. 

Bev. I have not words enough to acknowledge and than|c ycm for this 
favour. 

Mrs. Wood. Nor I words enough to upbraid you for this injury. 

[Aside. 

Bev. How now, what is she dumb ? Madam, you see how conscientious 
I am in my duty of assignation ; you shall always find me a man of Hon ur. 

Mrs. Wood. Yes, I thank you, you &re a man of Honous. [Unmasks. 

Bev. ’sDeath, Mrs. Woodly ! how unlucky is this, she’ll Stay too, and 
prevent my meeting with Carolina; I am undone, I muft conceal the 
Intrigue. Nothing but impudence can bring me off. [Aside. 

Mrs. Wood. Unworthy man. 

Bev. You do well, pray, who was this assignation made to? I can 
watch your private haunts, you see, Madam. 

Mrs. Wood. Are you paft all sense of modesty ? 

Bev. We shall soon see your Lover here, I suppose. 

Mrs. Wood. Have I caught you, and do you accuse me 5 I have beeif s 
virtuous and as constant to my Intrigue as any Woman breathing.: have 
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I not had as many Addresses made to me by the fine persons of the Town 
antT Court as any Lady has ? 

Bev. And! have refus’d as few. I’ll say that for you. [Aside. 

Mrs. Wood. Have I not deny’d all, to be constant to you ? 

Bev., Gad, I hate constancy in a Woman, after a litde while ; especially 
m an impertinent one, as much as constancy in a Quartane-Ague. 

Mrs. Wood. And all this 'to be betrayed to Carolina ! perfidious man 1 

Bev. Ha, ha, ha I knew I should catch you ; there was no way I 
knew to make you shew your face, bat my pretending to another Carolina , 
I think, I call’d her. 

Mrs. Wood. Oh, abominable treachery ! I forged that Letter from 
Carolina , which you even now received with the glteateSt joy imaginable : 
Ungrateful man ! 

Bev.' 'Well, give me your little Punck, for Marriage is not so troublesome 
as the imperiousness of your Whore of Honour. [Aside. 

Mrs. Wood. Have I deserv’d this from you ? 

Bev. Well, I confess you have catcht me. I was indeed amaz’d at the 
Letter, having only heard of Carolina , and had a curiosity to see the 
meaning on’t. 

Mrs. Wood. Yes, ’twas curiosity made you walk with her in the Forenoon, 
in a Field beyond the New-Inn. 

Bev. ’sDeath, how came she to know it ? [Aside. 

Was that Carolina ? [To her. 

- Mrs. Wood. .As if you did not know it, inhumane Creature. Nor is 
this all ; I saw a Letter juSt now to one Mrs. Jill, wherein you tell her you 
have given her more occasion for a Midwife than a Surgeon. 

Bev. ’sDeath, how come she to see that, she deals with the Devil ? 

Mrs. Wood. You shall find, ungrateful man, that love does as naturally 
degenerate into revenge, as Wine into Vinegar : do you abuse me, a 
virtuous Lady, a Lady of Honour, for such a Creature, without any consider- 
ation of my Quality ? 

Bev. Pox on her Quality. This is all a mistake. Madam. 

Mrs. Wood. 1 know your Hand too well for that : you might use your 
little tawdry, mercinary Creatures so, that flutter about the Town in their 
short-hv’d bravery : but a Woman of my Quality 

Bev. Well, however ’tis in other things, I would have no liberty of 
Conscience in whoring : I would have none but those Women hold forth 
that aram lawful Orders, ’tis the more setled way, and has more the face 
of Discipline. 

Mrs. Wood. If I be not reveng’d for this 

Enter Woodly with a Note in his hand. 

Wood. How the Devil came Bevil to lose this Note in the Fields, Carolina 
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appoint to meet him privately ? I thought he nd*re had seen her 
Death how she Jilts me. 

Reads. That we may freely confer about an Affair which nehrly concerns 
us both. Carolina. 

Hell and Devil he’s with her there ; I’ll Steal behind ’em and surprize ’em. 
So, Bevil, is this your private business? 

Mrs. Wood. My Husband, I dye, I dye. 

Bev. You have done well, you have frighted a Lady into a swound ; 
Heaven knows what will become of her. 

Wood. 1 knew she would be surpriz’d. 

Bev. Unlucky man. , 

Wood. Death, Ned, y&u’ll Stifle her, pull off her Mask, and give her more^ 
air. 

Bev. Pray forbear. Sir, you are not to see her ; she recovers. 

Mrs. Wood. Give her more air, quoth a’ ? how he frighted me ? 

Wood. Good, Sir Pol, make a secret on’t no longer ; she may as well 
unmask, she and I are no Strangers to one another. 

Mrs. Wood. "What says he? [Aside. 

Bev. You may have seen her, but*you are not acquainted with her. 

Wood. Ad autre, prethee leave fooling. 

Bev. Upon my Honour you are not 

A Gentleman ought in Honour to lye for his Mistress. [Aside. 

Wood. I could sooner believe a Country Gentleman that swears and 
lyes for the honour of his Horse, when he is selling him. 

Mrs. Wood. He knows me ; I am lost, undone for ever. 

Bev. Whatever happens, do not discover your self. 

Wood. I am oblig’d to you, you can be kind to others. 

Mrs. Wood. Can any thing be more plain ? 

Bev. Prethee, Woodly, trouble us no farther ; I assure you, you neither do, 
nor shall know this Lady. 

Wood. Is it so ? Fare you well. I will let ’em alone at present. 

[Ex. Woodly. 

Bev. He’ll go home, and discover th*at ’tis you. * 

Mrs. Wood. As good luck would have it, I have the Key of the back 
Gate, and can be there before him : I hope I shall bear him down that it 
was not I. [Exit Airs. Woodly. 

Bev. I doubt not. Oh Woman, Woman! impudence and invention 
never fail thee at a pinch. [Exit 

[A noise within of rub, rub, narrow, short, gone a thousand yards, 
and such like words of Bowlers .] 

Enter Bisket, Fnbble, Cuff, and Kick. 

Cuff. Come, Mr. Bisket, let’s hold ’em t’other Game. 
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Bisk. As I am an honest man, I have lost all my money. 

Frib. And so have I, and yet you bowl’d like an Emperour, Neighbour 
Bisket, the r two last Games, but Mr v Cuff’s hand was quite out. 

Bisk. A Duce take it, we ne’re "won one Game since Mr. Kick laid 
against "us, and in my Conscience and Soul he is a -Witch, for Mr. Cuff 
ne’re plaid well after. 

Cuff. I’ll make you amends if you’ll play agam. 

Frtb. But we have no Money. 

Kick. I have 40 or 50 f. to spare, you shall have it betwixt you. 

[Mrs. Bisket and Mrs. Fribble look out at tUe Window. 

Bisk. No, we’ll drink a Bottle first and rest, my thighs ake with bowling. 
Cods me, yonder are our Wives looking out at the Window to see us bowl ; 
poor Rogues, l’fack we’ll have a Bottle with them. I warrant you, they 
have been dancing in a Bam yonder, with some Neighbours, I hear their 
Fiddles. 

Dor. Mr. Rains is not yonder ; I’ll swear he’s rare company. 

Mrs. Bisk. A Murrain take you ; and you had not troubled us with 
your impertinence, he had been better company to me to day than he was. 

[Aside. 

Dor. Yonder are our Husbands, I am resolv’d as you have advis’d me 
to pluck up a spirit. But let’s down to ’em now, for fear we lose ’em. 

[They go down. 

Bisk. Now here’s my Wife, I’ll be bold to say. I’ll shew you the hand- 
somest Woman in Epsom. 

Frib. It must be my \$hfe then. I’ll tell you that. 

Bisk. Your Wife handsomer than mine ! that’s pleasant, ha, ha. 

Cuff. ‘This, may prove as good as bowling with them. 

Kick. I never saw two so cifc out for honeSt tame suffering Cuckolds. 

Cuff. There are many as fit here, if their Wives be as handsome as they 
say theirs are. 

Frib. Come, I’ll hold you 20 s. to be spent, and these Gentlemen shall 
be Judges here. 

Bisk. With n all my heart. But I am sure mine is the prettiest, neatest, 
titeSt Woman in the Ward. 

Frib. I have seen our Minister Stare at my Wife in her Pew, ’till he has 
been out in his Sermon, she’s so pretty. And you shall see. Gentlemen, 
what discipline I keep her in ; ’tis the obedienteSt poor Creatute 1 

Bisht Nay, mine has some humours, but they become her so prettily, 
and ’tis the sweetest little Rogue 1 I vow she has had more temptations 
than any Woman m Cbeapstde , ne’re Stir. 

Frib. More temptations than my Wife, I scorn your words. There are 
a company of the bravest Gallants come to my Shop to see her, and she’ll 
not §peak to atiy of them l’faith not she. 
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Bisk. I have known Knights, nay, Lords in lov£ with my Wife, and 
she does make such Fools of ’em all. Poor Rogue, ha, ha, ha, my dear 
Lamb, art thou come ? *' 

Enter Mrs. Bisket and Dorothy. 

Mrs. Bisk. Yes, you Sot ; but is’t not time* for you to come Lome ? 
Mr. Rains has been gone this three hours. 

Bisk. I told you she had some hu ours. Pretty Duck, l’fack now, 
I have catch’d you. I’ll give you a Bottle of Wine and a Quart of Mum. 

Fnb. These are my Friends, Gentleman, an please you. 

[He presents them to his Wife and they salute her. 

Bisk. This is my Duck, Gentlemen. [They salute Mrs. Bisket. 

Has not my Lamb a rare way of kissing ? I warrant you for the Wager, 
Neighbour. 

Fnb. I fear you not. 

Cuff. What admirable Cuckolds and Bubbles have we met with. 

Fnb. Now, Gentlemen, observe here’s a Stately forehead. 

Bisk. But here’s a delicious Eye-biow, and sweet rowhng wanton Eye : 
She’s my Cacara camouchi , my pretty Pigs nye, as Mamamouchi notably 
has it. 

Kick. Excellent fine. 

Mrs Bisk. Alas, alas ! I, but what do you mean by this, you are always 
fooling thus before Company. 

Bisk Peace, I have laid a Wager on thy head agarnSt Mrs. Fribble. 

Fnb Here are pretty plump red bps. 

Bisk. But see my Ducks teeth, and smell her sweet breath, Bteath on 
’em. Duck. 

Fnb. Here’s pure red and white , here’s a shape. [He turns her round. 

Cuff MoSt admirable. 

Fnb. ’Tis your goodness, Sir. 

Kick. These Fools praise their Wives, as Horse-Coursers do their 
Horses, to put ’em off. 

Bisk. Prethee Dear, do but shew them a little of your Foot and Leg, 
good Duck, now if thou loveSt me, do prethee now. 

Mrs. Bisk. Well, well, so I can : there ’tis. 

Bisk. A little higher, but up to your Garter, good Lamb. 

Mrs. Bisk. You are such a simple Fellow. 

Cuff. Oh, ’tis charming > 

Mrs. B k. You are so obliging really. 

Fnb. Here’s a fine round small white hand. 

Kick. Extreme fine. 

Mrs Fnb You are pleased to Complement. 
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Fnb. Now you shall see how obedient my Wife is, she durst as well eat 
heiJSfails as refuse what I command. Doll, pray kiss these two Gentlemen 
immediately. Now you shall see. 

Dor. .Pray, Dear, what do you mean? 

Fnb. How now. Huswife, dare you dispute my Commands, Hah ? 

Dor. Be not angry, I must obey.. 

Kick. Your Servant, dear 'Madam. [Thej kiss her. 

Cuff. Your humble Servant. 

Fnb. Look you, did I not tell you what discipline she was under ? 

Bisk." Good sweet dear Lamb, do thee as much if thou lov’St me do. 
Mrs. Bisk. Not for your bidding : but they shall find I am not behind 
Mrs. Fribble in good breeding. 

Bisk. Gentlemen, my Dear shall salute you too. 

Fnb. Ay, it won’t do. 

Kick. Your Servant, dear Lady. 

Cuff. Sweet Madam, your humble Servant. 

Fnb. Come now, let’s in, and be very merry, and decide the Wager. 
Kick. Allons, this is the most extraordinary adventure, but you know 
we have a weighty Affair in hand ; our Bullies will be all ready immediately. 

Cuff. We’ll swinge the Rascals, Rains and Bevil : but we must make 
hafte, this is the time they use to come to the Bowling-Green, we’ll meet 
them. 

Kick. There is another weighty affair. Clodpate is to duft his Stand of 
,Ale, and he must be bubbled ; we have not long to Stay with ’em. 

Cuff. We must borrow our selves of ’em for a while. 

Frib. Gentlemen, will you please to walk in ? 

Cuff. "Come on. ^ [Ex. omnes. 

Enter Rains and Lucia. 

Luc. A man of wit and make love, leave off this foolish old fashion’d 
subjed : I’d have all discourse between us tend to something. 

Rams. ’Tis as unseasonable for a young Lady not to entertain love, as 
fo‘r a Judge or a Bishop to make Ipve. 

Luc. Love is so foolish and scandalous a thing, none now make use 
of any thing but ready money. 

Rains. Methinks, ready Love is a pretty thing. 

Luc. But there are few in this Age have it about ’em. 

Rams. I h ve as good a Stock, and am as full of love. Madam 
Luc". That you squander it away upon every one you see, as a young 
Prodigal newly of age, treats and pays reckonings for every body. 

Rains. How prodigal soever I have been, I am resolv’d to fake up in 
|ny expences, and reserve all my love for you. 

Luc. For. m.e ? I am as hard to be fixt as you : I love liberty as well 
as any of ye. 
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Rams. Say you so ? Faith let’s make use on’t. 

Luc. Not the lewd liberty you mean : Come, to divert us better, go a 
little further, and try the Eccho, here is an extraordinary one that will 
answer you to as much purpose as I can.* 

Raws. ’Tis a fine Eccho, but. Madam [Ex. Rains and Tucia. 

Enter Woodly and Ca’rofina. 

Caro. Nothing but love, love : always one Nbte like a Cuckow. 

Wood. Fine Jilt, I can no more restrain my self, than a Fanatick full of 
new lights and revelations can himself. 

Caro. Can I suffer this any longer without prejudice to my virtue and 
honour ; let me hear no more, you will not suffer me to use you like>> 
Gentleman. 

Wood. I am too loyal to rebel againSt you, but I may attack your evil 
Counsellors, your virtue and honour. 

Caro. You’ll find them impregnable. 

Wood. Virtue and Chastity unsociable foolish qualities ! I hope to 
live till every such Woman shall b thought vicious, or at least as much 
scandalous as a Lawyer with a tatter’d Gown out of pra&ice : We are in a 
fair way to it. 

Caro. If you resolve to persist in this subjedt, I will ask the advice of 
your Lady before I treat further. 

Wood. Say you so. Madam? there is a pleasant Field behind my 
Lodgings, ’tis delicate walking there at this time o’ day, especially if yofi 
have one you like there. 

Caro. 'What say you. Sir ? 

Wood. No, no. Madam, you were not there, you know not what I mean. 

Caro. What Riddle’s this of yours ? 

Wood. But the Lady was not so ill to pull off her Mask, and discover 
her Face, tho’ for more Air. 

Caro. You are mad, that I confess is one sign of a Lover. 

Wood. Oh Woman-kind, the Original of all lying, I cpnfess he said 
upon his Honour, I did not know her, but I could read her Note, it would 
ot do. 

Caro. This is so extravagantly ridiculous, it deserves no serious answer. 

Enter Bevil. 

Wood. Here’s Bevil, I’le not show her Note till I have an opportunity 
to push this busmess home. I knew you were not far off, Ned, come 

Caro. Does he know of our interviews ? [Aside. 

Bev. What mean’s thou, Franck? 

Wood. You are not acquainted with this Lady, no. 
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Bev. I -wish nothing more than the acquaintance of so fine a Lady. 

r [Rains and Lucia appear. 

Wood, what impudence is this that makes thee fool with me any longer 
thus? ..Yonder’s Raws, he is hot acquainted with my Cousin Lma 
neither. No, no, come. Rams, you may show your self, your Intrigue is 
discovered. 

Rams. What Intrigue, "Franck ? 

Wood. Cousin Lucia, your Servant ; I see, Sir, you can serve your self 
without the help of your Friends. n 

Rams. Is this his Cousin Lucia ? 

Luc. Oh ! Is that the Intrigue ? These two Gentlemen rescu’d us 
.this morning from the insolence of two He&ors/ 

Caro. Yes, andrWith their Swords prote&ed us from their violence, and 
reveng’d the affront. 

Luc. We are not so ungrateful to disown those that had oblig'd us so 
much. 

Caro. This morning was the first time they ever saw us. 

Wood. You are grown very familiar already. Madam. 

Caro. If I be, you are not concern’d, I assure you. 

Wood. I fear too much. But how do you like Lucia, Jack ? 
have you a design of lying with her one way or 'other ? 

Rains. Mum, Woodly, or I will discover all your Rogueries to your 
Lady Brighf at home ; be satisfied I like her too well to dishonour her. 
But to divert this. [He whittles, and the Fiddles flourish. 

Wood. What a Devil’s this ? 

Bev. We are fallen into an Ambuscade of Fiddlers. 

Luc. Do you conjure ? 

Caro. You charm the Air to give us Sounds. 

Rams. The truth is. Madam, ’tis a Trap I have laid for you, and you 
have no way but to dance your self out on’t. 

Caro. No, then I am resolv’d to free my self as soon as I can. Play 
a ^g 116 - [She dances. 

Enter Clodpate with a Dog. 

Clodp. What you are merry with your Fiddles. I have been hunting up 
and down for Madam Carolina ,* I came to present you with some Country 
Partridges ; here s dear Tray, a Sussex-Dog, set ’em for you. Oh he ranges 
with stich mettle, and points so true. Poor Tray, Gad I love and hono ur 
him. 

Bev. That Tray is the better qualifi’d Beaft of the two. 

Clodp Pray, Madam, kiss him a little. 

Caro. Kiss a Dog? 

Clod. A Dog, Ud’sooks he has as sweet a breath as any man^ I won’t say 
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Lady has. Yl>ur scurvy London-Lzdies feed their Dcgs at their Tables, and 
have Joynts of Mutton roasted on purpose for ’em, and make them their 
Bed-fellows for want of better. But since you don’t love a Dcfg, Macfam, 
I’ll be bold to say, yonder’s the bcauniul-'s: Dapple Mare of mine that my 
Man leads there. There’s a Buttock, Madam, how clean she treads upon 
her Patterns There’s a Body round as a Barrel ; there’s a Head and 
Neck finely rais’d, a delicate broad CheSt. Gads’ooks she’s the finest fore- 
handed Mare in Christendom, there’s Beauty, and you talk of Beauty. 

Raws. He describes his Mare so passionately, I shall begm to suspe& 
her vertue 

Clodp. But I muSt desire some words with you in private. 

Caro. I am going to visit now ; but shortly I will hear you. 

Clodp, I had waited on you sooner, but that I have been giving 
Warrants, and binding some London Rogues to the Peace, and the? like. 
Thus I represent the Kings Person, I. 

Caro. You are the worst PiCture of him that ever I saw. 

Clodp. I am content. Madam, to imploy my self in business, and to serve 
my Country, while ,your London Sparks, lascivious, libidinous Swines 
follow their beastly luSts and sensuahpleasures. Poor Fools, I pity ’em. 

Wood. Why, we have Justices of the Peace that serve the Nation at 
London. • 

Clodp. What, honeSt ones ? thank you for that ; they are the greatest 
Malefactors there ; they make a pretty Trade on’t in the Suburbs with 
Bribes received from Pads, Pick-pockets, and Shop-lifts, with the Taxes 
they raise from labouring Whores, and Contributions From Tributary 
Bawds , but Gentlemen, will you duSt a Stand with me ? 

Enter Kick and Cuff with six more. 

Rams. We are all engag’d. 

Kick. Here they are, they shall find that none shall affront any of our 
Gang unpumsht. 

Cuff. As long as we Bullies hold together, we defie the World, we’ll 
chastise their insolence : fall on 

[They fight, and Lucia and Carolina shreek and run away. 

Kick. Come, have at you. 

Rams. How now. 1 

Bev Rogues. [• 

Wood. You Dogs. ] 

Clodp. Hold, I command you in the King’s Name, keep the Peace. I 
am a Justice of Quorum , and represent the King’s Person. I say, keep the 
Peace, or I’ll bind you all over to the Sessions. [The Bullies are beaten off. 

Wood. Let’s pursue the Rogues, and now we have won the field, tak 
them Prisoners. 


( J 49 ) 



EPSOM-WELLS 


Rains. Dam ’em, they are not -worth our pursuit ; I know two of ’e 
and shall find out the reSt. 

Clodp. G-'o, I say, and bring ’em before me, and I will bind ’em to the 
Peace, and make ’em be of good abearing till the next Sessions, or th y 
shall forfeit their Reculhsence. 

Bev: We are oblig’d to you for your help, you fought bravely. 

Clodp. ’Tis very indecent for a Magistrate to fight, I will give you Law. 
Wood. ’Pox of his Cowardize ; but what mean these Rogues ? 

Rains. Let’s find the Ladies, I’lq, tell you as we go. [Exeunt. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Enter Clodpate, two Country-Fellows , Cuff, and Kick tn Country Habits. 

Kick, f |"~Mdese Disguises have done us Knights Service. 

I Cuff. He’ll begin to be drunk by and by, preach the Parson 
JL upon him, or try Coal under the .Candlestick, even or odd 
with a Witness, or the grand Game at Put, for I find he hates Dice. 

Clodp. Come, Gendemen, put about a Cup of Ale. ’Tis Stingo l’faith ; 
is not this better than your foolish French kickshaw Claret ? This, is of 
die growth and produC of our own Country, and we encourage th 
noble Manufacture of Ale. How say you ? come fill all. [Drinks. 

x Count. His Worship is a notable man in the Politicks as e’er a Justice 
of England, no dispraise 

z Count. He has a brave Head-piece of his own. 

Clodp. Fill again once, Oh Gendemen, things do not go well. There’s 
the Streights Trade I was speaking of, why, it signifies not a Far thing to 
s } for, look you, if the Manufacture or Commodity exported, be not 
qual to the Cpmmocbty imported#- we must mine our Trade, that’s dear 
demonstration. Now we send them money in specie for foolish super- 
fluities, for Currans to make Mince-pyes with ; it grieves my heart to 
flunk on’t : but come, duSt it away. 

Kick. Your Worship speaks like an Oracle. 

Clodp. Then there is your Ca nar y Trade takes away not one of our 
Manufactures. Well, no more to be said, I am not thought worthy, 
but here’s to you. [Drinks. 

Cuff. A very politick Coxcomb. r [Aside. 

i Count. What News is there in the Gazette, an’t please you ? 

Clodp. Why, there ’tis. We keep a puther about the honeSt Dutch, I say 
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nothing, but 5 hate French Fncasies and RagouSts, aqd French Dances too ; 
but no more to be said, fill agen. Gud’sooks, here’s your true Engluh Ale 
and your true Engluh Hearts. ^He Drinks. 

z. Count. I purteSt he’s incomparable .man. 

Clod. In the mean time poor Poland’s in danger, and yet Sobeeski’s a 
pretty man, and Wunowukt, and Eubomirski , and Potosh too pretty men, 
very pretty men ; but, alas ! they are*but mgn„we ne’re think of assisting 
’em, and poor Poland may be lost, and we are in a fine condition , but 
here’s t’other Pot. [All drink. 

Kick. Excellent Coxcomb ! but what hurt can the loss of Poland do us. 
Sir? 

Clodp. Lord, that you should ask such a question, why ’twill spoil our 
Trade of Tin, no people in the World can make Lattin Ware, or work op^- 
Tin well, but they ; the Germans indeed pretend to it : this would tK JSble 
a man that loves his Country as I do. 

2 Count. What Religion are they of in Poland , an’t please your Worship ? 

Clodp. Why, they are Christians, they are not widun the Pale indeed, 
but they are very good out-hers. 

Cuff. Let’s ply him hard. Come, here’s a Health to all your Deputy 
Lieutenants. 

Clodp. Come on, I hope to be one my self, I serve the Nation upon a 
true Country-principle, and have as many friends as any man upon a 
National account. 

1 Count. Here’s News from Ditto; an’t please your Worship, what 
place is that ? I ask’d our Minister, and he could not telhme. 

Clodp. Fy upon him ; why Ditto is a Town In Pomerania . a ver\ fine 
Town : but fill agen. 

Kick. Here’s a Health to the Bishop of Munfler. 

Clodp. Excuse me. Sir, he’s a Popish Bishop, and I’le drink ne’re a 
PapiSts Health on ’em all, he a Clergy-man, and run up and down 
souldiering and fighting 1 truly he may be asham’d on’t ; and he were 
a godly man, he’d Stay at home and preach ; I hate a lazy Bishop that won’t 
preach ; but here’s my Cup. Come on, Udsooksj I begiy to be fox’t. 

Cuff. That’s good News, Kick. 

Clodp. Well, Poland’s a brave Nation, and they have a Company of the 
fiercest magnanimous Fellows, your Iskies, Oskies, Irskies, Ousktes, Ersku, 
and the Cossacks upon the Ukrain , there’s a Monarchy as it should be, 
every thing governed by the great Council. Uds bud they have the best 
Diet in Christendom. 

2 Coupt. Nay, with his Worships leave, an’ they have better Diet than 
Engluh Beef. I’le be sacrific’d 

i Count. An’t please your Worship we’ll present you with a Countj^- 
dance ; we have Companions without, if you please. Sir. 
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Clodp. With all tap heart 

[Dance oj two Clowns and two Country Wenches . 
lids’ bud, my head begins to turn round ; but let’s into the House. ’Tis 
dark, we’ll have one Bellarmine there, and then Bon Nouscm , I must to my 
Mistress, she’s the prettiest Rogue 

Sings. Her Lips are two Brimmers of Claret , 

Where fir ft I begafc to miscarry, 

Her Breasts of delight 
Are two Bottles op white , 

And her Eyes are two Cups of Canary. [Ex. omnes. 

Enter Rains. 

Rains. Mrs. jz//appointed to meet me here, she’s handsome, and I hope 
souna. I love Lucia even to the renouncing of Wme and good Company ; 
but flesh and blood is not able to hold out her time without some refresh- 
ment by the bye. 

Enter Mrs. Jilt. 

Jilt O are you here ! well you think me a Strange 1 confident person to 
meet you thus ; but if I had not known you to be a fine sweet man, and 
’tis dark, and you cannot see my blushes. Sir, I would have suffered all the 
extremities in the World before I would have done it, I’le swear I wou’d. 

Rams. What extremities can you suffer, pretty Mrs. Jilt. 

Jilt. No, ’tis no matter what I suffer, Alas ! Alas 1 

Rams. What’s the matter ^ 

Jilt I am the moSt unhappy Lady in the whole World, Fll swear, ah, ha ; 
but ’tis np matter, I may thank my self for’t, I vow. 

Rams. What have you lost Friends or Money ? 

Jilt. No, no, I have something nearer my heart than all that. ’Tis not 
money that I care for, Fie swear, not I. 

Rams. I find that some body has catch’d you, you are m Love. 

Jilt. If I were not in Love, I were a happy Woman , but now I am the 
mo§t unfortunate Maid.in the whole World, Fll swear, oh, oh. 

Rams. Fy on’t, young and pretty, and despair in this Age. 

Jilt. Oh, but this is so fine, so excellent a Person, he’ll ne’re love me, 
I am ruin’d, oh, oh. 

Rams. Who is this bewitching Man? 

Jilt. Oh it’s no matter, alas 1 who cares what becomes of me ? a poor 
inconsiderable person, tho’ none can say I am not a Gentlewoman, and 
well bred, but ’us no matter. Oh, oh, but the Gentleman is no iff Friend 
of yours, upon my word, now. 

Rams. Prithee who is it ? 

Jilt. A great acquaintance of Mr. Bevil’s, a Norfolk Gentleman. 
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Rams, S’dlath, she won’t put this upon me at last, he’s acquainted with 
none of my Country but my self. [Aside. 

Jilt. He’s the wittiest, finest, handsomest well-bred Gentl&han in the 
whole World, I’le swear. 

Rams. Prithee tell his Name, I can be secret. 

Jilt. The first Letter of his Name is R. but why should I say so much ? 
I am a lost Woman, he’ll never love me, oh, oh. 

Rains. Though not by your fine description, yet by my Country and 
my Name you wou’d perswade me, t^at I am ’the happy Man. 

Jilt She kisses his hand.] Now shall I never see you agen, you’ll hate 
me for my confidence. Oh that my Tongue should betray me thus ! 
Oh that I had bit it out before I had safd this ! Oh my heart will break. 
Fie swear. 

Rams. Gad, her Tears have molhfi’d me : it shall ne’A be said a Woman 
shall dye under my hands ; but she might have brought it about without 
all these Circumstances. [Aside. 

Jilt Oh unfortunate Woman 1 I know you’ll hate me for this, oh, oh. 

Rains. No, my Dear, I am none of those, do but Step into my Lodging 
where there’s a good Convenience is can be ; and if I do not give you as 
good proof of my affe£hons 

Jilt. Good Sir, you mistake me ; do you take me for a Strumpet 5 
No, Sir, I’de have you to know I am no such, I swear. 

Rains. I know you are modeSt ; but Lovers should lay by £hat. 

Jilt. I lay by my modesty I Heaven forbid, you are a wicked libidinous 
person , I wonder you have the confidence to affront o'ne of my Birth 
and Breeding thus like a base man. 

Rains. Oh, oh, all this talk of love is a trick, is it ? you might have 
plac’d it better, good Madam Jilt. 

Jilt. No, Sir, it is no trick, and that you should find, if you would 
but 

Rains But what? 

Jilt. But marry me, that’s all I swear. [Cr/es. 

Rams. All, in the Devils name ! Marry, quoth she, Zounds what a 
word was that ? 

Jilt. I knew how I should be us’d by an ungrateful man , oh that I 
should betray my weakness, oh, oh ' 

Rams. Fare you well, good Mrs. Jilt : ’Sbloud, marry ? ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Jilt. Miserable Woman, how unlucky amP but I am resolv’d never 
to give over ’till I get a Husband, if I live and breath. [Exit Jilt. 

Enter Mrs. Woodly, Lucia, and Carolina. 

Lucia. This is your Husband’s Story. 

Mrs. Wood. No, ’tis their own, I assure you : why did yotf intend your 

( i-53 ) 




EPS’OM-WELLS 


acquaintance with Rains and Bevil should be a secret 5 that’s pleasant, 
they^have only proclaim’d it m the Town, yet no where else. 

Caro. They cannot be so base ; we saw ’em but by accident. 

Mrs. Wood. By accident ! you are pleasant, Madam, ha, ha, ha. 

Luc. What’s the cause of your unseemly mirth. Cousin? 

Mrs'. Wood. By accident, Mr. Rains applys himself wholly to you, and 
by accident Mr. B evil makes love to you. Madam; by accident ye all 
met in a Field this forenoon ; by accident. Madam, Mr. Bevil expected 
you to meet him alone in £. Field on the backside of my Lodging. 

Caro. 'Me : you drive a jeft too far, do you intend to affront me 5 

Mrs. Wood. I have no mind to fall under the lash of their malicious 
tongues ; but I walked over that Field in a Masque, Bevil meets me, calls 
te^^ear Carolina , said he had obeyed my summons, and that I was pun&ual 
in mf assignation/ thank’d me for the favour of my Note 

Caro. Heaven ! what do I hear ? this is your proieft, you muft be 
acquainted with witty men. 

Luc. Unworthy men ! have they no sense of honour ? 

Enter Mr. Woodly. 

Mrs. Wood. Yonder, I believe, comes one of them ; Fie leave ye left 
I should be suspe&ed to tell this. [£*-. Mrs. Woodly. 

Wood. I love Carolina so, I muft undermine Bevil, whom I fear she’s 
inclin'd to ; J muft: render Rai s suspe&ed too, left: they should clear one 
another. 

' Luc. If this Be true, we have been finely miftaken. 

Wood. Oh, Ladies, are you here, you’re pun&ual, are your new Gallants 
come yet Perhaps I may guess right. f Aside. 

Curo. What Gallants ? 

Wood. Nay, perhaps it may be a miftake ; but I was told by j or 6 
Gentlemen, upon Clay-Hill, that you were to meet with Rams and Bevil 
privately this night here in Mawses Garden ; that’s all. 

Caro. O base, perfidious men ! 

Luc. We meet ’em? 

Wood. Why, did you think it had been a secret, so is a Pro clamati on, 
they themselves have bragg’d on’t. 

Caro. Do they already boaft of our easiness, vile men ! Well, I see we 
muft condemn our selves to the conversation of dull sober Fools. 

Luc. rOr which is as bad, confine our selves to the impertinence of our 
own Sex. 

Wood. I profer’d to day to bring Rams acquainted with you,,. Cousin; 
but he refus d it, and said he would not marry you for his own sake, or 
kc with you for mine ; and that a man had no excuse for himself, that 
visited a Woman without design of lying with her one way or other. 
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Luc. Oh I&ipudence ! 

Wood. They are men of wit and good company, but not so fit for young 
Ladies that love reputation; but I hope my Cousin is not* so intimate 
with Rams, as you are with Bevtl, Madam ? 

Caro. I intimate -frith him, what mean you ? 

Wood. You are pleasant. Madam ; J. mean she does not meet him 'alone, 
as you do Bevil. 

Caro. Had he the impudence to say this ? or have you so little honour 
to believe the words of a vain idle fellow ? s 

Wood. *But I mu$t believe my eyes : did I not see you with him mask’d ? 
and speak to you, by the same token you fell into a swound at the surprize ? 

Caro. You are mad, €ir, or would make me so. 

Wood. To shew you I am not mad, there’s the Note j'ou wrote to J&L. 

Caro. That I wrote ? Heaven ! Lucia, do you hear what Mongers of 
men our ill fate, or your worse Conduft have thrown us upon ? Let’s 
in and read this Note. 

Lucia. How am I amazed ? 

Wood. All this confidence won’t clear her with me ; I know Woman- 
kind too well. [Exe t. 


. Enter Rains and Bevil. 

Rams. Lucia and Carolina are slipt into the House, or some Arbour, I 
see a Hackney-Coach, for they resolv’d not to bring their own. 

Bev. Death, that we lewd young fellows shou’d be catch’d thus ; JL 
ne’re had any love yet, that I could not satisfy y/ith Gold, or wash away 
with Burgundy ; but to be content to leave all the numerous Ladies of the 
Game in London, for two that on my conscience are foolishly honest. 

Rains. But by your leave, Bevtl, Londoh is overstock’d with Wenches, 
that like too many Hares in a Hare- Warren, they cross our hunting, and 
we can make no work on’t ; the difficulty of finding is one part of the Game. 

Bev. I love these Women the more, for declaring against Fools, contrary 
to most of their Sex. 

Rains. I hate a Woman that’s in loVe with a fulsom C xcomb, she’s a 
foul feeder, and I can no more have an appetite to her, when I think of 
her diet, than to a tame Duck, when I think it feeds on Toads. 

Bev. Well, I love Carolina beyond all sense of modesty, so much, that 
I am resolv’d if she will, to turn recreant and marry her, let what will be 
the consequence. 

Rams. To forbear pleasing our selves to day, for fear of being troubled 
to morr w, were to adjourn life and never to live. 

Bev. I am sure of the present pleasure, and but venture the future pain. 

Rains. But I am resolved to venture, though the Galhes were the 
consequence. 
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Bev. And I too. I will live jo years in that one night I fiiSt enjoy her ; 
and care not if I were to be a Slave all the re$t of my life. Yonder I 
believe they are. 

Enter Carolina and Lucia. 

Caro. Ungrateful men ! 

Luc.' ’Tis not too late t@ retreat from this adventure. 

Bev. Ladies, your humble Servant : I see you are to be trusted. 

Caro. But you are not, you treacherous ungrateful men l 

Bev. How’s this. Madam? 

Luc Your infamous dealing with us, exceeds all barbarousness, Indians 
and Cannibals would have us’d us better. 

vs. What mean they ? do you think. Madam, we would eat you ? 
we ha^e a pleasanter way of using Ladies. 

Luc. Do you make our anger your mirth ? 

Caro. We may thank our selves to trust such perfidious men. 

Bev. You amaze us, you are juft declaring War, when we thought to 
have concluded a Peace with you. 

Caro. Avoid our sight, thou vain man. 

Luc. And take thy lewd Companion with thee. 

Rams. Ladies, you have so much wit that I -cannot think you are in 
earnest. 

Bev. Our love is not so dull, that it needs to be spurr’d with anger. 

Rams. I hope this is only to make us relish your kindness the better. 
Anger is a Sawce to Love, as Sickness is to Health. 

Bev. For my part, I love so violently, that every look of yours charms 
me, yourc anger pleases, I am in love with your frowns. 

Caro. It seems so, you would not else so justly have provok’d ’em. 

Rains. Tis some honour. Madam, to be thought worth your anger. 
I cou’d never be angry with those I despis’d. 

Luc. But you shah find I can. Let’s leave ’em, Carolina. [Exit Lucia. 

Rams. Death, this is madness ; I’ll not leave you so. [Exit Rains. 

Caro. I write Letters, and make private appointments with you? 
perfidious man ! to blast my reputation thus 

Bev. This is Mrs. Woodiy s malice [Aside 

Pray hear me. Madam L 

Caro. No, Sir. Farewel. 

Enter Woodiy as they are going out. 

Wood. There go Bevil and Carolina. [J3x Bev. and Carolina. 

iNow jealousie assist me, I may o’rehear something, ’tis not so like a 
Gentleman, but tis like a wise and jealous Lover : I’ll follow. 

[Exit Woodiy. 
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Enter Mrs. Woodly at the door on the right ha d of the Stage. 

Mrs. Wood. I long to hear what my information has wroughhupon/em. 
Mischief enough, I hope. 

[Enter Bevil and Carolina at the door on the left hand, at which Mrs. 

Woodly Barts back and conceals her self.] 

Here are the two whom I am most concern’d* in ; ’tis dark, and! shall 
easily conceal my self. 

[Woodly enters a little after Btvihand Cardkna, and Bands close. ] 

Caro, ’^hy do you follow me thus far ? begone, inhumane Creature I 

Mrs. Wood. Oh, it works finely. 

Bev. Hear me but one word : if you condemn me then, I will own my 
self the Rascal you speak of ^ 

Caro. What can you say in defence of your treachery ? I write Notes 
to you. 

j Bev. I know who is my Accuser, and the reason of my Accusation. 

Caro. Who is your Accuser besides your self 

Bev. I have had tlje misfortune to be pursu’d by the love and jealousy 
of a Woman, cholenck, haughty, ahd revengeful, Mrs. Woodly, I am sure 
she is my Accuser. 

Mrs Wood Heaven ! what says the Villain ? I will tear him in pieces. 

Wood Death, Hell, and the Devil ! the love of my Wife. But I will 
hear further. 

Cetro. Is this possible? 

Bev. ’Tis true, I assure you ; she wrote that letter as from you to me, 
and met me in the Field ; I was amaz’d at the Letter, and resolv’d to see 
the event on’t : but I found her mitead of you. 

Wood. Damnation on this Woman. 

Mrs. Wood. I cou’d Stab the Traytor : but I’ll yet have pat ence. 

Bev. Her Husband came by in the mean time, and as I believe took her 
for you, said he knew her, and seem’d to be much concern’d ; and she 
swounded. 

Caro. Now the Riddle’s clear’d. 

Wood. I will yet hear farther 

Caro. But how came you to part with the Note which I have now ? 
I see you are not to be trusted with a Ticket. 

Bev. I am glad you have it. Madam, I unluckily dropt it I know not 
how ; and have been afraid of the effefts a Strangers finding it might have 
produc’d. With all my diligence I cou’d not find it; but how came 
you by it ? 

Caro. You have told a plausible Story, and I will let you know, but 
I conjure you to take no notice of it. 

Bev. You shall command me. Madam 
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Caro. Know then f have been perpetually importun’d since I came to 
Epsom, by the love of Mr. Woodlj, and I suppose he having the same 
jealousie of me, that his virtuous Lady has of you, though there’s no 
danger, gave me this Note, with an excellent chara&er of Mr. Rains 
and you 

[Woodly and bis Wife both Hart, as surprised at the News. 

Wood. Hell and Devils !~ now all’s out. [Both appear, and §peak together. 

Mrs. Wood. Where’s the Traytor that has abus’d me thus ? * 

Wood. Madam Carolina, *1 thank you, you have oblig’d me mjich. 

Mrs. 'Wood. My Husband ! I am undone. 

Wood. ’Sdeath, is she here ? 

Caro. Heaven ! what will this come to ? 

Beg. Unlucky accident ! 

Mrs. Wood. Ob’ let me Stab this perjur’d Man ! 

Caro. Hold, Madam. 

Wood. Sir, I must have a farther account of you. 

Bev. Let it suffice to tell you my anger against your Wife ; for contriving 
this mischief against me, made me say more than was true : She’s innocent 
of any Intrigue with me, only the Lefter she did write, what made her I 
know not. 

Wood. But, Sir 

Bev. But, Sir, I must demand an account of you, concerning the Letter 
and the fair-Chara&er you gave me 5 ’twas not so like a Gendeman. 

Wood. ’Sdeath, not like a Gentleman. [Lays hs hand on his Sword. 

Caro. Hold, Gentlemen. 

Wood. Oh, Madam, I thank you for your favours. 

Caro, if I have any power with you, follow me, or I shall distrust all 
you have said. 

Mrs. Wood. Oh base inhumane Villain ! so falsly to asperse my 
Honour. 


Bev. Madam, I must obey you. Monsieur ne mettet * vous pas en peine, je 
t rower P occasion de vous votr dematn au Matin. 

Wood. Et Bien Monsieur si fai tes.° 

Caro. None of your French to shew your breeding ; come along. 

_ T , , , [Ex. Car. and Bevil. 

Mrs. Wood. I am. basely abus’d by a forsworn Wretch. If you have 
honour in you bear it not. Heaven knows, I know nothing of the Letter, 
nor ha-e I seen him this day before. 

Wood No ! what can provoke him to so injurious an accusation. 

Mrs. Wood. Do you wonder at the malice of base lascivious men, that 
cannot have their ends : I was loth to make a quarrel between you, not 
lowing how fatal it might be : but I have never rented from the im- 
portunity of his love — 
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Wood. I know how to deal with him , but for you. Madam 

Mrs. Wood. For me ! Heaven knows I am innocent and virtuous but 
’tis too apparent thou art false ; Carolina speaks truth certainly : besides 
I have heard this day that you are pleased to keep a Wench too, nay one 
that was a Bawd, and’you pervert the use of her, and turn her into a Whore ; 
an honest Gentleman complain’d on’t; He not endure it. 

Wood. ’Tis well invented : but methinks. Madam, you shou’d have too 
much to do to clear your self, to think of accusing me 

Mrs. Wood. If thou hadSt courage in thee, thou wouldSt revenge me 
of this false Rascal. But why should I expert such honour from you ? you 
are one of those keeping Coxcombs ; th$.t rather than not keep will keep 
a Bawd : Nay, your MStress, forsooth, has turn’d from Bawd to Punk, 
from Punk to Bawd, as often as they say Thames Water will Stink and prow 
sweet again at Sea. 

Wood. ’Sdeath, none of your foolery, clear your self, or I’le make you 
an example. [Ex. Woodly. 

Mrs. Wood. Now all the power of revengeful rage assist me : here’s 
company I’le away. [Exit Mrs. Woodly. 

Enter Rains, Lucia, and Roger, as Mrs. Woodly ts going out. 

Rams. There can be nothing plainer than that the jealousie and malice 
of Mrs. Woodly contriv’d this. Can you believe we can be such Rascals 
without provocation ' 5 

Luc. ’Tis probable Woodly has done this for Love and Jealousie <jf 
Carolina , and his Wife for Love and Jealousie of^Bevil. [Aside. 

But if you were not monstrously lewd, the freedom of Epsom allows almost 
nothing to be scandalous. 

Rams. Do you know. Madam, there is no such thing as scandal in tins 
Age. Infamy is now almost as hard to get as preferment. 

Enter Clodpate. 

Clodp. Who’s here, Mr. Rains ? Udsbud I am almost fox’t, we have 
dusted it away, Gudsooks ; but there were two Country-Fellows there 
that I never saw before, won above forty pound of me at Put, but they 
are honeSt Country-Fellows; one of ’em is a chief Constable, a very 
honeSt Fellow. But where’s Madam Carolina ? I have been at her 
Lodging. 

Luc. Oh Mr. Clodpate /lam glad I have found you, I sent all«up and 
down the Town for you. 

Clodp.* Udsbud, Madam, what’s the matter, is my Mistress not 
well? 

Luc. Her Brother is come this Evening to Town, with a resoluti 
to force her to London, to marry one, he has provided for her : the, poor 
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Lady is almost diStra&ed, and bid me tell you, if you’ll relieve her from 
this distress, she’ll be for ever yours. 

Clodp. Udsooks, does he take her vt <& amts , I’ll send my Warrant 
for him, and Stop his Journey. ' 

Luc. No, she has design’d a better way ; her Brother has carried her 
in his "Coach to see a Kinswoman that lodges near the Church, and inte nd s 
to sup 'there, and not to ccme home till eleven of the Clock. 

Clodp. Good. 

Luc. If you’ll go and S&y for her in the Church-yard, and have your 
man with Horses )uSt by, she’ll Steal away and come to you, and go where 
e’re you’ll dispose of her, she’d rather dye than live in London. 

Clodp. As Gad judge me, she’s a fine person ; but why the Church-yard ? 
that\a place to meet in when we are dead, not while we are living, there 
are Spnghts and dead Folks walk : I tremble to think on’t. 

Lams. This Fellow has not yet out-grown the belief of Raw-head and 
Bloody-bones. 

Luc. There is now no remedy ; if you omit this opportunity, you will 
for ever lose her. 

Clodp. Nay, rather than that I’le vehture ; but I’ll take my Pra&ice of 
Piety in my Pocket. 

Luc. Do so, and then let ’em walk their hearts out. 

Clodp. Well, Gad save you, I’le marry her to night. [Exit Clodpate. 

Luc. If I had not sent him away, -we had been pester’d with him all 
night. 

Rams. Since you have gone thus far with him, I’ll have my share in the 
sport. 

Luc. If he should see Bevil and Carolina , ’twould spoil all. 

Enter Foot-Boy. 

Foot-Boy. Madam, my Lady sent me to tell you, that she is gone home 
with Mr. Bevil , and desires your Company. 

Luc. I’le follow her. [Exit Boy. 

Rains. Roger 7 , you heard what pass’d, pray go you with my Valet de 
Chambre, and take each of you a Sheet, and wait in the Church-porch till 
Clodpate comes into the Church-yard, and then sally out upon him and 
fright him to purpose. 

Rag. I will. Sir, and am glad of the lmployment : let us alone for 
mischief. 

Rams. He believes in Spirits and dead Folks walking, as StedfaStly as 
in his Creed. 

Luc. This may make excellent Sport. 

about it instantly , if we do not fright him out of that little 
wit his Justiceship has, I am mistaken. [Exeunt. 

( 160 ) 


JL 


EPSOM-WEELS 

4. 4 

Enter Fribble, Mrs. Frib. and BiskSt. 

Frib. Where’s Mr. Kick and Cuff, Doll, we left ’em here bufe Sven now 
when we went to drink with our Neighbours. 

Mrs. Fab. They w,ere sent for upon extraordinary business, they paid 
the Reckoning. 

Bisk. I vow they are very civil fair condition’d Gentlemen as one would 
wish to drink or bowl with ; but I vow there* were some Bullies there, 
swore so bloodily, I was afraid the Bowhng-preen would have fallen 
upon our heads ; but where’s my Lamb ? 

Mrs. Fab. She’s Sept to a Neighbour in the Bowling-green, she’ll come 
instantly. 

Fab. Come, Neighbour Bisket, will you go ? our friends* expeffc us 
to be merry with them, I could be so brisk to night, £ , la, la, &c 

Bask. Ay, and I too, fa, la, la ; we’ll sing old Rose, faith, hey Boys. 

Mrs. Fab. Why, have you the confidence to offer to leave me when 
the Gentlemen are gone, and you in this condition ? 

Fab. How, what say you ? 

Mrs. Fab. I have been too tame,: ’tis time now to pluck up a spirit, 
you scurvy Fellow. 

Fab. As Gad judge me ; the Jade’s drunk. 

Mrs. Fab. ’Tis you are drunk, BeaSt, every night ; you are sipping off 
your half pints all day long, and one has no more comfort of you at night, 
than of a Bed-Staff, nay, not so much. 

Fab. Oh monstrous impudence ! the Woman’s possess’d, as I hope t<? 
breathe. 

Bisk. Pish, this is nothing, my Duck says more to me than tlys every 
day ; they will have these humours with ’em, mine has abundance, pretty 
Rogue, ha, ha. 

Fab. But if you be a fool. Neighbour, I’le be none. I’ll not endure it. 
Know your Lord and Master. 

Mrs. Fab. I am my own MiStress. Did I marry a foolish Haberdasher 
to be govern’d by him ? out upon thee, Nickcompoop, I^le order thee, 
i’faith. 

Bisk. JuSt, my Duck, to a hair, ha, ha, ha. 

Fab. Oh unheard of impudence ! 

Mrs. Fab. All my Neighbours cry out on me, for suffering you in your 
impudence. Shall I endure a Fellow to be drunk and loose, and spend 
that abroad that he should spend with me at home ; you villanous man, I’le 
not endure it. 

Bisk. JuSt, my Mollte, for all the world, ha, ha, ha 

Fab. Nay then, ’tis time to be in earnest. Huswife, know your Lor^L 
and Master, I say, know your Lord and Master. * 

Mrs. Fab. My Lord and Master, I scorn thee, thou insolent Fellow, 
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know your Lady and Mistress, Sirrah, I’le order you better, you scurvy 

Fellow. , „„ . . , 

Fnb. Oh horrible ! she’s diStraftpd. Huswife get you home and sleep, 

and be sober, or Fie send you home with a Flea in your Ear. 

Mrs/ Fnb. Get you home, you pitiful Fellow, of Fie send you home 
with a Flea in your Ear, and you go to that, thou fumbling Fool. 

Frtb. This is prodigious. Do you know. Huswife, that I will give 
you much correraon ? 

Dor. You give me corfe&ion, you Coward ? 

Fnb : The Law allows me to give my Wife due correction. 1 know the 
Law, Huswife, consider and tremble. 

Dor. You give me correction, you Wittal ; Ffe teach you Law. 

[She gives him a dash on the Chaps. 

Fnb. Oh Impudence ! nay then have at you. If you be mad. I’ll cure 
you without the help of Bedlam. [Beats her . 

Dor. Help, help, murder, murder. 

Bisk. Nay hold, Neighbour, for Heaven sake. 

Fnb. Stand by, let me alone, or I will mischief you. Would you be 
so wicked as to part man and wife, a curse will follow you, if 
you do. 

Bisk. Nay then, whom Heav’n has joyn’d I will not put asunder. 

Fnb. Come, Huswife, ask me pardon, or I will swinge you immoderately. 

[Fnb. Strikes her again. 

Dor. Hold, I do ask you pardon. [She' kneels. 

Fnb. Will you never *be so insolent agen ? 

Dor. No, I will never pluck up a spirit agen. 

Fnb. r Go, get you home. r 

Dor. Yes I will ; but if I do not make your head ake for’t before to 
morrow morning. [Aside. [Exit Doro. 

Fnb. Cafiigo te, non quod odio habeam, sed quod amem , is an excellent 
Sentence I learnt in my Gram ma r. 

'Bisk. This is — Oh that I could govern my Wife thus ! if 
I thought I could, I would swinge my Duck extreamly, I’de beat my 
Lamb inordinately. 

Fnb. I warrant you, try. This is the only way to govern her ; let her 
feel, if she can’t understand that you are her head. 

Bisk. I vow and swear I have a good mind, really, though she is a 
pretty 'Rogue. She does lead me such a life sometimes, I protest and vow, 
flesh and blood is not able to bear it. 

Fnb. I tell you. Neighbour, ’tis a dishonourable thing to bear -an affront 
from a Woman, especially our own Wife. 

' ** Bisk Uds me, here she is, I tremble. 

Fnb. Bear up for shame. 
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Enter Mrs. Bisk. 

Mrs. Bisk. Where have you been, you Fop Doodle ? 

Bisk. What’s that to you Jilt-Flirts } 

Mrs. Bisk. What says the Fellow ? 

Bisk. I say know your Lord and Master. 

Mrs. Bisk. Oh Heaven ! the Boar’s drunk, and has loSt his Senses. 

Bisk No, the Sow is drunk, and has lost her'manners. 

Mrs. Bisk. Oh horrid insolence ! you Villain, I’le order you, I can 
hear you have lost all your money at Bowls. (jet you home. Sirrah, you 
drunken BeaJt, you shall have money agen, you shall. 

Bisk. Peace, you impertinent unseasonable Ass, or I shall grow 
passionate. 

Mrs. Bisk. You scurvy Fellow, I’ll tear your eyes out. I am amaz’d, 
what can this insolence mean ? 

Bisk. Stand by me. Neighbour, I have too long endur’d your impudence, 
I will give you a great deal of Corre&ion : I am your head, Huswife. 

Mrs. Bisk. You my head, you Cuckold ; nay, then ’tis time to begin 
with you I’le head .you before I have done. 

[She gives him a douce on the Chaps. 

Frtb. Now it begins. 

Bisk. Nay then have at*you. [He strikes her. 

Mrs. Bisk. Strike your own Wife, I’le tear your Throat out. 

[She takes away the Hick and heats him, he tumbles down. 

Bisk. Help, murder, murder. Neighbour, help, help, help. 

Mrs. Bisk. I’le make an Example on you. Hah would you govern 
your own Wife *■* Lord and Master, Quoth a ' 

Brisk Oh my Throat, Oh my Eyes ! 

Fnh Come of for shame, you’r an insolent Woman, and were you my 
Wife, I would take off your Woman-hood. 

[Bisket gets up and runs away as hard as he can drive. 

Mrs. Bisk. Oh you are one of the Rascals that put him upon this ! I’le 
try a pluck with you, I’le tear your Eyes out, you Villain, you Cuckoldly 
Viliam. * • 

[She heats Fribble. 

Fnh. Hold, hold Oh Cowardly Rogue! Has he left me in the 
Lurch ? 

Mrs. Bisk. I’le order all such Rascals. 

Fnh. Hold, hold, this is a She-Devil. [Fribble runs from her, and Exit. 

Mrs. Bisk. So, are you routed ? now the Field’s my own , but I’le 
order my Cuckold. Attempt to conquer his own Wife 

I to my Husband scorn to be a Slave, 

I ne’re can fear the beaB whose horns I gave. 
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ACT V SCENE I. 


Enter Kick and Cuff. 

Kick, K | '“Mils has been a lucky day ; but this laSt business you drew 
1 me into, frighted me devilishly. 

JL Cuff. We that are to live by vertuous industry, ought to 
;$tand out at nothing. 

Kick. But no more of this, if you please, yet ’twas well design’d to rob 
Clodpate ; *a false Rogue to have threescore pounds in his Pocket, and 
leave us off at Put. He rob’d us of that first, and we took it by way of 
Reprisal. 

Cuff. His Man is gagg’d and bound far enough from helping him. 

Kick. And away the Horses are gone for London. The Rogue will 
neither go nor send to London for a discovery, he hates it so ; but what a 
Pox made the Sot in the Church-yard. 

Cuff. Nay, I know not, unless he'waited to kill some body, and then 
give him Christian Burial. I am sure it furnished me with a good invention. 

Kick. If thou hadSt not been a thorough-pac’d Rogue, thou could’St 
never have been so present to thy self. If we had only bound him, some 
body might have pass’d by by accident and unloos’d him ; but to tie 
his hands behind him, and take a sheet off the next Hedge, and tie him up 
m it like a GhoSt, and gag him, was a MaSter-piece of Roguery. 

Cuff. This way will not only secure us from present pursuit, for no 
body durSt come near him to unbind his hands. But it will make excellent 
sport, he’ll fright all the Town out of their wits. 

Enter Rams and Roger. 

Kick. There’s Rams, let us retire for fear of broken heads. 

[Exeunt Kick and Cuff. 

Rains. How now, what news of Clodpate ? 

Roger. Oh, Sir, we had like to have been frighted out of our wits our 
selves. 

Rai s. How so ? 

Roger. When we expected to have frighted Mr. Clodpate , we saw another 
in sheet, at which at first we cryed out for fear, which he (to our comfort) 
hearing, roar’d like Bull at a Country Bear-bating, and run from us 
with all the speed he could. 

Rains. ’Tis Strange I who should it be ? 

Roger. We know not. Sir ; but the amazement made us soon p 11 off 
our GhoStly Habits, and come home. 
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Enter Woodly. 

Rains. Who’s here ? 

Wood. Mr. Rains, I am glad I have found you. 

Rams. Oh, Sir, is it you ? we are to thank you for the favour you did 
us in giving those excellent Characters of us to our Mistresses 

Wood. Your Mistresses ? you are ijien of dispatch, you take Women 
as fast as the French Towns ; none of ’em endure a Siege, but yield upon 
the first Summons to you 

Rains. You are in the wrong, such as we* can buy or corrupt the 
Governours of, may be easily had ; but there are your Nimmegen* Ladies 
that will hold out, and pelt damnably. Put, Sir, I must be a little more 
serious with you. Do you think you have us’d a couple of honeSt Fellows 
as you ought ? 

Wood. Why, I could do no less for the honour of* my Kinswoman, 
or the securing my own love to Carolina , which was desperate ; and let 
me tell you, it is a silly Honour that will hinder a man the satisfying of his 
love, and is never to be found but in foolish Rhiming Plays and 
Romances. 

Rains. I could however be no rub in your way, since all my pretences 
are to your Cousin Lucia, and I’le assure you as honourable 

Wood. That’s as she pleases ; for you have no more honour in love 
than needs muSt. There’s no trusting young Ladies now a-days to the 
Invasion oj Audacious men. 

Raifis. But they may to the men oj easte Phlegm. 

Wood. You are no man of easte Phlegm ; but this is not my business 
suppose you have heard of the BuStle at Marne’s Garden to night 

Rams. I have. 

Wood. I have no more to say, but that you would tell Bevil I desire 
to see him with his Sword m his hand 

Rains. Sure you are too well grounded in the belief of your Wifes 
vertue, to entertain a slight suspicion of her. 

Wood. I am sure they ne’er shall know that I suspeft her. [Aside. 

Sir, since I do not question her honour, do not you mak bold with it, 
’tis for his false accusation that I require satisfa&ion. 

Rains. The same love that provok’d you to accuse him falsly, made 
him do the same to your Wife , he loves Carolina almost to madness 

Wood. The Honour of my Wife is too nice a thing to be us’d at that 
rate, especially by one that nvall’d me in my MiStress, without further 
dispute I will fight with him ; if he refuses to meet me, I shall think he 
dares note 

Rains. That you shall not think ; since you are so brisk, provide one 
to entertain me, I am his Friend 

Wood. Such a one you shall not want instantly. 
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Raws. We cannot ^possibly meet to night, at j in the morning we’ll 
meet you a r t Box-Hill. 

Wood. I will expert you there, acjieu. [Ex. Woodly. 

Raws. Goodnight. 

Enter Fribble, Bisket drunk , with Fidlers. 

Bisk. Come on Fiddlers^ play us a Serenade , a Serenade’s a fine merry 
Tune ; we’ll be as merry as the veryeSt RoySters of ’em all, and as drunk 
too, an we set upon’t, Neighbour*F>vW<?. 

Fnb.' I warrant you, come we are choice Lads ; come play a Serenade 
at this Window, fa, la, la, la. 

Bisk sings. Fa, la. Hold, can’t you sing Hey for Cavaliers, ho for Cavaliers , 
Dub, a dub, dub, hfive at old Bek^ebub, Oliver Slinks for fear. 

Fid. No an’t please you. Sir. 

Fnb. Ah brave Neighbour Bisket, you are a merry man T fack. 

Bisk. I, am I not ? I defie any man in Epsom to be merrier, 1’ fags. 
Come let’s all be Musitioners, and all roar and sing, 

Here’s a Health unto his MyeSty, 

With a Fal, la, la, la, la lero. 

Fnb. Come on, hey Boys, Strike up 

Bisk. Now have I as much courage as any man upon the face of the 
Earth, if my Sweeting were here I’a beat her extreamly, Fd Chastise my 
Figsnye immoderately : I love her, poor Bird, but she’s too unruly" 

An old senseless Song. 

If she prove conHant, obliging, and kind, 

Perhaps Til vouchsafe for to love her, 

But if pride or inconstancy in her I find, 

I’d have her to know I’m above her. 

• Fnb . Bravely resolv’d. But for all that you left me engag’d basely 
and scurvily. 

Enter Mrs. Bisket and Mrs. Fribble. 

Mrs. Fnb. Mr. Raws shou’d be here by the Fiddles. O lamentable, 
our H sbands are drunk, and roaring, and serenading. 

Mrs. Bisk. Oh, my fingers itch at ’em, Fll order my Rogue. 

Bisk. ’Slife here they are ; now does my heart fail me : Fiddlers do 
you keep back ; they shah be the Reserve, you shall lead the Van, and Fll 
being up the Rear : There’s discipline for you. 

Fnb. We are fallen into an Ambush, bear thy self bravely. 
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Mrs. Btsk. Where’s my drunken beaSt ? do you sneak behind? I’ll 
make you an example. 

Bisk, sings : 

But if pride or inconstancy in her 1 find, 

Tde have her to know I am above her. 

* 

Mrs. Bisk. Above me ! a pitiful Comfit-maker, above me ! I*le have 
better men above me. Sirrah, I’le spoil your singing. 

Enter Kick and Cuff, with Fiddles. 

Kick. They are our Bubbles drunk, but not drunk enough, and their 
Wives with them to. £Iow for some Stratagem to part ’em 

Cuff. Ladies, a word of consultation. 

Mrs. Bisk. Your Servant, Sir. 

Bisk. Oh Gentlemen, your Servant ; now we’ll be merry as Princes 
l’faith : who cares for you now, come, Strike up Fiddlers. 

Fnb. Ay, come, fa, la, la, let ’em alone, who cares. 

Bisk. Ay, come, let ’em alone, who cares. 

Kick. Ladies, let me desire you £o walk away, your Husbands are too 
drunk for your company ; we’U carry ’em to our Lodgings, and they 
shall sleep till they be sqber. 

Cuff. And^ we’ll come back and wait on you with our Fiddles. 

Mrs. Fnb. Your Servant, sweet Sir, you are very obliging. 

Mrs. Bisk. We shall be proud to Vait on you. Your humble Servant. 

[Ek. 

Fnb. Are you gone. Come, Gentlemen, let’s *jom our forces, and away 
a serenading, fa, la, la, la. 

Kick. Come on toward our Lodging. 

Bisk. Strike up, fa, la, la, la. 

Enter people crying the Devil, the Devil, Qodpate with his hands bound behind 
him in a sheet like a Ghost. Bisket and Fribble run with the Fiddles, 
crying the Devil, the GhoSi, &c. 

Kick. He’s here, the Rogue has made haSte ; now wifi our Ladies be 
afraid to lye alone to night. 

Cuff. We muSt e’en be content to supply their Husbands places. Come 
along. [Exeunt. 

Clodp. Oh, oh, oh, Udsooks there’s my Gag broke at length, thanks 
to the Strength of my teeth ; unmerciful Rogues, if it had b'een like 
Dapper Gag of Ginger-bread, it would have melted in my mouth ; never 
man has been so unfortunate as I have been this night, I have been frighted 
out of my Wits, I saw two GhoSts in the Church-yard, I have almost sweat 
my self into a Consumption, my maij’s gone, for ought I know, murdef d ; 
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nay, which is worse^ my Dapple Mate’s lost, I am tob’d of Thteescore 
Pounds, , my hands ty’d behind me, every one takes me for a GhoSt; oh, 
oh,«oh. 

Enter & Country-man. 

Cowft. Oh, the Devil, the Devil ! [Exit. 

Clodp. Do you hear, I am no Devil, Stay, Stay. If I should run after him, 
he’d tun ten times faster. ' If I go home they’ll shut the doors upon me, 
no body will come near me this night, nor for ought I know, to morrow. 

Enter Landlord and two more with him whittling. 

Landl. Oh, here’s the GhoSt, the GhoSt. [Ex. 

Clodp. Stay, I am no GhoSt, Landlord ; Rogue, Stay, I will pursue that 
Rascal. [He runs out after him, and both run over the Stage again, and Exeunt. 

Enter Toby. 

Toby. How luckily was I reliev’d ? I had been sure for one night, if 
an honeSt Fellow had not come by, by Miracle ; but he told me a dreadful 
Story of a Spirit walking to night. 

Enter Clodpate. 

Who’s this ? my man Toby ? 

Toby. Oh the Devil, the Devil 1 

[He runs off the Stage, Clodpate follows him, and they enter again. 

Clodp. Why, Toby, Rogue, Rascal/I am your Master Clodpate. 

[As they run eross the Stage, Clodp. overtakes Toby, and ttnkes up his heels. 
Justice Clodpate , Rogue, "Rascal. 

Toby. JDevil I defie thee, and all thy works : Oh, oh, oh ! 

Clodp. Lye Still, or I will Stamp thy guts out, hear me, hear me ; why, 
Rogue Toby, Rascal, I am thy Master. 

Toby. Ha, I think it is my Master’s voice. 

Clodp. Oh, I am rob’d and abus’d, rise and unbind my hands. 

Toby. Oh, it is he, let me recover the fright. Oh ! how came you 
in this condition ? 

Clodp. Ask no questions, but unty my hands. 

Toby. Oh, Sir, your Dapple Mare’s gone. 

Clodp. Oh, what shall I do ? Oh miserable man ! Oh poor Dapple 
I love her so, I could go into mourning for her. I had as good almost 
have loSt Carolina. 

Toby. Nay, you had better. Sir ; she was in the Plot against you to 
night, and abus’d you all this while with a Story of the Church-yard. 

Clodp. Gudsooks, abuse me ^ 

ffoby. She has no Brother hates the Country, is an absolute vain 
London- Lady,rand has made sport with you all this night. 
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Clodp. Now I reflect upon’t, Ud’sbud, the Assignation in th«- Church- 
yard was very odd. 

Toby. Mrs. Woodlfs Maid has told me all ; she has been’ laughing at 
you, and her design upon you all this night. 

Clodp. Gudsooks,’ laugh at me, a Magistrate ? I could find in fny heart 
to bind her to her good behaviour. 

Enter Peg 

Toby Ha, who’s this, Mrs Margaret? Lo k you. Sir, she’s come in 
time. I Have told my Master what you told me. 

Peg. ’Tis true ; but I shall be ruin’d, if he tells it again. 

Clodp. Fear not that,.Godsbud, I tell ! but if I be not reveng’d on her. 
Hold, it comes into my head ; what is become of the pretty Country- 
Lady I saw to day ? 

Peg. At her Lodging, the same we lie in ; but why do you ask, Sir ? 

Clod. As Gad judge me, ’tis the finest Lady I ever saw. 

Peg. I could tell you. Sir, but I dare not. 

Clodp. What could’St thou tell me ? Upon the honour of a Country- 
JuStice, I’le be secret. 

Peg. Sir, she is extremely taken with your Worship. Alas ! she’s a 
poor innocent Country thing. 

Clodp. Nay, but is she, poor Rogue ? 

Peg. She loves your honeSt, tnje, English Country Gentlemen, and 
wonders what Ladies can see in foolish London Fellows, to charm ’em s # o. 

Clodp. And so do I, a Company of Spindle-shank’d Pocky Fellows, that 
will scarce hold together : I am of your true tuff English heart of Oak, 
Gudsooks. 

Peg. But, Sir, I am m haSte, my Lady sent me of an Errant, and I muft go. 

Clodp. Hold, Mrs Margaret ; if you can bring about my Marriage with 
this Lady, I will give you jo /. 

Peg. That I know not whether I can do or no , but. Sir, I’le endeavour 
to serve you without a reward, if you be in earnest. 

Clodp. I am, prepare a Visit for me presently. * 

Peg. Fie do what I can to serve you, but I must go, your Servant. [Exit. 

Clodp. If I do not give Carolina such a bob, she shall repent it all her 
life time. [Ex. Clodp. and Toby. 

Enter Rams, Bevil, Lucia, and Carolina 

Caro Good Brisk ; Sir, you shall not meet with Woodly this night. 

Luc. And you. Sir, shall pass your word for your self and him. I know 
you’ll offer your help to commit a Gentleman-hke murder for his Honour. 

Rams. Faith, Ladies, there’s no way to secure us but to take each of«js 
and keep us m your several Chambers all night. 
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hue. %, Sir, we shall be in more danger with that, than you’ll be with 
fighting. ' 

Caro . We' shall find a better way with a Constable and Watch, if you 
will not pass your words to go home peaceably to night. 

Bev. If I could think this care of me proceeded from a value you have 
for md, I would renounce my Honour for my Love. 

Carol Perhaps I have such a value" for you, as in time might grow to a 
kind of Friendship. But that’s the farthest point I shall ever Stretch it to. 

Bev. Friendship’s a dull, -foolish, flegmatick affe&ion, which you might 
a had, being a Woman for the matter ; but if it could ever grow" to Love, 
I would renounce my dear Friends, the World, the Flesh, and the Devil 
for you. 

Rains. A Lady will be little pleas’d with one that should renounce the 
Flesh for her sakef 

hue. Are not you angry in your heart to be kept from your belov’d 
Botdes ? 

Rains. The Devil take me, I love you so, that I could be content to 
abjure Wine for ever, and drink nothing but Almond-milk for your sake. 

Bev. We never meet like Country-Sets to drink only, but to enjoy one 
another, and then Wine Steals upon us unawares, as late hours do sometimes 
upon your selves at Cards. 

Rains. And it makes your dull Fools sit hickupping, sneezing, drivelling, 
and belching;, with their eyes set in thjeir heads, while it raises men of heat 
and vigour to mirth, and sometimes to extravagance. 

Bev. And which is most scandalous, witty extravagance, or drivelling, 
snivelling, sneaking dulness. 

f 

Enter Peg with a Note. 

Reg. Is my Lady here. Ladies? ’tis past eleven, and she’s not come 
home yet. 

hue. No, she’s not here. 

Peg. My Lady is at home, and bid me give you that Note. 

[Gives a Note to Rains. 

Not a word to Mr. Bevil, good night. I have taken order, the other Note 
shall be given to Mr. Bevil. [Aside. 

Caro. Gentlemen, we are not us’d to your late hours, we must retire ; 
but if you will not promise to go home peaceably, I will send for the 
Constable. 

Rains. Take my word. Madam, there shall be nothing done to, night. 

hue. Gentlemen, your Servant. 

■Rams. I hope the noise of Fiddles under your Window, will not offend 
you. 
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Luc. In a Town where there are such vile noises’all night long, we may 
suffer good Musick to come into the Consort. 

Caro. Adieu. 

Bev. Your Servant, dear, dear Madam. [Ex. Women. 

Enter Messenger with a Letyer, and delivers it to Bevil. 

Bev. Is this for me ? 

Mess. It was. left in the house for you. 

Rains.. What’s this ? Reads, I knowyou to he a gen’ row Person , and that you 
will succour a distressed Lady, who Stands in need of your Advice immediately 

Sarah Woodly. 

Gad I believe she Stands in need of something else than^ny Advice, she 
has a design on my Chastity shall I go ? good Devi^do not tempt me, 
I must be constant, I will be constant : nay, Gad, I can be constant when 
I resolve on’t, and yet I am a Rogue. But I hope I shall have Grace, and 
yet I fear I shall not ; but come what will, I muSt suffer this tryal of my 
Vertue. 

Bev. How now. Jack, an Assignation ? 

Rains. Peace, Ned, peace, go home, I’le be with you in half an hour. 

Bev. Farewel Constancy. [Exit Rams. 

I am glad he’s gone ; Woodly has repented him of fighting in the morning, 
and wou’d dispatch the busmess to night, ’tis a Moon-light night, and 
we shall do’t well enough. Reads, Meet me in the Field behind my Lodging, 
and I will, Sir, since you are plead d to doubt whether I durSt of- no. [Exit. 

Enter Clodpate and Mrs. Jilt. 

Clodp. Udsooks, do you suspeft me ? my word will go for ten thousand 
pounds in Sussex. 

Jilt. Alas ! I am a poor innocent Country thing unexperienc’d in the 
World ; do not go about to betray a harmless Maid as I am, God wot. 

Clodp. As I am an honeSt Man, I am in earnest j here’s a Parson lies in 
the House, and I’le marry you immediately. 

Jilt. Alas ! I am an inconsiderable person, and not worth your Love, 
though I have been offer’d the Love of Knights, nay Lords, upon my word ; 
but they were scurvy London ones, and I swear I scorn ’em all. 

Clodp. As Gad judge me, you are in the right. 

Jilt. Oh I hate that Town, my Father forc’d me thither for Breeding, 
forsooth. Excellent Breeding is learnt there indeed, to wash, daub, paint, 
and be«proud, and senseless , out on ’em for Jezebels. 

Clodp. Very fine, she’s an Angel, Gudsbud. 

Jilt. I had rather wait upon a Lady in the Country, than be that vann 
thing at London ; upon my word nbw. 
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Clodp. ’Leave all, and cleave to me, we’ll into Sussex far enough off that 
lewd r Town. r 

Jilt. Alas ! I am a silly innocent poor Creature, I cannot abide Marriage, 
upon my word not I ; yet I wou’d undergo any thing rather than live at 
London ; I had rather milk Cows in the Country, than Be a Maid of Honour 
there. 

Clodp. Maid of Honour k I’le make you a Wife of Honour, if you’ll go 
with me ; that’s better. 

Jilt. Well, I vow I use to'go sometimes for my pleasure to Milk a Cow ; 
it is a very pleasant recreation to Stroke the Cows Teats, I delighted in it 
extreamly. 

Clodp. Admirable 

Jilt. Nay I hsfye gone a Hay-making in a frolhck, upon my word now ; 
but my Father was" Stark mad with me, and forc’d me to London , to learn 
breeding, and to break me of those tricks as he call’d ’em. 

Clodp. Gudsooks, he was too blame. If you’ll be my Wife you shall 
milk and make Hay as much as you will. 

Jilt. Sir, you are in a manner a Stranger to me, though Mrs. Margaret 
has told me your condition and quality ; yet an innocent simple thing 
as I am must take advice of Friends. 

Clodp. Friends ! Gad take me, I have 2000 /. a year, take advice of that, 
’twill be the best Friend you can advise with. 

Enter Mrs. Woodly. 

Mrs. Wood. ’Tis Strange this Husband of mine is not come home yet ; 
but I hope Mr. Rains will not fail his appointment. 

Clodp. Here’s Company, let tfs retire and discourse of this business. If 
I do not give Carolina such a bob as she never had in her life 

[Ex. Qodpate and Jilt. 

Mrs Wood. Mr. Rams seems to be a person of worth, and fitter to be 
trusted with an intrigue, than that Viliam Bevil. 

Enter Rams. 

Rains. What a Rogue am I to run mto temptation; but Pox on’t, 
Lucia will ne’er miss what I shall lose. Madam, your humble Servant ; 
I have obey’d your Summons. 

Mrs. Wood. Sir, I hope you’ll pardon the confidence of a Stranger, that 
blushes for’t, as I do. 

Rains. I must thank you for the honour. I’le ne’re Stand out arservmg 
such a Lady with my soul and body too ; I Gad as far as it will go — I am 
a Rogue, poo;: Lucia, forgive me. [Aside. 

Mrs„ Wood. Your Friend Bevil is the falsest of men, but I do not doubt 
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your honour ; you are fit to make a friend of, and advise a Lady in the 
dangerous adtions of her life. 

Rams. It was an unlucky embroilment you were in this night 

Mrs. Wood. It was. Sir ; but I afti the more easily appeas’d, since it 
has offer’d mean occasion of knowing, in some measure, so Worthy a 
person as your self. 

Rams. Why there it is I see wliat it mult come to. ' [Aside. 

Enter Peg. 

Peg. Madam, Mr. Bevtl is walking yonder, but my Master is c omin g in. 

Rams. ’Sdeath, Madam, I shall be discover’d. 

Mrs. Wood Fear it n«t, go in. {Exit Rams. 

Peg, go down. 

Enter Woodly. 

Wood. So, Madam, does not your Ladiship blush, and tremble at my 
presence 5 

Mrs. Wood. You are an unworthy man to suspect my virtue, I am the 
moSt abus’d Woman upon the Eh. 

Wood. Abus’d 1 it is impossible. 

Mrs. Wood. I can cleas my self, wou’d you cou’d do so, barbarous man 1 

Wood. You clear your self 1 

Mrs. Wood. That false Viliam, Bjevil has again had the ^npudence to 
sollicite my virtue, and after he had ask’d me a thousand pardons, he \vas 
so audacious to press me to a meetmg, saying, he would defend me againSt 
all your rage, and that there was no way for me* left, but to fling my self 
upon him for protection. 

Wood. S’death and Hell, and I’le reward him for’t. 

Mrs. Wood. Lord, how I tremble, do not quarrel, good Dear , though 
you are a naughty man, I cannot but love you yet, and wou’d not have 
told you this, but to clear my honour ; take two or three of your Servants, 
and beat him soundly ; do not quarrel, good Dear. 

Wood. I’le warrant you, let me alone. * [Ex Woodly. 

Mrs. Wood. I know he has too much honour not to meet him singly , if 
he kills Bevil, I am reveng’d, if Bevtl kills him, he rids me of the worst 
Husband for my humour m Christendom ; but I’le to Mr. Rams, he’s a 
Gentleman mdeed. [Ex. Mrs. Woodly. 

Enter Bevil in the field. 

Bev. Where is this Woodly? ’Tis as fine a Moon-light night to run a 
man through the Lungs in, as one wou’d wish ; ’Twas unlucky he shou’d 
over-hear me to night, but ’tis too late to retreat now. 

[Rams and Mrs. Woodly appear at the 'Window above. 
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Rams. ? sLife yonder’s Bevil ; I mult to him, for I gave my word to 
keep turn from meeting your Husband to night. 

Mrs. Wood. You need not fear, my Husband’s gone another way. 

Rains. However, Madam, I mult secure him in my Lodgings, and I’le 
wait on you again presently. 

Mrs. Wood. But, Sir, I have an injmediate occasion for your assistance 
and advice. 

Rams. Madam, I’le return immediately. 

Mrs. Wood. My affair is 'So pressing and urgent, it mult be dispatch’d 
instantly: 

Rams. Fie not Stay a moment from you. 

Mrs. lEiwskStay but one minute ; they’ll not meet I tell you. 

Rams. Madafr, I pass’d my honour, and dare not venture it. 

Mrs. Wood. Excellent honour, to leave a Lady that has such occasion 
for you as I have. 

Rams. I have as much occasion, Madam, for you; but those old 
Enemies Love and Honour will never agree. 

Mrs. Wood. Sir, you shall not Stir, for a reason I have to my self. 

Rams. For a reason I have to my stiff, I mult, madam. 

[Breaks from her and Exit. 

Mrs. Wood. Farewel you ill-bred, rude, unworthy Fellow: Heaven! 
how unlucky this is ? I am ruin’d. [Ex.- Mrs. Wood. 

Enter Woodly. 

Wood. All’s true she h^s said, he’s here. 

Bev. Oh, Sir, are you come, I have waited sufficiently for you. 

Wood. 'Oh, cunning ! how rqady he’s at a lye to excuse himself ? Do 
you think to carry it off thus ? 

Bev. Carry what off? you see. Sir, I dare meet you. 

Wood. Rare impudence, meet me ! have at you. Sir. [Draws. 

[They fight, Woodly falls and u disarmed. 

Bev. Your Life 

Wood. Take 'it 1 deserve to lose it Since I defended it no 
better. 

Bev. No, Sir live and live my Friend if you please ; and know 
your Lady’s innocent : I had not gone so far, but that you were pleased 
to make a question to Rams, whether I durst meet you or no. 

Enter Rams. 

Rams. How, Gentlemen, you have put a fine trick upon me, to engage 
me, and then leave me out at this business. 

Wood. He_came hither to meet another, Sir, not me. 

Bev. Another, you are mad. Sir. 
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Enter Lucia and Carolina in Night-Coms. 

Laic. So Gentlemen, you are men of honour, you keep your Morels 
well, but we would not trait you — *-we had you dogg’d 

Caro. This will redound much to our reputation, to have out names 
us’d in one of your quarrels. 

Raws. There’s a miitake. Madam, bear it out. 

Wood. Did not you come to meet a Lady of my acquaintance ? 

Rev. I receiv’d, a Challenge from you, ther ’tis 

Wood. From me? I sent none. Ha, this muit be my damn’ll Wife. 
’sDeath and Hell ; but no more, I am resolv’d. Ladies and Gentlemen, 
do me the favour to go into my Lodgings with me, and ycjp shall see I 
will behave my self like a man of honour, and doubt not^feut to have all 
your approbations. 

Raws. What does he mean ? 

Lac. Come, let’s in. [Exeunt. 

Enter Bisk and Fribble in the Hall. 

Bisk. A duce take*Mr Cuff and *Mr. Kick, for locking us up. Fie take 
him up roundly for’t to morrow : it’s well his Landlord took pity on us 
and releas’d us 

Fnb. Well$ I am so loving in my drink. Fie go to bed to my Dear, 
and forgive her all. . 

Bisk I can hold out no longer. Fie go to bed and make peace with qjy 
Bird, there’s no such peace as that concluded between a pair of sheets. 
Prithee, Neighbour, go you firit gently into her Chamber, and try to 
appease her, a litde to prepare my way. 

Frib. Well, Fie venture a Broken-head for you once. 

Bisk Gently, gently. 

Fnb. ’sdeath, what do I see ? [Peeps w. 

Bisk. Be not afraid, man, what’s the matter ? 

Fnb Mr. Kick is in a very indecent poiture upon the Bed with your Wife. 

Bisk peeps in. ’Shfe what do you say ? Oh, ’tis true,*’tis true, what 
shall I do ? If I should go in, he’d grow desperate at the discovery, and 
for ought I know, kill me. 

Fnb. You muit get a Conitable and apprehend him ; but for my Jade 
I’d maul her. If I should find her at it. 

Bisk. I will, I will, come along with me. Neighbour. 

Fnb. Stay but a minute till I see how my poor Rogue does, and I’le 
go with»you ; I beat her damnably, and am very sorry for’t, l’fack. 

Bisk Oh make haite, make haite ! 

Fnb. Oh, Lord 1 Oh, Lord 1 [Peeps. 

Bisk. What’s the matter ? 
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Fnb. Oh, Lord ! 

Bisk. What’s the matter, come away ? 

Fnb. As Gad judge me, my Jade’s at the same recreation with Mr. Cuff. 
Oh look, look. Neighbour, that you may be my witness as well as I am 
yours. ' [Bisk peeps. 

Bisk." She has given you occasion to maul her. Neighbour. 

Fnb'. This I may thank you for ; you must be bringing Fellows 
acquainted with your Wife, ye Sot. 

Fnb. And you must be laying wagers upon your Wife' s head. Co me , 
come, let’s fetch a Constable, the World shall know what lewd Creatures 
they are. [Exeunt 

Enter Rams, Bevil, Lucia, and Carolina. 

Raws. Since Mi. Woodly is so busie within, sethng his great affair with 
his Lady, let us mind our business. Ladies, our Loves to you two are 
so violent, they must end in Marriage. 

Luc. Your Love is violent indeed, it is a hot Spur French Love. 

Bev. I am sure I have lov’d out a year of ordinary Love in this one day. 

Caro. Marriage ! that were time tcPtalk of when we have known you 
seven years. 

Raws. ’sDeath, would you have a man have the patience of a Patriarch ? 

Luc. Methinks ’twere enough to arrive at Platomck Love at first. 

Bev. The pretence to that is more out of fashion in this a&ive Age, than 
Ruffs and Trunk-breeches are. 

Caro. If we hear one .word of Marriage more, we’ll discard you. We 
may perhaps admit of a little harmless Gallantry. 

Luc. This is no Age for Marriage ; but if you’ll keep your distance, we 
will admit you for a Couple of Servants as far as a Country Dance, or 
Ombre, or so. 


Enter Clodpate. 

Clodp. So, Ladies, I thank you for the Tricks you have put upon me ; 
but, Madam, I am even with you for your London Tricks, I have given 
you such a bob. 

Caro. Me? 

Clodp. You have lost me, Madam, you have. I have marri ed a pretty 
innocent Country-Lady worth fifty of you. Come in, my Dear. Here’s 
the Parson too, that dispatch’d the business for us. I think I have met 
with you now. 


Enter Jilt with a Parson. 

Raws. Mrs. Jilt. 

Bev. Old Acquaintance. 
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Clodpate. How’s this ! 

Jilt. I have got a Husband at laft, though much a’ ado. Tie swear. 

Enter Peg. 

Peg. Sifter, I wish you Joy. Now I hope I may be own’d by you. 

Clodp. Is she her Sifter? Curs’d Instrument of Hell, I am cheated, 
abus’d. 

Bev. Is this your Country-Lady ? she has liv’d in Lendon all her life. 

Clodp. Udsbud, is this true? 

Jilt. I was never so far out of LZndon, nor ever will be agen, I’le 
swear. 

Clodp. Nay, now I am sure she has livM in London, she could not have 
been so impudent else. 

Caro. I wish you happy in her. Sir, though it was notary goo'd Fortune 
to be made so by you ; but let’s in and hear Woodlj s Resolution. 

[Ex. Rams, Bevil, Lucia, and Carolina. 

Jtlt. Did you think I would be mop’d up in a house in Sussex ? Sifter, 
take a place in the Coach, and go to morrow to London, get my Brother 
to bespeak me a fine Coach and jjorses, and to hire me a House in 
Lincolns-Inn-Fields, I shall find Credit for Furniture; but now I t hink 
on’t, my Dear, you shall go with me. You are so ftrangely Ruftical, I 
swear, you muft be better *bred, if you think to please me ; upon my word 
you muft. 

Clodp. Gudsooks, Gudsbud, I’le g’o hang my self. 

Jilt. A person of your Quality keep Company with Boars and Rascals, 
it’s a shame. I’le ha’you to London, and bring you acquainted with Wits 
and Courtiers upon my word, and you shall learn such breeding, of ’em. 
I am belov’d and courted at a high rate by ’em all, I’le swear. 

Clodp. Oh, miserable man ! I have not only married a Londoner, and 
consequently a Strumpet, and consequently one that is not sound, but 
the moft audacious of her Sex, a Mall Cutpurse, a Doll Common. 

Jilt. My Dear, you are ftrangely unkind upon your Wedding night. 
We’ll to London together to morrow, you’ll find great reaped there for 
my sake. I have had so many Lovers I have been cruel to, that I’le swear 
you’ll be the moft envi’d man in the whole World, upon my word you will. 

Clodp. I am diftra&ed, I know not what to do or say. 

Jilt. Why are you troubled, my Dear ? you shall find I have intereft 
at Court, and can keep you from being Sheriff ; nay, I believe I % could 
get you Knighted. 

Clodp. Knighted with a Pox; would you had intereft enough with 
the Parson, and wou’d get me unmarry’d, I wou’d w illin gly give a Leg or 
an Arm. 

Jilt. Unmarried ; nay. Sir, an’ yaji % despise me, I scorn such a pitiffil* 
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Fellow as you are ; ^matters are not gone so far, but upon good terms I 
can release you. 

Clodp. How, Gudsbud, what say you ? 

Peg. Leave it to me, give me arhandsome reward, and her some con- 
sideration for the loss she shall ’have in such a Husband, and I’le do’t. 

Clodp. I will, any thing that you can in reason demand. 

Jilt-. We’ll in, and consult aboutrthe business. 

[Ex. Jilt, and Peg, and Parson. 

Clodp. ’Sbud Fde give r half of my Estate to be nd on her. 

Enter Bisket a d Fribble, with a Constable and Watch, bringing in Mrs. Fribble, 

Mrs. Bisket, Kick, and Cuff. 

Bisk. Sir^fip. please your Worship, I have brought a Malefa&or before 
you here," that^ most unseemly manner did make an assault upon the 
body of my Wife. 

Fnb. And I another, that committed the same insolence upon mine. 

Clodp. Ha, Rogues ! I’le vent some of my anger upon them : Hah, 
you were the Rogues in Country Habits, to day, that won my money at 
Putt : I’le make you Examples, cheating Viliams ; you, for ought I 
know, rob’d me, bound me, and Stole my Dapple Mare. 

Kick. Shameless Rascals, to publish thus your own disgraces. 

[To Bisk, and Fnb. 

Cuff. Rogues ! we shall meet with you. 

Clodp. Away with ’em, cheating'' Slaves ! adulterous Rogues ! „ 

Cuff. Mr. Justice, you are a Coxcomb ; and I shall find a time to cut 
your Nose. 

Kick* And I will make bold to piss upon your Worship. 

Clodp. Oh impudence 1 Constable secure ’em to night, and I’le send 
em in the morning to KmgStone Goal without Bail or Mainpnze. 

Cuff. Pheu, our Party is too Strong for that, here in Town. 

[Ex. ConHable , Cuff, and Kick. 

Clod. Oh this -cursed Match of mine ! I’le see what they do within. 

[Ex. Qodp. 

Mrs. Fnb. Good Dear, forgive me : I will never do the like again. 

Fnb. Again, quoth she ! no she had not need [They Kneel. 

Mrs Bisk. Good Duck, now forgive me ; I will never commit Adultery 
again, nay I will never pluck up a spirit against thee more. Thou shalt 
command me for ever, if thou’lt say no more of this business. 

Bisk. Well, my heart melts I cannot deny my Lamb when she begs 
any thing upon her Knees. Rise, poor Bird but l’fack you were too 
blame. Duck. 

Mrs. Bisk. I was ; but I will never do so ag ain. 

Bisk. But will you swear, as yoji^hope to be sav’d. 
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Mrs Bisk. Ay, as I hope to be sav’d. 

Mrs. Fnb. Pray, Dear, forgive me. 

Frib Ay, now you are upon your Knees ; but you were in another 
poSture juft now. , 

Mrs. Fnb. And I wish I may never Stir out of this place alive, i£ I e’re 
do so again. Pray forgive me. 

Fnb. Well, I’le pass it by for once ;» but Fie not fail to sue Cuffj . ipon 
an A£hon of Assault and Battery. 

Bisk. And Fie .sue Kick too. If we order pur business wisely and 
impannel a*good substantial Jury, of alPmarned men, they’ll give us vast 
damages. 

Ft ib. I have known a man recover 4 or 500 /. in such a Case, and his 
Wife not one jot the worse. 

Bisk. No, not a bit. But shall I always command yoi*? 

Mrs. Bisk. Yes, you shall, you shall. 

Bisk. Why then this is the first day of my reign. 

Enter Woodly, Mrs. Woodly, Rains, Bevil, Lucia, and Carolina. 

Wood. I desire you*all here to Stax and be Witnesses of what I now 
shall do. 

Rains. Be not rash, consider ’till to morrow. 

Wood. I have consider’d^ disswade me not : next to the obligation she 
did me to let me enjoy her when I lik’d her, is the giving me occasion to 
part with her when I do not like her. * 

Bev. 1 am extream sorry, Madam, that I was the occasion, though? 
urv’i -g’ T -, of this breach. 

Mrs. Wood. You are not the occasion, he believes you not;. but if 
you were, I should thank you , for you would nd me at once of him 
and your self too : but the busmess is, we like not one another, and there’s 
an end on’t. 

Wood. But let’s execute our Divorce decently ; for my part I’le celebrate 
it like a Wedding. 

Mrs. Wood. To me ’tis a more joyful day. 

Enter Clodpate, Jilt, Peg, and Parson. 

Peg. Do but sign this Warrant, to confess a Judgment to my Sifter, and 
this Bond to me ; and I’le null your Marriage, or declare these Writings 
before all these Witnesses to be void. 

Clodp. Give me the Writings, I will do’t with all my heart. 

Luc. What’s here another Divorce 5 Clodpate begins betimes. 

Clodp. Here they are, take ’em 

Peg. Well now. Sir, know the Parson would not marry you, because the 
hour was not Canonical, but I was fain to fteal a Cassock, and counterfeit 
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a Beard for Mr. Wpodlfs man. Look you, this is the first Parson I ever 
ordain’d. [Pulls bis Beard off. 

fftlt. I ielease you of your Marriage and thank you, you have qualified 
me to marry one I like better, forJ am resolv’d to marry upon my word, 
and suddenly too. 

Clodp. ’Sdeath and Hell, if ever I come so near London agen, I’le commit 
Treason, and have my head and quarters set upon the Bridge. [Ex. Clodpate. 

Wood. Now listen, and be witnesses to our agreement. 

Mrs. Wood. This I think is the first time we e’er.- agreed since our 
Wedding. 

Wood. Impri is, I Fra c Woodly , for several causes me thereunto 
especially moving, do declare I will for ever separate from the company 
of Sarah c mjspow Wife. 

Mrs. Wood. Your lewd disorderly life made you separate before. The 
said Sarah having for this two years scarce seen you by day-light. 

Wood. And that I will never hereafter use her like a Wife. 

Mrs. Wood. That is scurvily. Also all Obligations of conjugal affe£Hons, 
shall from henceforth cease, be null, void, and of none effeft. 

Wood. Then, that I am to keep^what MiStressr I please, and how I 
please, after the laudable custom of other Husbands. 

Mrs. Wood. And that I am to have no Spies upon my company or 
aftions, but may enjoy all Priviledges of other separate Ladies, without 
any lett, hindrance, or molestation whatsoever. 

Wood. And if at any time I should be in drink, or otherwise in fi. loving 
fit, and should be desirous to visit you, it shall and may be lawful for 
you to deny me ingress, egress, and regress. 

Mm, Wood. Yes, though you serve me as you do others, and break my 
Windows. 

Wood. I restore you all your Portion, and add 2000 /. to it for the use 
I have had on you. 

Mrs. Wood. So, it is done. 

Wood. Is not this better than to live and quarrel, and to keep a pother 
with one another. 'Faith take a Kiss at parting for old acquaintance. 

[K' ses her. 

Mrs. Wood. Farewell, dear Husband. 

Wood. Adieu, dear Wife. 

Fnb. to hts Wife. This ’tis to marry a Gentleman, forsooth ; if you 
had r marry’d one, yo certainly had been turn’d away for the prank you 
plaid to night. 

Bisk. Ay, but we Citizens use our Wives better : let me tell you, 
Neighbour Fribble , I would not part from my L amb for all "the World, 
let her do what she will, she is such a pretty Rogue. 

Luc. See what Matrimony comps to 
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Rams. Madam, since we cannot agree upon better tearms, let me claim 
your Promise, and admit me for your Servant. 

Luc. I do receive you upon tryal. , 

Caro. And I you upon your good behaviour : I think you have gone 
far enough in one day. 

Luc. If you should improve every day so, what would it come .to in 
time? 

Rams. To what it should come to. Madam. t 

Bev ’Twill come to that. Jack ; for dne Fortnights conversing with us 
will lay such a scandal upon ’em, they’ll be glad to repair to Marriage. 

Wood. To shew you, that there was never yet so decent a Divorce, 
have Fiddles to play at it, as they use to do at Weddings. 

Mrs. Wood. And to shew you I am extreamly pleas’d, I’L dande at it. 

Wood. How easie and how light I walk without this ^Toak * methinks 
’tis air I tread Come let’s Dance, Strike up. 

Dance. 

Marriage that does the heaptf and mils unite , 

Is the belt Hate of pleasure and delight : 

But 

When Man and Wife no more each other please , 

They may at leaH like us each other ease. [Hx. omnes. 


FINIS. 
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Epilogue 

A Play without a Wedding, made m Spight 

Of old Black-Fiyars , ’tie a fine way they write , 
They please the wicked Wenchers of the Age, 

And scoff at civil Husbands on the Stage : 

To- th’ great decay of Children m the Nation, 

‘Tiff laiiffi poor Matrimony out of fashion. 

A young man dares not marry now for shame , 

He is afraid of losing his good name. 

If they go on thus, in a short time we 
Shall but few Sons of hone ft Women see : 

And when no virtuous Mothe ££ there shall be, <■ 

Who is’t will boa ft his ancient Family ? 

Therefore, for Heavens sake, take the fir ft occasion. 

And marry all of you for th’ good o’ m Nation. 

Gallants, leave your lewd whoring and take Wives, 

Repent for shame your CovCnt-Gatden lives : 

Feannot the fate of us, whom in the Play 
Our bawdy Poet Cuckolded to day ; 

For ours are Epsom Water-dnnhng Wives, 

And few in that lewd r Town lead ftnfter lives : 

But for the reft, he’d have it understood' 

By representing few ill Wives he wou’d - 
Advance the value of the many good. , 

He knows the wise, the fair, the chafte, the young. 

A pyrty are so numerous end Strong, 

Would they his Play with their proteftion owne, 

They might each day fill all this House alone. 

He says, none but ill Wives can ever be 
Banded in faction ’gamft this Comedy. 

Therefore come all, who wish to have it known. 

Though there are scurvy Wives, that they are none. 
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Source. 

T IECK pointed out the resemblance between Shakespeare’s The 
Tempeli and the German play Comedia vSn der schonen Sidea by Jakob 
Ayrer, where the parallels are indeed so Striking that it almost seems 
there must have been some common o 'ginal, unless perchance Shakespeare 
knew of the play from the English comedians who visited Xilmb-irr, 
Ayrer’s native town, in 1604 and 1606.* Moreover, English a&ors per- 
formed a Sidea “ in good German ” in 1613. Jakob Ayrer died 26 March, 
1605, so he cannot in any case have been die borrower. Yet even if 
Shakespeare did thus glean certain incidents from theatrical gossip of 
Sidea, that bare hint cannot have been his mam source for The TempeSl. 
The poet Collins gave a misleading due when he spoke of Aurelto and 
Isabella, but none the less I am inclined to believe the poet was indebted to 
some lost romance. .This seems to me supported by the fad that there are 
several loose threads in The Temped such as might well be left in a play 
founded upon a romance, and, although they have been remarked, in my 
opinion the significance bf these has been overlooked. For example, we 
are never told what was the one thing Sycorax did for which they would 
not take her life — it was assuredly *not the fad of her pregnancy ; the 
whole business of the marriage of Qaribel to the King. of Turns see s 
insufficiently introduced, either some other motive for the voyage should 
have been suggested or more should have been made of this episode, — 
Dryden, it will be noted, represents Alonzo as returning from Portugal, 
where he has very ChriStianly fought the Barbary foe. These are slight, 
but remarkable, points. 

There is some faint trace of such a romance in a Spanish tale by Antonio 
de Eslava, which forms part of the colledion Las nodes de tnvtemo, pub- 
lished at Madrid in 1609. 

Here we have a dispossessed king, Dardanus, who is a beneficent 
magician, who raises an ensorcelled palace amid the seas, and provides his 
daughter, Seraphina, with a royal bridegroom. A tempest helps to un- 
ravel the plot of the Story, and Sirens, Dryads, Nymphs, Tritons, minister 
the will of the kindly thaumaturge. 

No doubt various records of Jacobean voyaging and adventure, illations 
of the expedition of Sir Thomas Gates and Sir George Somers, published 
in 1610* supplied Shakespeare with suggestions of which he made most 
excellent use. To endeavour to locate the enchanted isle seems the 
crassest folly, an ineptitude of that kind well-beloved of many Shak - 
spearean commentators. 
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Since the Masque of Ins, Ceres, and Juno does not appear in the Shad- 
well opera, it were impertinent to discuss it here. There are certain noodle 
sciolists, who have piddled about with The Temp eft, that would deny it to 
be Shakespeare’s writing One can but feel sorry forfhe poor naturals. 

Some" of Shakespeare’s names, Ferdinand, Alonzo, Sebastian, Gonzalo, 
were probably suggested by Eden’s HiBory of Tram/e, 1577, whence was 
also taken the name Setebof, a great devil. 

Caliban is generally considered to be a metathesis of Canibal, 1 e,, 
Caribee ; and Shakespeare's source here was indisputably Flora’s Mon- 
taigne, published 1603, Book I, c. 30 Of the Camballes. 

Various ingenious, but hardly satisfactory, derivatives have been 
advanced for the name Sycorax, in whose figure'' at least one ingenious 
editor, with more ^historical perception of truth than fa£t and gallantry, 
sees an allegorizaticn of that “ bright Occidental Star ” Queen Elizabeth. 

In his preface to The TempeB , 4to, 1670, Dryden explicitly States that 
the character of Hippohto is due to Davenant. Herman Grimm, F, nfcehn 
Essays , Berlin, vo, 17 5, once made a futile, and indeed ridiculous, 
attempt to show that Hippohto is borrowed from Calderon’s En e Ha vida 
todo es verdad,y todo mentira. H. H. Pumess in his very faulty edition of 
The TempeB, Variorum Shakespeare , 1892, jumped at the suggestion, and 
absurdly wrote that “ the mutilations, or rather the additions, for which 
Dryden took to himself credit as the author, are wholesale ‘ conveyances ’ 
from a play ef Calderon.” It is obvious that Furness had no acquaintance 
with the play in question. En eBa vida todo es verdad,y todo mentira is a play 
of Strange and beautiful fantasy, which save for the merest chance rese - 
blance of some half a dozen lines, has absolutely nothing in common with 
The TemfeB. The error, however, was unfortunately repeated by Strunk, 
who relied upon the incorred and blundering Fumess, in his amateurish 
editing of All for Love, Introduction, p. xvu, no date, but presumably 
pubhshed about 19x0. In my Shakespeare Adaptations , 1922, when I 
reprinted the Dryden-Davenant TempeB, I have dealt with this whole 

2 ue§tion in detail, and. by an analysis of the Spanish play I show that 
)avenant has taken nothing from Calderon. 


(.1 6 ) 


Theatrical History 

T HE various complicated problems conaeftecUwith the Davenant- 
Dryden alteration of The Tempest and the question of an operatic 
version by Shadwell have bee fully discussed m the Introduction, 
and therefore do not require to be further dealt with here. 

The Davenant-Dryden The Tempest or, The Enchanted Island was pro- 
duced on Thursday, 7 November, 1667. Pepys, who was present, found 
himself among “ a great many great ones. The house mighty full ; the 
King and Court there : and the moft innocent play that ever I saw , and 
a c uri ous piece of musique is an echo of half-sentences, the echo repeating 
the former half, whilst the man goes on to the latter , which is mighty 
pretty ” This is the song sung by Ferdinand in Act III, 3, where Ariel 
echoes Go thy way. Jt was set by BaniSter, who with Pelham Humphreys 
supplied the music in 1667. All, Pepys tells us, “ were mightily pleased 
with the play.” The diariSt saw the comedy several times, and on one 
occasion was admitted behind the scenes, and “ had the pleasure to see 
the a&ors id their several dresses, especially the seamen, and monster, 
which were very droll.” 

No hft of aftors was printed with the quarto, but we know that He&ry 
Harris played Ferdinand ; Edward Angel, “ an incomparable Comedian,” 
Step han o ; Cave Underhill, Trincalo. Moll Davis was also in the original 
caft, her role perhaps being Hippolito, for*he “ right Heir of the Dukedom 
of Mantua ” was assigned to a woman, and litde Miss Davies in breeches 
parts had already proved an irresistible attraction. After she left the Stage 
she was succeeded in The Tempest by Mrs. Gosnell, who, according to 
Pepys, was a sorry substitute. Betterton himself did not appear in the 
play. 

The Dav enan t-Dryden comedy was printed quarto, 1070, the preface 
by Dryden b eing dated 1 December, 1669. It was for the first time edited 
by myself in my volume Shakespeare Adaptations , 1922. Downes records : 
“In 1673 [rather 1674] The Tempelt; or Inchanted Island, made into an 
Opera by Mr. Shadwell : having all new in it ; as Scenes, Machines , par- 
ticularly, one scene painted with myriads of Ariel Spirits , and'another 
flying away with a table, fumisht out with fruits, sweet-meats, and all sorts 
of viarfds, just when Duke Trincalo and his companions were going to 
dinner ; all things perform’d m it so admirably well, that not any succeed- 
ing opera got more money ” Mr„W. J. Lawrence in his Did Thomas SJiad- 
well write an Opera on “ The Tempelt (Elizabethan Tlayhouse , i, p. 20^) fixes 
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“ the date of production of the Shadwell TempeB at circa , 30 April, 1674, 
probably .sound approximation.” This operatic version was printed 
quarto, 1674 ; 1676 (bis) ; 1690 ; 1695 ; and 1701. With the exception 
of the foho Dryden, 1701, this is the text which ha„s been given in all 
editions of Dryden’s work. 

The' first alteration of The Tempepi seems immediately to have been 
absorbed in the opera, which was extraordinarily popular, indeed few 
pieces upon the Restoration Stage proved so great and so continued an 
attraction. The Opera was' seen by*the King on Tuesday; 17 November, 
1674 ; upon the following day, upon Saturday, 2 of that month , upon 
Monday, 5 November, 1677 ; and apparently again ten days later. 

There are innumerable contemporary allusions "to The TempeB, to the 
elaborate nme-en-sc'ene and effects ; to Duke Trmcalo and the sailors ; to 
Caliban and Sycorax ; to the singing and dancing ; to the spirits and 
devils ; to the Terminal Masque ; all of these having fairly ensorcelled 
the Town. 

For the Opera new instrumental music was written by Matthew Lock, 
and new vocal music by Pietro Reggio and J. Hart* The dances were 
composed by Giovanni Battista Dragtft - . In a private letter to myself the 
late Mr. W. Barclay Squire wrote (1922) : “ Excepting Draghi’s dances I 
think we now have the whole of the music for Shadwell’s version.” The 
song Arise, anse ! ye subterranean winds, at the end of the second aCt will be 
found, duly ascribed to Shadwell, “ ArSong in The TempeSt. The Words 
by Air. ShadwelL” in the work advertised in the London Gazette, 16S0, as 
“ A choice collection of Sgngs set by Sigmor Pietro Reggio to be engraved 
on copper in an extraordinary manner in very large foho, most of them 
out of Ml. A. Cowley’s excellent Poems.” This beautiful book is em- 
bellished with a copper-plate title representing Anon upon the dolphin, 
carried safe over a swelling sea. There are commendatory verses by Flat- 
man ; Ayres ; Laurence Maidwell, a Latin copy, for Maidwell was a 
schoolmaster , one T. B. ; and Shadwell himself. To Shadwell, whom 
he hails as “ Cigno'Immortal,” Reggio replied in a “ Soneto AT Signor 
Tomaso Shadwd, Poeta Digmissimo.” A MS. copy of the same setting 
is ascribed to Grabu, but this is obviously an error. For a second MS. 
copy corrected bears Reggio’s name. 

The Operatic The TempeB, doubtless as being one of the moSt splendid 
spectacles known to the London Stage, took the chief place of the three 
magnificent productions seen by the Morocco Ambassador at Dorset 
Garden early in 162. His Excellency declared himself “ extreamly 
pleased ” at the performances. 

Edward Angel had died in the sprmg or early summer of 1673, and it 
is doubtful if Henry Harris was aCfang ip. 16 2, but Cave Underhill played 
Trmcalo, his original part, it was in fs.Ct one of his most eminent roles. 
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There were special revivals of The Tempest in 1690 and 1691, and it was 
probably for these that the opera, with additions, was wholly re-set by 
Henry Purcell. Towards the close of 1695 a song for Dormda, “^Dear 
Pretty Youth,” not to be found in the quarto, was published m Book III 
of Deltcia Mustca as “ A New Song’ in The TempeB, sung by Miss Cross 
to her Lover who is supposed Dead. Set by Mr. Henry Purcell.” ' 

A performance of The TempeB With “all the original Flyings and 
Musick ” is announced in the Daily Courant, 13’ February, 1707-8, 
“ Dormda by jMrs. Cross with the Song q£ * Dear Pretty Youth.’ ” 
Letitia Cross, as notorious for her amours as admired for her beauty, 
had been the mistress of Peter the Great during his Stay in England. 

It is, of course, only, possible to chronicle a very few performances of 
The TempeB, which, it is interesting to note, we find frequently advertised 
in The SpeBator. At Drury Lane, 4 June, 1714, Powell played Prospero ; 
Johnson Caliban ; Ryan Ferdinand , Mrs. Mountfoft Hippohto ; Mrs. 
Santlow Dormda ; whilst Bullock had succeeded Underhill as Trincalo. 

2 January, 1729, at the same theatre, John Mills was Prospero ; Wilks 
Ferdinand ; Joe Miller Trincalo ; Mrs. Cibber Hippohto ; Mrs. Booth 
Miranda ; Miss Robinson Ariel ; <md Kitty Raftor, a young nymph of 
seventeen, who afterwards became Kitty Clive, Dormda 

31 January, 1746, Garrick revived The TempeB as by Shakespeare. 
Luke Sparks, afted Prospero ; Macklm Stephano , and Kitty Clive Ariel 
None the less the Masque of Neptune and Amphitnte, for which Arne had 
written new music, was appended. ’ 

In December of the following year The TempeB, loosely announced* as 
“ Not a<fted 7 years,” was given at Drury Lane’ with Berry as Prospero , 
Macklm Trincalo, Isaac Sparks Caliban; Taswell, a great farceur, 
Sycorax; Peg Woffington Hippohto, 'Mrs. Mozeen Miranda; Kitty 
Clive Ariel ; and Mrs. Green Dormda. The whole concluded with the 
Masque. 

There is an interesting and detailed account of the production of The 
TempeB at Dublin on 13 January, 1748-9, at the Theatre Royal, Smock- 
alley. 

Sheridan had got together for the season of 1748-9 an exceptionally 
Strong company, including Mr. and Mrs. Macklm, Mrs. Bland, Mr. and 
Mrs. Lampe, Mr. Sullivan, Mrs. Mozeen, Mrs. Storer, Mr. Howard, and 
Signor Pasquali. In the Dublin papers he announced that, m order to do 
full justice to the musical plays and operas, he had engaged an qrcheStra 
consisting of ten vio lins , a tenor, a ’cello, two hautbois, two bassoons, two 
double-basses, two French horns, a trumpet, and a harpsichord. At the 
request of several patrons, m December, the Drury Lane revival of The 
TempeB was put m rehearsal by Macklm, who played Trincalo, and was 
duly produced on Friday, 13 January, 1749. 
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The Dublin Courant of 3-7 January, 1748-9, announced that on Friday, 
13 January, would be revived The Tempeft, with the original songs “ and 
Musick, compos’d by Mr. Purcell.” This advertisement was repeated in 
the issue of 7-10 January, and the play was given to a crowded house. 
Its success was assured, and the second performance followed on 19 
January. The advertisement for this repeat performance contains the 
announcement that the play was now performed “ for the second time in 
the present Manner fn this Kingdom.” A later advertisement, in the issue 
for 14-17 January, informs, the public that the original “ Musick by the 
celebrated Purcell ” would be giveiT, and that the whole was to -conclude 
with “ a Grand Masque of Neptune and Amphitnte.” ' In the announce- 
ment of the third performance, "which took place on 25 January, the 
advertisement held out as a lure “ the original Musick composed by 
Purcell,” as' well as-“ Sinkings, Flyings, and other Decorations,” and “ an 
extraordinary Piece" of Machinery representing the Rising Sun.” 

On 11 February, 1756, Garrick put on an operatic version of The 
Tempest prepared by himself. Hippolito and Dormda, it is true, have 
disappeared ; but there were wholesale conveyances from Tyrannic Love , 
Trincalo, Stephano, and Ventoso indulge in a trio ; -and there are many 
other impertinent interpolations, whilst Shadwell’s Arise, arise ! ye sub- 
terranean winds is sung by Milcha. New music had been composed by 
John Christopher Smith. With not unmerited sarcasm did Theophilus 
Qbber write of “ The Tempeft castrated into an opera. Oh ! what an 
agreeable Lullaby might it have proved to our Beaus and Belles to have 
heard Caliban, Sycorax, and one of the Devils, trilling of trios.” 

Shakespeare’s The Tempeft without adulteration was revived by Garrick 
on 20 October, 1757, and announced as “ Not added 14 years.” 

Bell’s ading edition of Shakespeare “ regulated from the prompt-books 
by permission of the managers ” (1773-1775) supplies a “ pure and un- 
mixed,” if greatly abridged, text of The Tempeft, and Shakespeare alone 
held the Stage until 13 October, 1787, when Kemble at Drury Lane 
restored Hippolito,, played by Mrs. Goodall, and Dormda Miss Fatten. 

31 October, i 12, Young attempted Prospero at Covent Garden, but 
it is said that the performance, though intelligent and correct, suffered by 
comparison with Kemble. Mrs. Henry Johnston was the Hippolito, and 
Miss Booth Dormda. 

Hippolito and Dormda did not, mdeed, finally disappear from the 
theatre until 13 Odober, 1 3 , when at Covent Garden Macready gave his 
sumptuous and extremely successful produdion of The Tempeft “ from the 
text of Shakespeare.” This ran for fifty-five nights The music was 
“ seleded from the works of Purcell, Linley, and Dr. Ame, and arranged 
by Mr. T. Cooke.” Macready appeared as Prospero ; Anderson Fer- 
dinand ; Phelps Antonio ; G. Bennett Caliban , Harley Trincalo ; 
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Bartley Stephano ; Miss Faucit Miranda , and Priscilla Horton Ariel. 
On 29 November and 1 and 4 December Miss Vanderhoff was the 
Miranda. 

Probably Shadwell’s songs have not been heard in The Tempest since 
1756, and it mu§t Ije remembered than Hippohto and Dorinda wholly 
belong to Sir William Davenant and Dryden. 

Some account of Thomas DufFett’s ^.musing skit The Mock-Tempett ; or , 
The ’Enchanted Cattle, which was written for the rival company to burlesque 
the operatic Tempett, will be found in the Introdudhon. As Langbaine 
says, this. farce Was penned “on purpose to* draw Company from the 
other Theatre, where was great resort about that time to see that reviv’d 
Comedy call’d The Tempett, then much is vogue.” The Mock-Tempett was 
given at Drury Lane in November, 1674, and printed quarto, 1675 ; Term 
Catalogues, Hilary (15 February), 1675. It was republished, for the first 
time, and edited by myself, in my ShakeSpeare Adaptations, 1922. 
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PREFACE 

TO THE 

Encbantefr 3-$lan6. 

T HE writing of Prefaces to Plays, was probably invented by some very 
ambitious Poet, who never thought he had done enough, . Perhaps by some 
Ape of the French Eloquence, which uses to make a business of a Letter of 
Gallantry, an examen of a Farce ; and, in short, a great pomp and ostentation of 
words on every trifle. This is certainly the Talent of that Nation, and ought not to 
be invaded by any other. They do that out of gaiety, which would be an imposition 
upon us. 

We may satisfie our selves with surmounting them in the Scene, and safely leave 
them those trappings of writing, and flourishes of the Pen, with which they adorn 
the borders of their Plays, and which are indeed no more than good Lands kips to a 
very indifferent 'Piffure. I muff proceed no farther in this argument, kff I run my 
self beyond my excuse for writing this. Give me leave therefore to telly ou. Leader, 
that I do it not to set a value on any thing I have written in thiv Play, but out 1 'of 
gratitude to the memory of Sir William Davenant, who did me the honour to join 
me with him in the alteration of it. , 

It was originally Shakespear’s : a Poet for whom he had particularly a high 
veneration, and whom he firff taught me to admire. The Play it self had formerly 
been aided with success m the Black-Fryers : and our excellent Fletcher had so 
great a value for it, that he thought fit to make use of the same Design, not much 
varied, a second time. Those who have seen hs Sea-Voyage, may easily discern 
that it was a Copy of Shakespear’r Tempest : the Storm , thi Desart Island, 
and the Woman who had never seen a Man, are all sufficient Testimonies of it 
But Fletcher was not the only Poet who made use of Shakespear’r Plot : Sir 
John Suckling, a profess’d admirer of our Author, has follow’d his foot ffeps in 
his Goblins ; his Regmella being an open imitation of Shakespearh Miranda ; 
and his Spirits, though counterfeit, yet are copied fiom Ariel. But Sir X^ilham 
Davenant, as he was a Man of quick and piercing imagination, soon found that 
somewhat might be added to the design of Shakespear, of which neither Fletcher 
nor Suckling had ever thought : and therefore to put the laff hand to it, he design’d 
the Counter-part to Shakespear 1 j Plot, namely , that of a Man who had never seen 
a Woman ; that by this means those ti*>o Characters of Innocence and Love might 
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the more illustrate and commend each other. This excellent Contrivance he was 
pleas’d to rommmicate to me, and to desire my assittance m it. I confess , that from 
the veryfirtt moment it so pleas’d me, that I never writ any thing with more delight. 
I mutt likewise do him that juttice to acknowledge, that my writing received daily 
his amendments, and that is the reason 'why it is not so faulty, as the rett which I 
have done, without the help or correttion of so judicious a Friend. The Comical 
parts of the Saylers were al$o of his invention, and for the mott part his writing, 
as you will easily discover by the Style. In the time I writ with him, I had the 
opportunity to observe somewhat mon nearly of him than I fad formerly done, 
when I had only a bare acquaintance with him : I found htyn then of so quick a 
fancy, that nothing was propos’d to him , on which he could not suddenly produce a 
thought extreamly pleasant and surphsmg : and those firtt thoughts of his, contrary 
to the old Tatme Proverb, were not always the leatt happy. And as his fancy was 
quick, so likewise ware the products of it remote and new. He borrowed not of any 
other ; and his imaginations were such as could not easily enter into any other Man. 
His Corrections were sober and judicious : and he corrected his own writings much 
more severely than those of another Man, bettowmg twice the time and labour in 
polishing, which he us’d in invention. It had perhaps been easie enough for me to 
have arrogated more to my self than was ny due, in the writing of this Play, and to 
have pass’d by his name with silence in the Publication of it, with the same ingratitude 
which others have us’d to him , whose Writings he hath not only corrected ', as he 
hath done this, but has had a greater inCpeChon over them, and sometimes added 
whole Scenes ^ together, which may as easily be dittmgwsh’d from the rett, as true 
Gold from counterfeit by the weight. But besides the unworthmess of the ^Action 
which deterred tfie from it (there being nothing so base as to rob the dead of his 
reputation) I am satisfi’d'I could never have receiv’d so much honour, in being 
thought the Author of any Poem, how excellent soever, as I shall from the joining 
my imperfections with the Merit and Name of Shakespear and Sir William 
Davenant. 

Decemb 

1669 

John Dtiden. 


( 194 ) 


PROLOGUE to the TEMPEST, 
or the Enchanted Island. 

A S when a Tree’s cut down , the secret Root 
I \ Lives under ground, and thence new branches shoot; 

A. \~So,from old Shakespear’s honour’d dust, this day 
Springs upland buds a new reviving Play 
Shakespear,,#^ (taught by none ) did first impart 
To Fletcher Wit, to labouring Johnson Art . 

He, Monarch-like, gave those his Subjects Law, 

And is that Nature which they paint and draw. 

Fletcher reach’d that which on his heights did grow 
WhilB Johnson crept and gather’d all below. 

This did his Love, and this his Mirth digest : 

One imitates him molt, the other belt 
If they have since out-writ all other Men, 

’Tis with the dfops which fell firm ShakespearV Pen. 

The Storm which vanish’d on the neighb’nng shore , 

Was taught by Sha^espearV Tempelt firlt to roar. 

That Innocence and Beauty which did smile 
In Fletcher, grew on this Enchanted Isle. 

.J But ShakespearV Magic k could not copy’ d be. 

Within that Circle none durft walk but he. 

I mult confess ’twas bold, nor would you now 
That liberty to vulgar Wits allow, , 

Which works by Magick supernatural things : 

But Shakespear’r Powe’r is Sacred as a King’s. 

Those Legends from old Prielthood were receiv’d. 

And he then writ, as People then believ’d. 

But, if for Shakespear we your grace implore. 

We for our Theatre shall want it more : 

Who by our dearth of Youths are forc’d f employ 
One of our Women to present a Boy. 

And that’s a transformation, you will say. 

Exceeding aU the Magick m the Play. 

Let none expelt in the lali Alt to find. 

Her Sex transform’d jrom Man to Woman-kind. 

What e’r she was before the Play began. 

All you shall see of her is perfeft Man. 

Or if your fancy will be farther led 
To find her Woman, it mult be a-ked. 
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W EE, as the ffathers of the Stage have said. 

To treat ypu here a'vaSt expense have made , 
What they have gott from you in cheSts is laid, 
Or is for purchas’d Lands, or houses paid. 

You, in this house, all our estates may find, 

Wch for your pleasures wholly are design’d. 

’Twas foohsh, for we might, we must confesse, 

Vafire ourselves much more, & you much lesse ; 

And hke those reverend men, we might have spar’d 
And never for our Benefa&ors car’d ; 

Still made your Treatment, as they do, more Coarse, 

As if you did, as fast as they, grow worse : 

But we young men, are apt to shght advice. 

One Day we may decrepid grow and wise : 

Then, hoping not to time to get much more. 

We’ll Save our money, & cry out wee’r poore. 

Wee’re young, & look yet many yeares to live, 

& by your future Bounty hope to thrive ; 

Then let us laugh, for now no cost wee’l spare 

And never think we’re poor, while we your favours share, 

Without the good old Playes we did advance. 

And all ye Stages omarqent enhance ; 

To splendid things they follow in, but late : 

They ne’re invent, but they can imitate : 

Had we not for yr. pleasure found new wayes 
You Still had rusty Arras had, & thredbare playes , 

Nor scenes'nor Woomen, had they had their will. 

But some with grizl’d Beards had acted Woomen Still, 
Some restive horses, spight of Switch & spurre, 

Till others Strain agSt ’em, will not Stirr. 

Envying our Splendid house, & prosp’rous playes. 

They scoff at us, & Libell the high wayes. 

<~Tis fitt we, for our faults, rebukes shou’d meet. 

The Citty ought to mend those of ye Street, 

With the best poets’ heads our house we grac’d 
Wch we in honour to ye Poets plac’d. 

Too much of the old witt They have, Tis true : 

But they must look for little .or ye new. 
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Dramatis/ Personae. 


<4 Latino Duke of Savoy , and Usurer of th$ Dukedom of Mantua. 

J y Ferdinand, his Son. 

Profpero right Duke of MtUam. 

* 

Antonio his Brother, Usurper of the Dukedom. 

Gon^alo, a Nobleman of Savoy. 

Hippolito , one that never saw Woman, right Heir of the Dukedom 

Mantua. 

Stephana Master of the Ship. 

MuHacho his Mate. 

Tnncalo Boatswain. 

Ventoso a Mariner. 

Several Manners. 

A Cabbin-Boy. 

Miranda and) 


Donnda 


(Daughters to Prospero') that never saw Man. 


Ariel an aiery Spirit, attendant on Prolpero. 
Several Sprats, Guards to Prolpero. 

Caliban 


Sycorax his Sifter 


1-Two Monfters of the Isle. 
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THE 


Enchanted Islanc 


The Front of the Stage is open’d, and the Band of 24 Violins , with the Harpsicals 
and Theorbo’s which accompany the Voices, are plac’d between the Pit and 
the Stage. While the Overture is playing, the Curtain, rises, and discovers 
a new Frontispiece, join’d to the great PilaBers, on each side of the Stage. 
This Frontispiece is a noble Arch, supported by large wreathed Columns of 
the Co rinthian Order ; the wreathing. s of the Columns are beautifi’d with 
Roses wound round them, and several Cupids flying about them. On the 
Cornice, juB over the Capitals, sits % on either side a Figure, with a Trumpet 
in one hand, and a Palm in the other, representing Fame. A little farther 
on the same Cornice, on each side of a Compass-pediment, lie a Lion and a 
Unicom, the Supporters of the Royal Arms of England. In the middle of 
the Arch are several Angels, holding the Tangs Arms, as if they were placing 
theffi m the midSi of that Compass-pediment. Behind this is the Scene, which 
represents a thick Cloudy Sky, a very Rocky CoaSi, and 0 TempesiuousmSea 
in perpetual Agitation. This Tempest ( suppos’d to be rais’d by Magick ) 
has many dreadful Objects m it, as several Spirits in horrid shapes flying down 
amongst the sailers , then rising and crossing in the Air . And when the Ship 
is sinking, the whole House is darken’d, and a shower of Fire falls upon em. 
This is accompanied with Lightning, and several Claps of Thunder, to the 
end of the Storm. 
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ACT I. 


Enter Muftacho and Ventoso. 


Vent. 


W Hat a Sea comes in > 

MuB. A hoaming Sea ! we shall have foul weather. 


Enter Trincalo. 

Trine. The Scud comes againSt the Wind, ’twill blow hard. 
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Enter Stephano. 

Steph . Bosen' 

Tmc. Here, Master, what say you ? 

Steph. Ill weather ! let’s off to. Sen. 

MuH.' Let’s have Sea room enough, and then let it blow the Devils 
Head 'off. 

Steph Boy ! Boy r ! [Enter Cabm Boy. 

Boy. Yaw, yaw, here. Master. 

Steph. Give the Pilot a dram of the Bottle. [Exeunt Stephano and Boy. 

Enter Manners, and pass over the Stage. 

Tnnc. Bring the Cable to the CapStorm. 

Enter Alonxo, Antonio, Gonzalo. 

Alon. Good Boscn have a care ; where’s the Master ? 

Play the Men. 

Trine. Pray keep below. 

Anto. Where’s the Master, Bosen ? 

Trine. Do you not hear him ? you f hinder us : keep your Cabins, you 
help the Storm. 

Gon\. Nay, good Friend be patient. 

Tnnc. I, when the Sea is : hence ; what care these roarers for the 
name of Duke ? to Cabin ; silence ; trouble us not. 

Gon%. Good Friend, remember whom thou haSt aboard. 

Trine. None that I love more than my self : you are a Counseller, if 
you can advise these Elements to silence, use your wisdom : if you cannot, 
make you;p self ready in the Cabm for the ill hour. Cheerly good hearts ! 
out of our way. Sirs. [Exeunt Tnncalo and Mariners. 

Gon\. I have great comfort from this Fellow ; methinks his complexion 
is perfeft Gallows ; Stand fast, good fate, to his hanging ; Make the Rope 
of his DeStiny our Cable, for our own does little advantage us ; if he be 
not bom to be hang’d, we shall be drown’d. [Exit. 

'Enter Tnncalo and Stephano. 

Trine. Up aloft. Lads. Come, reef both Topsails. 

Steph. Make haSte, let’s weigh, let’s weigh, and off to Sea. [Ex. Steph. 

Enter two Mariners , and pass over the Stage. 

Trine.' Hands down 1 man your Mam-CapStorm. 

Enter MuStacho and Ventoso at the other door. 

Muft. Up aloft ! and man your Seere-CapStorm. 

JG nit. My Lads, my Hearts of gold, get in your CapStorm-Bar : Hoa up, 
hoa up, &c. [Exeunt MuStacho and Ventoso. 
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Enter Stephano. 

Steph. Hold on well ! hold on well ! nip well there ; 

Quarter-Mafter, get’s more Nippers. [Exit Sleph 

1 “* 

Enter two Mariners , and pass over again. 

Trine. Turn out, turn out all hands to CapStorm. 

You dogs, is this a time to sleep ? lubbord. 

Heave together. Lads. [Trincalo whittles. 

„ > [Exeunt MuStacho WVentoso. 

Mutt, within. Our Vial’s broke. 

Vent, within. ’Tis but our Vial-bloclj has given way. Come heave. 
Lads ! we are fix’d agam. Heave together, Bullyes 

Enter Stephano. 

Steph. Cut down the Hammocks ! cut down the Hammocks ! 

Come, my Lads : Come, Bullyes, chear up ! heave lustily. 

The Anchor’s a peek. 

Trine. Is the Anchor a Peek ? 

Steph. Is a weigh ? Is a weigh. 

Tnn. Up aloft, my Lads, upon the Fore-caStle ! 

Cut the Anchor, cut him. 

All within.Sifo.vl Catt, Haul Catt, &e. Haul Catt, haul . 

Haul Catt, haul. Below. 

Steph. Aft, aft, and lose the Misen ! 

Trine. Get the Misen-tack aboard. Haul aft Misen-sheet. 

Enter MuStacho. 

Mutt. Loose the Main-top-sail 1 

Steph. Let him alone, there’s too much Wind. 

Tnnk. Loose Fore-sail ! Haul aft both sheets 1 trim her right afore 
the Wind. Aft ! aft ! Lads, and hale up the Misen here. 

Mutt. A Mackrel-gale, Master. 

Steph. within. Port hard, port ' the Wind veeres forward, bring* the 
Tack aboard Port is. Star-board, Star-board, a little Steady ; now Steady, 
keep her thus, no nearer you cannot come, till the Sails are loose. 

Enter Ventoso. 

Vent. Some hands down : the Guns are loose. 

Tnn. Try the Pump, try the pump. 

• Enter MuStacho at the other door. 

Mutt. O Master ! six foot water in Hold 
Steph. Clap the Helm hard a weather ! Flat, flat, flat in the Fore-^Ja et 
there. 


[Ex. MuSt. 
[Ex. Vent. 
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Trine. Over haul your fore bolwg. 

Steph. -Brace in the Lar-board. _ [Exit, 

Trine. A Curse upon this houling. [A great Cry within. 

They are louder than the Weather. [Enter .Antonio and Gonzalo. 

Yet again, what do you here ? shall we give o’r, and drown ha’ you a 
mind' to sink ? 

Gok{. A pox o’ your Throat, you bawhng, blasphemous, uncharitable 
Dog. 

Trine. Work you then and be pox’t. 

AntOi Hang, Cur, hang, you Whorson insolent Noise-maker, we are 
less afraid to be drown’d than thou art. 

Trine. Ease the Fore-brace a little. [Exit. 

Gon%. I’ll warrant him for drowning, though the ship were no Stronger 
than a Nut-shell, &$d as leaky as an unStanch’d Wench. 

Enter Alonzo and Ferdinand. 

Ferd. For my self I care not, but your loss brings a Thousand Deaths 
to me. 

Alon %. O name not me, I am grown Old, my Son ; I am tedious to 
the World, and that, by use, is so to me : But, Ferdinand , I gneve my 
Subje&s loss in thee : Alas, I suffer justly for my Crimes, but why thou 
shouldSt O Heaven! \A cry within. 

Heark, Far^wel, my Son, a long farewel ! 

Enter Trincalo, MuStacho, and Yentoso. 

Trine. Wh t must our Mouths be cold then ? 

Vent. All’s lost. To prayers, to prayers. 

Gone*. The Duke and Prince are gone within to prayers. 

Let’s assist them. 

MuH. Nay, we may e’en pray too ; our case is now alike. 

Ant. Mercy upon us ! we split, we split. 

Gon%. Let’s all Sink with the Duke and the Young Prince. [Exeunt. 
Enter Stephano, and Trincalo. 

Trine. The Ship is sinking. [A new Cry within. 

Steph. Run her ashore ! 

Trine. Luff ! luff 1 or we are all loft I there’s a Rock upon the Star- 
board-Bow. 

Steph. She Strikes, she Strikes ! All shift for themselves. [Exeunt. 

SCENE H. 

In the midH of the Shower of Fire the Scene changes. The Cloudy Sly, Rocks, 
and r Sea vanish ; and when the Eights return , discover that Beautiful part 
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of the Island, which was the Habitation of Prospero ; ’Tis compos’d of 
three Walks of Cypress-trees , each Side-walk leads to a Cave, in one of which 
Prospero keeps his Daughters, m the other Hippolito : The Middle-Walk 
is of a great depth, and leads to an open pant of the Island. 

Enter Prospero and Miranda. 

Prop. Miranda, where’s your Sifter * 5 

Miran. I left her looking from the pointed Rock, at the Walk’s end, 
on the huge Beat*, of Waters. 

Prop. It is a dreadful Objed. 

Mir. If by your Art, my deareft Father, you have put them in this 
roar, allay ’em quickly. » 

Prop. I have so ordered, that not one Creature in the Ship, is loft : 

I have done nothing but in care of thee, 

My Daughter, and thy pretty Sifter : 

You both are ignorant of what you are. 

Not knowing whence I am, nor that Pm more 
Than Propero, Mafter of a narrow Cell, 

And thy unhappy Father. 

Mir. I ne’r endeavour’d to know more than you were pleas’d to tell me. 
Prop. I should inform thee farther. 

Mir. You often. Sir, began to tell me what I am-, 
but then you ftopt. 

Prop. The Hour’s now come; 

Obey and be attentive. Canft thou remember a time before we came into 
this Cell ? I don’t think thou canft, for then tkou wert not full three 
years old. 

Mir. Certainly I can. Sir, 

Prop. Tell me the Image then of any thing which thou doft keep in 
thy remembrance ftill. 

Mir. Sir, had I not four or five Women once that tended me 5 
Prop. Thou hadft, and more, Miranda : what seeft thou else in. the 
dark back-ward, and abyss of Time 5 

If thou remember’ft ought e’r thou cam’ft here, then how thou cam’ft 
thou may’ft remember too. 

Mir. Sir, that I do not. 

Prop. Fifteen years since, Miranda, thy Father was the Duke of Milan, 
and a Prince of Power. 

Mir. Sir, are not you my Father ? 

Prop.' Thy Mother was all Vertue, and she said, thou waft my Daughter, 
and thy Sifter too. 

Mir. O Heavens ! what foul Play had we, that we hither came,^ or 
was’t a Blessing that we did 5 
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Prop. Both, both, my Girl. 

Mr. But, Sir, I pray proceed. 

Prop. My Brother, and thy Uncle, call’d Antonio, to whom I trusted 
then the manage of my State, .while I was wrap’d with secret Studies : 
That false Uncle, 

Having attain’d the craft of granting suits, and of denying them; whom 
to advance, or lop., for over-topping, soon was grown the Ivy which did 
hide my Princely Trunk, and suck’d my verdure out : thou attend’St not. 
Mir. O good Sir, I dcr. 

Prop. I thus negle&ng worldly ends, and bent to closeness, and the 
bettering of my mind, wak’d 19 my false Brother an evil Nature : 

He did believe 

He was indeed the Duke, because he then did execute the outward Face 
of Soveraignty. r DoSt thou Still mark me ? 

Mr. Your Story would cure Deafness. 

Profp. This false Duke needs would be absolute in Millan , and confed- 
erates with Savoy s Duke, to give him Tribute, and to do him Homage. 
Mir. False Man ! 

Profp. This Duke of Savoy, being an Enemy, 

To me inveterate. Strait grants my Brother’s Suit, 

And on a Night, 

Mated to his Design, Antonio opened the Gates of Milan,” and 1’ th’ dead 
of darkness, hurri’d me thence, with thy young SiSter, and thy crying self. 

, Mir. But wherefore did they not that hour destroy us ? 

Profp. They' durst npt. Girl, in Milan, for the Love my people bore 
me ; in short, they hurri’d us away to Savoy, and thence aboard a Bark at 
Nissa’s Tort : bore us some Leagues to Sea, where they prepar’d a rotten 
carcass of a Boat, not ngg’d, no Tackle, Sail, nor MaSt ; the very Rats 
inStindhvely had quit it. 

Mir. Alack S what trouble was I then to you ? 

Profp. Thou and thy SiSter were two Cherubins, which did preserve 
me : you both did smile, infus’d,, with Fortitude from Heaven. 

Mir. How Came we ashore ? 

Prop). By Providence Divine. 

Some food we had, and some fresh Water, which a Nobleman of Savoy, 
called Gon\alo, appointed Master of that black design, gave us ; with rich 
Garments and all necessaries, which since have Steaded much : and of his 
Gentleness (knowing I lov’d my Books) he furnish’d me from my own 
Library, with Volumes which I prize above my Dukedom. 

Mir. Would I might see that Man. 

Profp. Here, in this Island we arriv’d, and here have I your Tutor been. 
‘Bjnt by my^Skill I find, that my Mid-heaven doth depend on a moSt happy 
Star, whose Influence if I now coutt not, but omit, my Fortunes will ever 
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after droop : here cease more Questions, thou art inclin’d to sleep : ’tis 
a good dulness, and give it way , I know thou canft not chuse. 

[She falls asleep . 

Come away, my Spirit : I am ready now, approach, 

my Ariel, Come. ’ ' 'Enter Ariel. 

Ariel. All hail, great Master, grave Sir, hail, I come to answer, thy 
beSt pleasure, be it to fly, to swim, to shoot into the Fire, to ride on the 
curl’d Clouds ; to thy Strong bidding, task Artel and Ml his Qualities. 

Prosp. Hast thou, Spirit, perform’d to point the Tempest that I bad 
thee ? , 

Ariel To every Article. 

I boarded the Duke’s Ship, now on the Beak, now in the Waste, the Deck, 
in every Cabin , I flam’d amazement, and sometimes I seem’d to bum in 
many places on the Top-maSt, the Yards, and Borespjnt; I did flame 
distinctly. Nay once I rain’d a shower of Fire upon them. 

Prop. My brave Spirit 1 

Who was so firm, so constant, that this coil did not infe£t his Reason ? 
Ariel. Not a Soul , 

But felt a Feaver of the Mind, and splay’d some tricks of Desperation ; 
all, but Mariners, plung’d in the foaming Brine, and quit the Vessel ; the 
Duke’s Son, Ferdinand, with Hair upStaring (more like Reeds then Hair) 
was the first man that leap’d ; cry’d. Hell is empty, and all the Devils, 
are here. 

Prop. Why that’s my Spirit ; 

But was not this nigh Shore ? 

Ariel. Close by my Master. 

Prop But, Ariel, are they safe ? 

Ariel. Not a Hair perish’d. 

In Troops I have dispers’d them round this Isle. 

The Duke’s Son I have landed by himself, whom I have left warming the 
Air with sighs, in an odd Angle of the Isle, and sitting, his Arms he folded 
in this sad Knot. 

Prop Say how thou hast dispos’d the Marriners of the Duke’s Ship* 
and all the reSt of the Fleet ? 

Ariel. Safely in harbour 

Is the Duke’s Ship, in the deep Nook, where once thou called’ft 
Me up at Midnight to fetch Dew from the 
Still vest B ermoothes, there she’s hid, 

The Manners all under Hatches flow’d. 

Whom, jvith a Charm, joyn’d to their suffer’d Labour, 

I have left asleep ; and for the reft o’th’ Fleet, 

(Which I disperfl) they all have met again. 

And are upon the Mediterranean Float , % 
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Bound sadly home for Italy ; 

Supposing that they saw the Duke’s Ship wrack’d. 

And his 'great Person perish. 

Prop. Ariel, thy Charge 
Exactly, is perform’d ; but there s more Work : 

What is the time o’ th’ day ? 

Ariel. the Mid-season. 

Prop. At leait two Glasses : the time ’tween six and now must by us 
both be spent most preciously. 

Ariel. Is there more 'foyl ? since thou dost give me Pads, let me 
remember thee what thou hast promis’d, which is not yet perform’d me. 

Prosp. How now, Moodie? 

What ls’t thou can’St demand ? 

Ariel. My Liberty. 

Prop Before thy time be out ? no more. 

Ariel. I prethee ! 

Remember I have done thee faithful Service, 

Told thee no Lies, made thee no MiStakings, 

Serv’d without or Grudge, or Grumblings : 

Thou didst promise to bate me a full Year 
Prosf . DoSt thou forget 
From what a Torment I did free thee ? 

Ariel. No. 

Prolp. Thou dost. 

And think’St it much to tread the Ooze of the salt Deep : 

To run against the sharp' Wind of the North, 

To do nvy Bus’ness in the Veinj's of the Earth, 

When it is bak’d with FroSt. 

Ariel. I do not. Sir. 

Prop. Thou ly’St, Malignant thing ! hast thou forgot the foul Witch 
Sy corax, who with age and envy was grown into a Hoop ? hast thou 
forgot her ? 

Ariel. No, Sit. 

Prop. Thou hast, where was she bom ? speak, tell me. 

Ariel. Sir, in Argier. 

Prop. Oh, was she so ! 

I must once every Month recount what thou hast been, which thou 
forget’^:. This damn’d Witch Sycorax, for Mischiefs manifold, and 
Sorceries too terrible to enter humane hearing, from Argier thou know’St 
was banish’d : but for one thing she did, they would not take her Life : is 
not this true ? 

Ariel. I, Sir, 

Prop. This blew-ey’ d Hag was hither brought with child, 
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And here was left by th’ Sailers, thou, my slave. 

As thou report’ft thy self, waft then her servant. 

And ’cause thou waft a Spirit too delicate 
To a ft her Earthy and abhor’d commands , 

Refusing her grand Hefts, she did confine' thee, 

By help of her more potent Ministers ; 

(In her unmitigable rage) into a cloven Pme, 

Within whose nft imprison’d, thou didst painfully 
Remain a dozen Years ; within which space she dy’d, 

And left thee therb : where thou didst rent 
Thy Groans, as faft as Mill-Wheels Strike. 

Then was this Isle (save for two Brats, 

Which she did fitter here’ the brutish Caliban, 

And his Twin-Sifter, two freckled hag-bom Whelps) 

Not honour’d with a humane Shape. 

Ariel. Yes 1 Caliban her Son, and Sy corax his Sifter. 

Prop. Dull thing, I say so ; he, that Caliban , and she that Sycorax, 
whom I now keep in Service. Thop. beft know’ft what torment I did find 
thee in ; thy groans did make Wolves houl, and penetrate the breafts of 
ever angry Bears, it was a torment to lay upon the damn’d, which Sycorax 
could ne’r again undo : It was my Art, when I arriv’d, and heard thee, 
that made the Pme to gapfe and let thee out. 

Ariel. I thank thee, Mafter. 

Prop. If thou more murmureft, I will rend an Oak, 

And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till thou 
Haft houl’d away twelve Winters more. 

Ariel. Pardon, Mafter, 

I will be correspondent to command, and be 
A gentle spirit. 

Prop. Do so, and after two days I’l discharge thee. 

Ariel. Thanks, my great Mafter. But I have yet one requeft. 

Prop. "What’s that, my spirit ? 

Ariel. I know that this day’s business is important, requiring too much 
Toyl for one alone. I have a gentle Spirit for my Love, who twice seven 
years has waited for my freedom : Let it appear, it will assift me much, 
and we with mutual Joy shall entertain each other. This I beseech you 
grant me. 

Prop. You shall have your desire. 

Ariel. That’s my noble Mafter. Milcha 1 

Milcha flies down to hu Assistance. 

Mile. *1 am here my Love. 

Ariel. Thou art free ! welcome, my dear ! what shall we do ? say^ 
say, what shall we do ? 
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Prop. Be subject to no fight but mine, invisible to every Eye-ball else. 
Hence with diligence, anon thou shalt know more. 

[They both fly up, and cross m the Air. 
Thou hast slept well my Child. [To Miranda. 

Mir. The sadness of your Story pat heaviness in me. 

Prop. Shake it off ; come on I’ll now call Caliban , my Slave, who never 
yields us a kind Answer. 

Mr. ’Tis a Creature, Sir, I do not love to look on. 

Prop. But as tis we cannot miss him ; he does make our Fire, fetch in 
our Wood, and serve in Offices that profit us : what hoal Slaved Caliban ! 
thou Earth thou, speak. 

Cahb. within. There’s Wood enough within. 

Prop. Thou poisonous Slave, got by the Devil himself upon thy wicked 
Dam, corne forth.. [Enter Caliban. 

Cahb. As wicked Dew, as e’er my Mother brush’d with Raven’s Feather 
from unwholesome Fens, drop on you both : A South-weSt blow on you, 
and blister you all o’er. 

Prop. For this, be sure, to night tl^ou shalt have cramps, side-Stitches, 
that shall pen thy Breath up ; Urchips shall prick thee till thou bleed’St , 
thou shalt be pinch’d as thick as Honey-combs, each Pinch more Stinging 
than the Bees which made ’em. 

Cahb. I must eat my Dinner : this Island’s mine by Sycorax my Mother, 
which thou took’St from me. When thou cam’St first, thou Stroak’St me, 
and mad’Str much of me, would’St give me Water with Berries in’t, and 
ta'aght’St me how to name the Bigger Light, and how the Less, that burn 
by day and night ; and then I lov’d thee, and shewed thee all the qualities 
of the Isle, the Fresh-sprmgs, Brine-pits, barren places and fertile. Curs’d 
be I that I did so : All the Charms of Sycorax , Toads, Beetles, Bats, light 
on thee, for I am all the Sub] efts that thou hast. I first was mine own 
Lord ; and here thou Stay’St me in this hard Rock, whiles thou does keep 
from me the rest o’ th’ Island. 

Prop. Thou most lying Slave, whom Stripes may move, not kindness : 
I have us’d thee (filth that thou art) with humane care, and lodg’d thee 
in mine own Cell, till thou didst seek to violate the Honour of my 
Children. 

Cahb. Oh ho. Oh ho, would’t had been done : thou didst prevent me, 
I had peopled else this Isle with Calibans. 

Prop . Abhor’d Slave ! 

Who ne’er would any print of goodness take, being capable of all 111 : I 
pity’d thee, took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hour one thing 
or other when thou didst not (Savage) know thy own meaning, but 
wouldSt gabble, like a thing most Brutish, I endow’d thy Purposes with 
Words, which made them known : But thy wild race (though thou didst 
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learn) had that in’t, which good Natures could not abide to be with : 
therefore was thou deservedly pent up into this Rock. 

Cahb. You taught me language, and my profit by it is, that' I know 
to curse : the red botch rid you for learning me your Lan guage 
Profp. Hag-seed hence ! ° 

Fetch us in fewel, and be quick 

To answer other business : shrug’St thou ( Malic e) 

If thou negle&eSt, or dost unwillingly what I co mmand . 

I’ll wrack thee with old cramps, fill all thy bon^s with Aches, 

Make thee roar, that BeaSts shall tremble 
At thy Dinn. 

Calib. No, prethee ! 

I muSt obey. His Art is of such power. 

It would controul my Dam’s God, Setebos, 

And make a Vassal of him. • 

ProSft. So, Slave hence. [Exeunt Prospero and Caliban severally 

EnterD onnda. 

Dor. Oh, Sister ! what have I beheld ? 

Mir. What is it moves you so ? 

Dor. From yonder Rock, 

As I my Eyes^caSt down upon the Seas, 

The whistling Winds blew rudely on my Face, 

And tfie Waves roar’d ; at first I thought the War 
Had been between themselves, but Strait I spy’d 
A huge great Creature. 

Mtr. O you mean the Ship. ^ 

Dor. Is’t not a Creature then ? it seem’d alive. 

Mir. But what of it ? 

Dor. This floating Ram did bear his Homs above. 

All ty’d with Ribbands, ruffling in the Wind ; 

Sometimes he nodded down his head a while. 

And then the Waves did heave him to "the Moon , 

He clambring to the Top of all the Billows, 

And then again he curtsi’d down so low, 

I could not see him ; till at last, all side-long. 

With a great crack his belly burst in pieces. 

Mir. There all had perish’d. 

Had not my Father’s Magick Art reliev’d them. 

But, Sister, I have Stranger News to tell you ; 

In this great Creature there were other Creatures, 

And shortly we may chance to see that thing, 

Which you have heard my Father calk a Man. 
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Dor. But what is that ? for yet he never told me. 

Mir. I know no more than you : but I have heard 
My .Father say, we Women were made for him. 

Dor. What, that he should eat us. Sifter ? 

Mir. .No sure, you see my Father* is a Man, 

And yet he does us good. I would he were not old. 

Dor.. Methinks, indeed ^it would Be finer, 

If we two had two ‘young*" Fathers. 

Mir. No, Sifter, no, if tjiey were young, 

My Father said, that we muft call fihem Brothers. 

Dor. But, pray, how does it come, that we two are not Brothers then, 
and have not Beards like him ? 

Mr. Now I confess you pose me 

Dor. How did Jhe come to be our Father too ? 

Mir. I think he found us when we both were little. 

And grew within the ground. 

Dor. Why could he not find more of us ? Pray, Sifter, let you and I 
look up and down one day, to find some little ones for us to play with. 

Mr. Agreed ; but now we muft go in. This is- the hour 
Wherein my Father’s Charm will work. 

Which seizes all who are in open air : 

Th’ effect of his great Art I long to see. 

Which will perform as much as Magick can. 

Dor. And I, methinks, more long to see a Man. [jE xernt. 
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Muff. T th’ hollow of an old Tree. 

Vent. Fill apace. 

We cannot live long in this barren Island, and we may 
Take a soop before death, as well as others drink 
At our Funerals. 

Muff. This is Prize-Brandy, we Steal Custom, and it coft nothing. Let’s 
have two rounds more. 

Vent. Master, what have you sav’d ? 

Steph. JuSt nothing but my self 

Vent. This works, comfortably on a cold Stomach. 

Steph. Fill’s another round. 

Vent. Look ! Muffach g weeps. Hang losses, as long as we have 
Brandy left. Prithee leave weeping. 

Steph. He sheds his Brandy out of his eyes : he shall drink no more. 

Muff. This will be a doleful day with old Bess. She gave me a gilt 
Nutmeg at parting. That’s lost too. But, as you say, hang losses. 
Prethee fill again. 

Vent. Beshrew thy heart for putting me in mind of thy Wife, 

I had not thought of mine else. Nature will shew it self, 

I must melt. I pnthee fill again, my Wife’s a good old Jade, 

And has but one Eye left : but she’ll weep out that too. 

When she hear§ that I am dead. 

Steph. Would you were both hang’d for putting me in thought of mine. 

Vent, But come. Master, sorrow i3 dry ! there’s for you ag£n. 

Steph. A Mannner had e’en as good be a Fish as a Man, but for the 
comfort we get ashore : O for an old dry Wench how I am wet. 

Muff Poor heart ! that would soon make you dry agen : but all is 
barren in this Isle • Here we may he at Hull till the Wind blow Nore 
and by South, ere we can cry, A Sail, a Sail, at sight of a white Apron. 
And therefore here’s another soop to comfort us. 

Vent. This Isle’s our own, that’s our comfort, for the Duke, the Prince, 
and all their train, are perished. 

Muff. Our Ship is sunk, and we can’ never get home agen : we must 
e’en turn Salvages, and the next that catches his Fellow may eat him. 

Vent. No, no, let us have a Government; for if we live well and 
orderly, Heav’n will drive Shipwracks ashoar to make us all rich ; therefore 
let us carry good Consciences, and not eat one another. 

Steph. Whoever eats any of my Sub] efts, I’l break out his teeth with 
my Scepter : for I was Master at Sea, and will be Duke on Land : you 
Muffacho have been my Mate, and shall be my Vice-Roy. 

Vent. When you are Duke, you may chuse your Vice-Roy ; but I am a 
free Subjeft in a new Plantation, and will have no Duke without my voice. 
And so fill me the other soop 
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Steph. whtkpering. Ve toso, doft thou hear, I will advance thee, prithee 
give me. thy voice. 

j Vent. I’ll have no whisperings to corrupt the Eleftion ; and to show 
that I hav no private ends, I declare aloud that I will be Vice-Roy, or I’ll 
keep my voice for my self. 

Mutt. Stephano , hear me, I will speak for the people, because there are 
few, or rather none in the Isle to speak for themselves. Know thm, that 
to prevent the farther shedding of Christian bloud, we are all content 
Vmtoso shall be Vice-Roy, upon condition I may be Vice-Roy over him. 
Speak, good people, are you well agreed? What, ’ no Man answer? 
well, you may take their silence for consent. 

Ve t. You speak for the people, Muttacho h I’ll speak for ’em, and 
declare generally with one voice, one and all ; That there shall be no 
Vice-Roy but the Duke, unless I be he. 

Mutt. You declare for the people, who never saw your Face! Cold 
Iron shall decide it. [Both draw. 

Steph. Hold, loving Sub j efts : we will have no Civil War during our 
Reign : I do hereby appoint you both to be my Vice-Roys over the whole 
Island. 

Both. Agreed! agreed! 

E ter Trmcalo, with great Bottle, half dru, k. 

Ve t. How ! Trincalo our brave Bosen ! 

Mutt. He reels : can he be drunk with Sea water ? 

Tri c. sings. T shall no more to Sea, to Sea, 

Here I Shall die ashore. 

This is "a very scurvy tune to ping at a Man’s Funeral, 

B t here’s my comfort. 

Si tgs. The Master, the Swabber, the Gunner, and I, 

The Surgeon and his Mate, 

Lov’d Mall Meg, and Marrta , nd Margery , 

B t none of us car’d for Kate. 

For she had tongue with a tang, 

Wou’d cry to Sailor, Go hang : 

She lov’d not the savour of Tar nor of Pitch, 

Yet Taylor might scratch her where ere she did itch. 

This is a scurvy Tune too, but here’s my comfort agen. 

Steph. We have got another Subjeft now ; Welcome, 

Welcome into our Dominions ! 

Tri c. Wh t Subjeft, or what Dominions ? here’s old Sack, 

Boys : the King of good-fellows can be no subjeft. 

Twill be old Sim the King. 


[Drinks. 


[Drinks. 
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Muff. Hah, old Boy ! how didst thou scape ? 

Trine. Upon a Butt of Sack, Boys, which the Sailors 
Threw over-board : but are you alive, hoa ! for I will 
Tipple with no GhoSts till I’m dead . thy .hand, Muftacho, 

And thine, Ventoso ; the Storm has done its worst : 

Stephano alive too l give thy Bosen thy hand, Master. 

Vent. You must kiss it then, for, I friuSt tell you, v*e have chosen him 
Duke in a full Assembly. 

Tnnc. A, Duke !, where ? what’s he puke of 3 

Must. Of this Island, Man. Oh Tnncalo, we are all made, the Island’s 
empty ; all’s our own. Boy , and we will speak to his Grace for thee, 
that thou may’St be as great as we are. ' 

Trine. You great ? what the Devil ^re you ? 

Vent. We two are Vice Roys over all the Island : and when we are 
weary of Governing, thou shalt succeed us. 

Tnnc. Do you hear, Ventoso , I will succeed you in both your places 
before you enter into ’em. 

Stepb. Tnncalo, sleep and be sober; and make no more uproars in 
my Countrey. ' 

Tnnc. Why, what are you. Sir, what are you ? 

Stepb. What I am, I am by free Election, and you, Tnncalo , are not 
your self ; but' we pardon your first fault, 

Because it is the first day of our Reign. 

Tnnc. Umph, were matters carried so swimmingly against 'me, whilst 
I was swimming, and saving my self for the good of the people of tins 
Island. 

Mu ft. Art thou mad, Tnncalo ? wilt thoa disturb a setled Government, 
where thou art a meer Stranger 
To the Laws of the Countrey ? 

Tnnc. I’ll have no Laws. 

Vent. Then Civil War begins. [Vent, and MuSt. draw. 

Stepb. Hold, hold. I’ll have no bloudshed. 

My Sub] efts are but few : let him make a Rebellion 
By himself ; and a Rebel, I Duke Stephano declare him : 

Vice-Roys, come away. 

Tnnc. And Duke Tnncalo declares, that he will make open War where 
ever he meets thee or thy Vice Roys. 

[Exeunt Steph. MuSi. Vent. 

Enter Caliban with wood upon hu back. 

Tnnc. Hah ! who have we here 5 

Caltb. All the infe&ions that the Sun .sucks up from Fogs, Fens, Flats^ on 
Profpero fall and make him by inch-meal a Disease : his Spiiits hear me, 
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and yet I needs must curse, but they’l not pinch, fright me with Urchin 
shows, pitch me i’ th’ mire, nor lead me in the dark out of my way, unless 
he bid ’em : but for every trifle he sets them on me ; sometimes like 
Baboons they mow and chatter at me, and often bite me ; like Hedge-hogs 
then they mount their prickles at me, tumbling before me in my barefoot 
way.' Sometimes I am all wound about with Adders, who with their 
cloven "tongues hisr> me do madness. Hah 1 yonder Stands one of his 
spirits sent to torment me. 

Tn c. What have we here, a Map, or a Fish ? 

This lS'Some MonSter of the Isle, were I in "England , 

As once I was, and had him paired ; 

Not a Holy day Fool there but would give me 
Six pence for the sight of him ; wel?, if I could make 
Him tame, he wele a present for an Emperour. 

Come hither, pretty Monster, IT do thee no harm. 

Come hither ! 

Calib. Torment me not ; 

I’ll bong thee Wood home faster. 

Trine. He talks none of the wisest, r but I’ll give him 
A dram o’ th’ Bottle, that will clear his understanding. 

Come on your ways, Master Monster, open your mouth. 

How now, you perverse Moon-calf ! what, 

I think you cannot tell who is your friend ! 

Open your chops, I say. [Pours Wine down hti throat . 

Calib. This is a brave God, and bears CoeleStial Liquor ; 

I’ll kneel to him. 

Tri f. c He is a very hopeful MonSter ; Monster, what saySt thou, art 
tho content to turn civil and sober, as I am? for then tho shalt be 
my Subject. 

Calib. I’l swear upon that Bottle to be true ; for the liquor is not 
Earthly : did’St thou not drop from Heaven ? 

Trine. Only out of, the Moon, I was the Man in her when time was. 
By this light, a very shallow MonSter. 

Calib. I’ll shew thee every fertile inch i’ th’ Isle, and kiss thy foot: 
I prithee be my God, and let me drink. [drinks agen. 

Trmc. Well drawn MonSter, in good faith. 

Calib. IT shew thee the best Springs, IT pluck thee Bernes, 

I’ll fishrfor thee, and get thee wood eno gh : 

A curse upon the Tyrant whom I serve, IT bear him 
No more Sticks, but follow thee. 

Trmc. The poor MonSter is loving in his drink. 

Qalib. I prithee let me bring thee where Crabs grow, 

And I with my long nails will dig thee Pig-nuts, 
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Shew thee a Jays-neSt, and ingraft thee how to snare 
The Marmazete ; I’ll bring thee to cluster’d Filberds ; 

Wilt thou go with me ? 

Trine. This Monster comes of a good natur’d race , 

Is there no more of thy Kin m this Island’ ? 

Cahb. Divine, here is but one besides my self ; 

My lovely Sister, beautiful and bright as the Full Moon. 

Trine. Where is she ? 

Calib. I left her,clambnng up a hollow Oak, , 

And plucking thence the dropping Honey-combs. 

Say, my King, shall I call her to thee ? 

Trine. She shall swear upon the Bottle loo. 

If she proves handsome she is mine : jHere, Monster, 

Drink agen for thy good news ; thou shalt speak 
A good word for me. [Gives him the Bottle. 

Calib. Farewel, old Master, farewel, farewel. 

Sings. No more Dams I’ll make for fish. 

Nor fetch 11^ firing at requiring. 

Nor scrape Trencher, nor wash Dish, 

Ban, Ban, Cackahban 
Has a new Master, get a new Man. 

Heigh-day I Freedom, freedom * 

Trine. Here’s two Subje&s got already, the Monster, 

And his Sister : well, Duke Stephano, I say, and say agen, 

Wars will ensue, and so I drink. 

From this Worshipful Monster, and MiStnas 
MonStet his SiSter, 

I’ll lay claim to this Island by alliance : 

Monster, I say, thy SiSter shall be my Spouse : 

Come away. Brother Monster, I’ll lead thee to my Butt, 

And drink her health. 


[Drinks. 


[Exeunt. 


Scene Cypress Trees and Cave. 

Enter Prospero alone. 

Profp. ’Tis not yet fit to let my Daughters know I kept 
The Infant Duke of Mantua so near them in this Isle, 
Whose Father dying, bequeath’d him to my care , 

Till my false Brother (when he design’d t’ usurp 
My Dukedom from me) expos’d him to that fate 
He meant for me. By calculation of his birth 
I saw death threat’nmg him, if, till some time were 
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Past, he should behold the face of any Woman : 

And now: the danger’s mgh : Hppohto 1 

Enter Hippohto. 

Hip. Sit, I attend your pleasure. 

Profp. How I have lov’d thee from thy infancy, 
Heav’n.knows, andjthou tjay self canSt beax me witness. 
Therefore accuse not me for thy restraint. 

Hip. Since I knew life, you’ve kept me in a Rock, 

And you this day have hurn’d me from thence. 

Only to change my Prison, not to free me. 

I murmur not, but I may wondei at it. 

Profp. Q gentle Youth, Fate waits' for thee abroad, 

A black Star threatens thee, and death unseen 
Stands ready to devour thee. 

Hip. You taught me not to fear him in any of his shapes : 
Let me meet death rather than be a prisoner. 

Profp. ’Tis pity he should seize thy tender youth. 

Hip. Sir, I have often heard you safy, no Creature liv’d 
Within this Isle, but those which Man was Lord of ; 

Why then should I fear ? 

Profp. But here are»creatures which I nam’d not to thee. 
Who share Man’s Sovereignty by Nature’s Laws, 

And oft depose him from it. 

Hip. What ate those Creatures, Sir ? 

Profp. Those dangerous Enemies of Men call’d Women. 
Hip. Women! I never heard of them before. 

What are Women like ? 

Profp. Imagine something between young Men and Angels : 
Fatally beauteous, and having killing Eyes, 

Their Voices charm beyond the Nightingales, 

They are all enchantment, those who once behold ’em. 

Are made their slaves for ever. 

Hip. Then I will wink and fight with ’em. 

Profp. ’Tis but in vain, 

They’l haunt you in your very sleep. 

Hip. Then I’ll revenge it on ’em when I wake. 

Profp „ You are without all possibility of revenge. 

They are so beautiful, that you can ne’r attempt, 

Nor wish to hurt them. 

Hip. Are they so beautiful ? 
rProfp. Calm sleep is not so soft, no? Winter Suns, 

Nof Summer shades so pleasant. 
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Hip. Can they be fairer than the Plumes of Swans ? 

Or more delightful than the Peacocks Feathers ? 

Or than the gloss upon the necks of Doves ? 

Or have more various beauty than the^ Rainbow ? 

These I have seen, and without danger wondred at. 

Prop. All these are far below ’em : Nature made 
Nothing but Woman dangerous and fair : 

Therefore if you should chance to see ’em. 

Avoid ’em freight I charge you. 

Hip. Well, since you say they are so dangerous, 

I’ll so far shun ’em as I may with safety of the 
Unblemish’d honour which you taught nfe. 

But let ’em not provoke me, for I’m sure I shall 
Not then forbear them. 

Prop. Go in and read the Book I gave you laSt. 

To morrow I may bring you better news. 

Hip. I shall obey you. Sir. [Exit Hippolito. 

Prop. So, so ; I hope this Lessen has secur’d him. 

For I have been constrain’d to change his lodging 
From yonder Rock where first I bred him up. 

And here have brought h^m home to my own Cell, 

Because the Shipwrack happen’d near his Mansion. 

I hope he will not Stir beyond his limits. 

For hitherto he hath been all obediedce : 

The Planets seem to smile on my designs. 

And yet there is one sullen Cloud behind, 

I would it were disperSt. 

Enter Miranda and Dorinda. 

How, my Daughters ! I thought I had inStru&ed 
Them enough : Children ! retire ; 

Why do you walk this way ? 

Mir. It is within our bounds, Sir. 

Prop. But both take heed, that path is very dangerous. 

Remember what I told you. 

Dor. Is the man that way. Sir ? 

Prop. All that you can imagine ill is there. 

The curled Lion, and the rugged Bear, 

Are not so dreadful as that Man. 

Mir. Oh me, why Stay we here then ? 

Dor. I’ll keep far enough from his Den, I warrant him. 

Mir. But you have told me, Sir, you are a Man ; 

And yet you are not dreadful. 
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Prop. I Child ! but I am a tame Man ; old Men are tame 
By Nature^ but all the danger lies in a wild 
Young Man. 

Dor. Do they run wild about the W°°ds ? 

Prop).' No, they are wild within doors, in Chambers, 

And fa Closets. 

Dor. -But, Father,jl wo^ld ftroak^em, and make ’em gentle. 

Then sure they would not hurt me. 

Prop. You muSt not truft them. Child : no Woman qan come 
Near ’em, but she feels a pam, full nine moneths. 

Well, I mu£t in ; for new affairs require my 

Presence : be you, Miranda, you / Sifters Guardian. [Exit Prospero. 

Dor. Come, Sifter, shall we walk the other way ? 

The Man will catch us else : we have but two legs. 

And he perhaps has'four. 

Mir. Well, Sifter, though he have ; yet look about you. 

And we shall spy him ere he comes too near us. 

Dor. Come back, that way is towards his Den. 

Mir. Let me alone ; I’ll venture firSt, for sure he dan 
Devour but one of us at once. 

Dor. How dare you venture ? 

Mir. We’ll find him sitting like a Hare in’s Form, 

And he shall not see us. 

Dor. I but you know my Father charg’d us both. 

Mir. But who' shall tell him on’t ? we’l keep each 
Others Counsel. 

Dor. I dare not for the World. 

Mir. But how shall we hereafter shun him, if we do not 
Know him firft ? 

Dor. Nay, I confess I would fain see him too. I find it in my 
Nature, because my Father has forbidden me. 

Mir. I, there’s it; Sifter, if he had said nothing, I had been quiet. Go 
softly, and if yoil see lum firft, be quick, and becken me away. 

Dor. Well, if he does catch me, I’ll humble my self to him, 

And ask him pardon, as I do my Father, 

When I have done a fault. 

Mir. And if I can but scape with Life, I had rather be in pam rune 
months, ^as my Father threaten’d, then lose my longing. [Exeunt. 

The Scene continues. Enter Hippolito. 

Hip. Propero has often said, that Nature makes 
Nothing in vain : why then are Wcyuea made ? 

Are they to suck the poison of the Earth, 
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As gaudy colour’d Serpents are ? I’ll ask that 
Question, when next I see him here. 


Enter Miranda and Dorinda peeping. 

Dor. O Sister, there it is, it walks about like one of us. 

Mtr. I, juSt so, and has Legs as we have too 
Hip. It Strangely puzzles me : yet ’cis most likely 
Women are somewhat between men and spirits 

Dor. Heark ! it, talks, sure this is not it my Father meant, 

For this is juSt like one of us : methinks I am not half 
So much afraid on’t as I was , see, now it turns this way. 

Mtr. Heaven ! what a-goodly thing it is ? 

Dor. I’ll go nearer it > 

Mir. O no, ’tis dangerous, SiSter ! I’ll go to it. 

I would not for the World that you should venture 
My Father charg’d me to secure you from it. 

Dor. I warrant you this is a tame man, dear SiSter, 

He’ll not hurt me, I see it by his looks. 

Mir. Indeed he will 1 but go back, and he shall eat me first : 

Fie, are you not asham’d to be so much inquisitive ? 

Dor. You chide me fo^’t, and wou’d give your self. 

Mtr. Come back, or I will tell my Father. 

Observe how he begins to Stare already. 

I’ll meet the danger first, and then call you. 

Dor. Nay, SiSter, you shall never vanquish me m kindness. 

I’ll venture you no more than you will me. 

Proip. within. Miranda, Child, where are'you ? 

Mir. Do you not hear my Father call ? go in. 

Dor. ’Twas you he nam’d, not me ; I will but say my Prayers, 

And follow you immediately. 

Mir. Well, SiSter, you’l repent it. [Exit Miranda. 

Dor. Though I die for’t, I must have the other peep « 

Hip. seeing her. What thin g is that sure ’tis some Infant of the Sun, 
dress’d in his Fathers gayeSt Beams, and comes to play with Birds : my 
sight is dazl’d, and yet I find I’m loth to shut my Eyes. 

I muSt go nearer it but Stay a while , 

May it not be that beauteous Murderer, Woman, 

Which I was charg’d to shun ? Speak, what art thou ? 

Thou shining Vision 1 

Dor Alas, I know not ; but I’m told I am a Woman 
Do not hurt me, pray, fair thing. 

Hip. I’d sooner tear my Eyes out, than consent to do you any harm ; 
though I was told a Woman was my -Enemy. 
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Dor. I never kneV what ’twas to be an Enemy, nor can I e’r prove so to 
that which looks like you : for though I have been charg’d by him (whom 
yet X never disobey’d) to shun your presence, yet I’d rather die than lose 
it ; therefore I hope you will notjhaye the heart to hurt me : though I fear 
you are«a Man, that dangerous thing, of which I have been warn’d. Pray 
tell me what you are ? 

Hp. J must confess, I vjas inform'd I am a Man, 

But if I fright you, 1 shall wish I were some other Creature. 

I was bid to fear you too. * 

Dor. Ay me ! Heav’n grant we be not poison to eaeh other f 
Alas, can we not meet but we must die ? 

Hip. I hope not so ! for wheif two poisonous .Creatures, 

Both of thp same kind, meet, yet neither dies. 

I’ve seen two Serpents harmless to each other. 

Though they have f win’d into a mutual knot : 

If we have any venome in us, sure, we cannot be more 
Poisonous, when we meet, than Serpents are. 

You have a hand like mine, may I not- gently touch it ? [Takes her hand. 

Dor. I’ve touch’d my Father’s ancf my Sister’s halids. 

And felt no pain ; but now, alas ! there’s something. 

When I touch yours, which makes me sigh : juSJ so 
I’ve seen two Turtles •mourning when they met ; 

Yet mine’s a pleasing grief ; and so me thought was theirs : 

.For Still they mourn’d, and Still they seem’d to murmur too. 

And yet they offen met. 

Hip. Oh Heavens ! I have the same sense too : your hand 
Methink^goes through me ; I feel at my heart. 

And find it pleases, though it pains me. 

Prosp. ■within. Donnda ! 

Dor. My Father calls again ; ah, I must leave you. 

Hip. Alas, I’m sub] eft to the same command. 

Dpr. This is my 'first offence againSt my Father, 

Which he, by severing us, too cruelly does punish. 

Hip. And this is my first trespass too : but he hath more 
Offended truth than we have him : 

He said our meeting would deStruftive be. 

But I no death but in our parting see. [Exeunt several ways. 

SCENE HI. A wild Island. 

Enter Alonzo, Antonio, Gonzalo. 

Gon^. ’Beseech your Grace be merry : you have cause, so have we all, 
o£ joy, for our Strange ’scape ; thep wisely, good Sir, weigh our sorrow 
with our corfifort. 
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Alon\ Prithee peace, you team these words into my Ears, against my 
Stomach ; how can I rejoice, when my dear Son, perhaps this very moment, 
is made a meal to some Strange Fish ? 

Anto. Sir, he may live, I saw him beat the Billows under him, and 
nde upon their backs ; I do not doubt lie came alive to Land. 

Alon. No, no, he’s gone ; and you and I, Antonio , were those who 
caus’d ms death. 

Ant. How could we help it "> 

Atones Then, then we should have help’d it, when thou betrai’dSt thy 
Brother Proffero," and Mantua’s Infant Sovereign, to my power ; and 
when I, too ambitious, took by force another’s right : Then lost we. 
Ferdinand; Then forfeited our Navy to +his Tempest. 

Ant. Indeed we first broke Truce ,with Heaven ; you to the waves an 
infant Prince expos’d, and on the waves have lost an only Sbn. I did 
usurp my Brother’s fertile Lands, and now am cast upon this Desart-Isle. 

Gon%. These, Sirs, ’tis true, were crimes of a black die ; but both of 
you have made amends to Heav’n by your late Voyage into Portugal; 
where, in defence of Christianity, your valour has repuls’d the Moors of 
Spam. 

Alon. O name it not, Gonoytlo ; 

No aft but penitence can expiate guilt 1 

MuSt we teach Heav’n what price to set on Murder 1 what rate on lawless 
Power and wild Ambition ! or dare we traffick with the Powers above, 
and s$ll by weight a good deed for ft bad ? [A flourish of Mustek.. 

Gon%. Mustek ! and in the air ! sure we are Shipwrack’d on the Domi- 
nions of some merry Devil ! 

Ant. This Isle’s Inchanted ground ; fo; I have heard swift Voices flying 
by my Ear, and groans of lamenting GhoSts. 

Alon. I pull’d a Tree, and bloud pursu’d my hand. 

Heav’n deliver me from this dire place, and all the after-achons of my 
life shall mark my penitence and my bounty. [Mustek agen lowder ^ 

Hark, the sounds approach us ! [The Stage opens in several places. 

Ant. Lo the Earth opens to devoirr us quick. 

These dreadful horrors, and the guilty sense of my foul Treason, have 
unmann’d me cjhite. 

Alon. We on the brink of swift destruction Stand ; 

No means of our escape is left. [Another flourish of Vojces under the Stage ^ 

Ant. Ah ! what amazing sounds are these we hear ! 

Gon%. What horrid Masque will the dire Fiends present ? 

Sung under the Stage. 

x. Dev. Where does the black Fiend Ambition reside , 

With the mischievous^ IDevil of Pride ? 
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2. Dev. In thesffrweB and darkest C . ■ / < He// 

Beth Bnde and Ambition does dwell. 

i. Dev. «re the chief Leaders of the damned Holt? 

3. Dev. Proud Monarchs , who tyrannise molt. 

x. Dev. Damned Pnnces there 

. " The worst of torments bear ; 

3. Dev. Who tn Earth all other s ( tn pleasures excel. 

Mult feet the worlt torments of Hell. 

[They me singing this Chorus. 

r 

Ant. * 0 h Heav’ns 1 what horrid Vision’s this ? 

How they upbraid us with our crimes 1 
Alon. What fearful vengeance is in Store for ift 1 

1. Dev. Tyrants by whom their SubjeBs bleed , 

Should in pains all others exceed ; 

2. Dev. And barbarous Monarchs who their Neighbours invade , 

And their Crowns unjultly get , 

And such who their Brothers to death have betray’d. 

In Hell upon burning Thrones shall Ife set 

3. Dev. \ In Hell, in Hell with flames they shall reign, 

Chor. / And for ever, for ever shall suffer the r pam. 

Ant. Oh my Soul ; for ever, for ever shall suffer the pain. 

Alon. Has Heav’n in all its infinite' Stock of mercy 
No overflowings for us ? poor, miserable, guilty Men ! 

Goni(. Nothing but horrors do encompass us ! 

For ever, *f or ever must we suffer ! 

Alon. For ever we shall perish ! O dismal words, for ever ! 

1. Dev. Who are the Pillars of the Tyrants Court ? 

2 Dev. Rapine and Murder his Crown muB support ! 

y. Dev. His cruelty does tread 

On Orphans tender breaBs, and Brothers dead ! 

2. Dev. Can Heav’n permit such crimes should be 

Attended with felicity ? 

3 Dev. No, Tyrants their Scepters uneasily bear. 

In the midB of their Guards they their Consciences fear. 

2. Dev. \ Care their minds when they wake unquiet will keep, 

Chor. J And we with dire visions disturb all their sleep. 

Ant. Oh horrid sight t how they Stare upon us ! 

The Fiends will hurry us to the dark Mansion 
Swe t Heav’n* have mercy on us > 
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x. Dev. Say, Say, shall i>e bear these bold Mortals jrom hence? 
z. Dev. No, no, let us show their degrees of offence 
3. Dev. Let’s mutter their crimes up on every side. 

And firtt let’s discover their pride. 

Enter Pride. 

Pride. Lo here is Pride, who firtt Jed them attray, 

And did to Ambition their minds t/fen beti'ay. 

Enter Fraud. 

Fraud. And Fraud does next appear. 

Their wandring slips who led. 

When they frcm vertue fled. 

They in my crooked paths" their course did tteer 

Enter Rapine. 

Rapine. From Fraud to Force they soon arrive. 

Where Rapine dia their attions drive. 

Enter Murder. 

Murder. There long they could not ttay ; 

Down the tteep Hill they run. 

And to perfett the miscpief which they had begun,. 

To Murder they bent all their way. 

Around, around we pace , 

Chorus About this cursed place; 

of all. While thus we compass in 

These Mortals and their sin. [. Devils vanish 

Ant. Heav’n has heard me, they are vanish’d ! 

Alon. But they have left me all unmann’d ? 

I feel my sinews slacken with the fright , 

And a cold sweat trills down o’r all my Limbs, 

As if I were dissolving into water. 

Oh Pr offer 0, my crimes ’gamSt thee sit heavy on my heart 1 
Ant. And mine ’gainSt him and young Hippohto 
Gow . £. Heav’n have mercy on the penitent. 

Alon. Lead from this cursed ground ; 

The Seas in all their rage are not so dreadful. 

This is the Region of despair and death 

Alon^. Beware all fruit, but what the Birds have peck d 
The shadows of the Trees are poisonous too : a secret venom slides from 
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every branch ! my Conscience does diStrafy me ! O my Son ! why do I 
speak of eating ox 'repose, before I know thy fortune ? 

[As they are going out, a Devil rises juti before 
them, at which they Start, and are frighted. 
Alon O Heavens ! yet more Apparitions ! 

Devil sings. Arise, arise 1 ye subterranean winds , 

More to n disturb thzir guilty minds. 

And all ye filthy damps and vapours rise, 

Which use f inf eft the Earth, and trouble all the Skies ; 

Base you, from whom devouring plagues heme birth : " 

You that i’ th ’ vaSt and hollow womb of 'Earth, 

Engender Earthquakes, make whole- Countreys shake. 

And Stately Cities into Desarts turn ; 

And you who feed the 1 flames by which Earths entrals burn. 

Yi raging winds, whose rapid force can make 
All but the fix’d and solid Centre shake : 

Come drive these Wretches to that part o’ th ’ Isle, 

Where Nature never Jet did smile : 

Cause Fogs and Storms, Whirlwinds and Earthquakes there : 
There let ’em howl and languish in deSpair . 

Rise and obey the pow’rful Prince o’ th’ Air. 


Two Winds rise. Ten more enter and dance. 

At the end of the Dance, Three winds sink, the reft drive Alon. Ant. 
Go %. off. 


Aft Ends. 


ACT III SCENE I. 

SCENE, A wild Island. 

E ter Ferdinand, and Ariel and Milcha invisible. 

C Ome unto these yellow sands. 

And then take hands, 

Curtsi’d when you have, and kiss’d ; 

The wild waves whtft. 

Foot it featly here and there, 

- And sweet spnghts the burthen bear. 
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Hark ! bark ! 1 

Bow waugh, the Watch-dogs bark. 

Bow waugh. Hark ! hark / I hear 
The Brat of Brutttng Chanticleer , 

Cry, Cock a doodle do. 

Ferd. Where should this Musick be ? 1’ th’ air, or earth ? it sounds no 
more, and sure it waits upon some God 1’ th’ Island ; sitting on a Bank, 
weeping against the Duke ; my Father’s wrack’d ; This Musick hover’d 
on the waters, allaying both their fuyy and my passion with charming 
Aires. Thence I have follow’d it, (or it has drawn me rather) but ’tis 
gone : No, it begins -^gain. 

' ‘ Mtlcha sings. 

Full fathom five thy Father lies. 

Of bis bones is Coral made : 

Those are Pearls that were his Eyes, 

Nothing of htm that does fade. 

But does suffer a Sea-change -> 

Into something rich and Brangi : 

Sea Nymphs hourly ring his knell ; 

Hark ! now I hear 'em, ding dong Bell. 

Ferd. This mournful Ditty mentions my drown’d* Father. 

This is no mortal business, nor a sound which the Earth owns, 

I hear it now before me; however f will on and follow it. 

[ Exit Ferd. following Ariel. 

SCENE II. The Cypress-Trees and Cave. 

Enter Prospero and Miranda. 

Profp. Excuse it not, Miranda, for to you (the elder, and I thought 
the more discreet) I gave the conduft of your SiSters a&ions. 

Mir. Sir, when you call’d me thencd, I did not fell to mind her of her 
duty to depart. 

Proff. How can I thin k you did remember hers, when you forgot your 
own ? did you not see the Man whom I commanded you to shun ? 

Mir. I muSt confess I saw him at a distance. 

Proff>. Did not his Eyes infect and poison you ? 

What alteration found you in your self? 

Mir. I only wondred at a sight so new. 

Proifi. But have you no desire once more to see him ? 

Come, tell me truly what you think of him ? . 

Mir. As of the gayeSt thing I evei; saw, so fine, that it appear d more 
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fit to be belov’d than fear’d, and seem’d so rear my kind, that I did thmlr 
I might have call’d tt Sifter. 

ProPp. You do not love it ? 

Mir. How is it likely that I should, except the thing had firft lov’d me ? 

Prespa Cherish those thoughts': you have a gen’rous soul , 

And since I see your mind not apt to take the light 
Impressions of a sudden love, I wiJJ. unfold 
A secret to your knowledge. 

That Creature which you saw, is of a kind which 
Nature made a prop and guide to Jours. 

Mir. Why did you then propose him as an object of terrour to my 
mind? you never us’d to teach; me any thing bu/God-like truths, and 
what you said, I did believe as sacred. 

ProPp. I fear’d the pleasing form of this young Man 
Might unawares possess your tender Breaft, 

Which for a nobler gueft I had design’d ; 

For shortly, my Miranda , you shall see another of this kind. 

The full-blown Flower, of which this Youth was but the 
Op’ning Bud. Go in, and send yourtSifter to me. 

Mir. Heav’n ftill preserve you. Sir. [Exit Miranda. 

ProPp. And make thee fortunate. 

Enter Dorinda. 

O, Come 1 hither, you have seen a Man to day, 

Againft my ftri& command. 

Dor. Who I ? indeed I saw him but a little. Sir. 

ProPp. rCome, come, be clear. Your Sifter told me all. 

Dor. Did she ? truly she would have seen him more than I, 

But that I would not let her. 

ProPp. Why so ? 

Dor. Because, methought, he would have hurt me less 
Than he would her. But if I knew you’d not be angry 
With me, I could telFyou, Sir, that he was much to blame. 

ProPp. Hah ! was he to blame ? 

Tell me, with that sincerity I taught you. 

How yo became so bold to see the Man ? 

Dor. I hope you will forgive me. Sir, because I did not see him much 
till he £ w m e. Sir, h would needs come in my way, and ftar’d, and 
ftar’d upon my Face ; and so I thought I would be reveng’d of him, and 
therefore I gaz’d on him as long ; but if I e’r come near a Man a gain 

ProPp. I told you he was dangerous ; but you would not be warn’d. 

Dor. Pray be not angry. Sir, if I tell you, you are mistaken in him , 
forh did ns no great hurt. 
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Prop. But he may do you more harm hereafter. 

Dor. No, Sir, I’m as well as e’r I was in all my life. 

But that I cannot eat nor drink for thought of him. 

That dangerous Man runs ever in my mind. 

Prop. The way to cure you, is no more to see him. 

Dor. Nay pray. Sir, say not so, I promis’d him 
To see him once agen ; and you know. Sir, 

You charg’d me I should never break my promise. 

Prop. Wou’d you see him who did you so much mischief 5 

Dor. I warrant ybu I did him as much harm as he did me ; 

For when I left him, §jr, he sigh’d so, as it griev’d 
My heart to hear him. 

Prop. Those sighs were poisonous, they infefted you : 

You say, they griev’d you to the heart* 

Dor. ’Tis true ; but yet his looks and words were gentle. 

Prop). These are the Day-dreams of a Maid in Love. 

But Still I fear the worst. 

Dor. O fear not him. Sir. 

Prop. You speak o£him with too much Passion ; tell me 
(And on your duty tell me true, Dorwda) 

What past betwixt you and that horrid Creature 5 

Dor. How, Ijorrid, Sir ? if any else but you should call it so, indeed I 
should be angry. 

Prop. Go too ! you are a foolish Girl ; but answer to what I ask, 
what thought you when you saw it ? 

Dor. At first it Star’d upon me, and seem’d wild. 

And then I trembled, yet it look’d so lovely, that when 
I would have fled away, my feet seem’d fasten’d to the ground. 

Then it drew near, and with amazement ask’d 
To touch my hand ; which, as a ransome for my life, 

I gave : but when he had it, with a furious gripe 
He put it to his mouth so eagerly, I was afraid he 
Would have swallow’d it 

Prop. Well, what was his behaviour afterwards ? 

Dor. He on a sudden grew so tame and gentle, 

That he became more kmd to me than you are ; 

Then, Sir, I grew I know not how, and touching his hand 
Agen, my heart did beat so Strong, as I lack’d breath 
To answer what he ask’d 

Prop. You have been too fond, and I should chide you for it 

Dor. Then send me to that Creature to be punish’d. 

Prop. Poor Child 1 thy Passion, Jike^ a lazy Ague, 

Has seiz’d thy bloud, instead of Striving", thou humour’St 
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And feed’ll thy languishing disease : thou fight’ft 
The Battels of thy Knemy, and ’tis one part of what 
I threatri’d thee, not to perceive thy danger. 

Dor. Danger, Sir? 

If he would hurt me, yet he knows'not how : 

He hath no Claws, nor Teeth, nor Horns to hurt me. 

But looks about him like a Callow?bird, 

Juft ftraggl’d fromfthe Neft : pray truft me. Sir, 

To go to him agen. 

Prop}. Since you will venture, 

I charge you bear your self reserv’dly to him. 

Let him not dare to touch your Quaked hand. 

But keep at diftance from him. 

Dor. This is hard. 

Profp. It is the way to make him love you more ; 

He will despise you if you grow too kind. 

Dor. I’ll ftruggle with my heart to follow this. 

But if I lose him by it, will you promise 
To bring him back agen ? 

Profp. Fear not, Dortnda ; 

But use him ill, and he’l be yours for ever. 

Dor. I hope you have not couzen’d me agen [Exit Dor. 

Prosp. Now my designs are gathering to a head. 

My Spirits are obedient to my charms. 

■What, Artel ! my Servant Artel, where art thou 5 

Enter Ariel. 

Artel. What wou’d my potent Mafter ? Here I am. 

Profp. Thou and thy meaner fellows your laft service 
Did worthily perform, and I muft use you in such another 
Work : how goes the day ? 

Artel. On the fourth, my Lord, and on the sixth. 

You said our work should cease. ' 

Profp. And so it shall ; 

And thou shalt have the open air at freedom. 

Artel. Thanks, my great Lord. 

Profp. But tell me firft, my Spirit, 

How fares the Duke, my Brother, and their Followers ? 

Artel. Confin’d together, as you gave me order. 

In the Lime-grove, which weather-fends your Cell ; 

Within that Circuit up and down they wander, 

Put cannot ftir one ftep beyond their compass. 

<Profp. How do they bear their sorrows ? 
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Ariel. The two Dukes appear like men diStrafted, their 
Attendants brim-full of sorrow mourning over ’em ; 

But chiefly, he you term’d the good Gon^alo ; 

His Tears run down his Beard, like Winter-drops 
From Eaves of Reeds*, your Vision did so work ’em. 

That if you now beheld ’em, your affections 
Would become tender. 

Prop. Do’St thou think so. Spirit ? 

Ariel. Mjne woijld. Sir, were I humane. 

Prop. And mine shall : 

Ha§t thou, who art bvr air, a touch, a feeling of their 
Afflictions and shall no l(a Man like them, one 
Who as sharply rellish passions as they) be kindlier 
Mov’d than thou art ? though they have pierc’d 
Me to the quick with injuries, yet with my nobler 
Reason ’gainSt my fury I will take part ; 

The rarer a£tion is in vertue than in vengeance. 

Go, my Ariel, refresh with needful food their 
Famish’d Bodies. Wfth shows and cheerful 
Musick comfort ’em. 

Ariel. Presently, Master, 

Prop. With "a twinkle, Ariel. But Stay, my Spirit ; 

What is become of my Slave Caliban , 

And Sycorax his Sister ? 

Ariel. Potent Sir! 

They have cast off your service, and revolted 
To the wrack’d Martinets, who have already 
Parcell’d your Island into Governments. 

ProSp. No matter, I have now no need of ’em. 

But, Spirit, now I Stay thee on the Wing ; 

HaSt to perform what I have given in charge : 

But see they keep within the bounds I set ’em. 

Ariel. I’ll keep ’em in with Walls of Adamant, 

Invisible as air to mortal Eyes, 

But yet unpassable. 

Prop. Make hast then. [Exeunt severally. 

SCENE HI. Wild Island. 

Enter Alonzo, Antonio, Gonzalo. 

Gon%. I am weary, and can go no further. Sir. 

Alon^. Old Lord, I cannot blame thee, who am my self seiz’d 
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With a weariness, to the dulling of my Spirits : 

Even here I will piit off my hope, and keep it no longer 
For my Flatterers : he is drown’d whom thus we 
Stray to find. 

I’m faint with hunger, and must despair 
Of food. 

What \ Harmony agen, piy good Friends, heark * 

Ant. I fear some other horrid Apparition. 

Give us kind Keepers, H,eaven, I beseech thee 1 
Gon?. ’Tis chearful Mustek this, unlike the first. 

Ariel ancffMAdna invisible f s^ig. 

'Dry those Eyes which are o’ ^flowing. 

All your Harms are overblowing : 

While you in this Isle are biding , 

You shall feaii without providing : 

Every dainty you can think of ', 

Eifry Wine which you would tfrmk of. 

Shall be yours ; all want shall shun you, 

Ceres blessing so is on you. 

Alon%. This voices speaks comfort to us. 

Ant. Wou’d ’twere come ; there is no Musick in a Song 
To me, my Stomack being empty. 

*Gons{. O for "a Heavenly Vision of Boyl’d, 

Bak’d, and Roasted ! 

[Dance of fantaBick Spirits, after the Dance, a Table furnish’d with 
Meat and Fruit is brought in by two Spirits. 

Ant. My Lord, the Duke, see yonder. 

A Table, as I live, set out and furnish’d 
With all varieties of Meats and Fruits. 

Aloni(. ’Tis so indeed , but whp dares taSte this feaSt 
Which Fiends ptovide, perhaps to poison us ? 

Gon%. Why that dare I ; if the black Gentleman be so lll-natur’d, he 
may do his pleasure. 

Ant. ’Tis certain we musT: either eat or famish ; 

I will encounter it, and feed. 

Alonc^. If both resolve, I will adventure too 

Gon%. The Devil may fright me, yet he shall not Starve me. 

[Two Spirits descend, and fhe away with the Table. 
Alon%. Heav’n ! behold, it is as you suspefted : ’tis vanish’d. 

Shall we be always haunted with these Fiends ? 

Ant. Herb we shall wander till we famish. 
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Gon^. Certainly one of you was so wicked as to say trace : This comes 
on’t, when Men will be gochy out of season. 

Ant. Yonder’s another Table, let’s try that [Exeunt. 

Enter Tnncalo and Caliban. 

Trine. Brother Monster, welcome to my private P ala ce. 

But where’s thy Sister, is she so braVte a Lass ?, 

Calib. In all this Isle there are but two more, the Daughters of the 
Tyrant Pvofpero and she is bigger tjaen ’ern^oth O here she comes ; 
now thou may’St jadge thy self, my Lord. 

Enter Sydprax. 

Trine. She’s monstrous fair indeed. Is this to be my Spouse r* well, she’s 
Heir of all this Isle (for I will geld Monster). The^ Tnncalo' s, like other 
wise Men, have antiently us’d to marry for Estate more than for Beauty. 

Sjc. I prithee let me have the gay thing about thy neck, and that which 
dangles. at thy wnSt. [Sycoraj points to his Bosens Whittle and his Bottle. 

Trine. My dear IJlobber-lips ; tjjus, observe my Chuck, is a badge of 
my Sea-office ; my fair Fuss, thou dost not know it. 

Sjc. No, my dread Lord. 

Trine. It shall be a WhiStle for our first Babe, and when the next Ship- 
wrack puts me again to s\\ imming, I’ll dive to gef a Coral to it 

Sjc. n be thy pretty Child, and, wear it first. 

Trine. I prithee, sweet Baby, do not play the Wanton, and cry for my 
goods e’r I’m dead. When thou art my Wjdow, thou shalt have the 
Devil and all. 

Sjc. May I not have the other fine thing ? 

Trine. This is a Sucking-bottle for young Tnncalo 

Calib. Shall she not taSte of that immortal Liquor ? 

Trine. Umph ! that’s another question : for if she be thus flipant in 
her Water, what will she be in her Wine ? 

Enter Ariel ( invisible ) and changes the Bottle which ttands upon the ground. 

Ariel. There’s Water for your Wine. [Exit Ariel 

Trine. Well ! since it muSt be so [Gives her the Bottle. 

How do you like it now, my Queen that [She drinks 

MuSt be ? 

Sjc. Is this your heavenly Liquor ? 

I’ll bang you to a River of the same. 

Trine. Wilt thou so, Madam Monster ? what a mighty Prince shall I 
be then ? I would not change my Dukedom to be great Turk Tnncalo. 

Sjc. This is the drink of Frogs 
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Trine. Nay, if the Frogs of this Island druqk such, they are the merriest 
Frogs in ChriStendoijn. 

Cahb. She does not know the virtue of this Liquor : 

I prithee let me drink for her. 

Trine. Well said, Subjed MonStef. [Caliban drinks. 

Calip. ‘My Lord, this is meer Water. 

Trine. ’Tis thou hast chang’d the Wine then, and drunk it up. 

Like a debauch’d Fish as thou art. Let me see’t. 

I’ll taSte it my self. Element ! meer Element ! as I live. 

It was a cold gulph, such aG this, which kill’d my famojis 
Predecessor, old Simon the King. 

Cahb. How does thy honour? fcitheebenotangry^andl will lick thy shoe. 
Trine. I could find in my heart to turn thee out of my Dominions for 
a Liquorish Monster. 

Cahb. O my Lord, I have found it out ; this must be done by one of 
Profpero’s Spirits. 

Trine. There’s nothing but malice in these Devils, I would it had been 
Holy-water for their sakes. 

Sje. ’Tis no matter, I will cleave to -thee. 

Trine. Loyingly said, in troth: now cannot I hold out against her. 
This Wife-like virtue of hers has overcome me. 

Sje. Shall I have thee in my arms ? 

Trine. Thou shalt have Duke Trmcalo in thy arms : 

But prithee be not too boiStrous with me at first ; 

Do not discourage a young beginner. [They embrace. 

Stand to your Arms, my Spouse, 

And subject MonSter ; 


Enter Steph. MuSt. Vent. 

The Enemy is come to surprise us in our Quarters. 

You shall know. Rebels, that I am marn’d to a Witch, 

And we have a thousand Spirits of our patty. 

Steph. Hold ! I«ask a Truce ; I aifd my Vice-Roys 
(Finding no food, and but a small remainder of Brandy) 

Are come to treat a Peace betwixt us. 

Which may be for the good of both Armies, 

Therefore Trmcalo disband. 

Trine. Plain Trmcalo , methinks I might have been a Duke in your 
mouth ; Pi not ccept of your Embassie without my Title. 

Steph. A Title shall break no squares betwixt us : 

Vice-Roys, give him his Style of Duke, and treat with him. 

Whilst I walk by m State. 

Ventoso and MuStacho. bon>, whiUi Trmcalo puts on he Cap. 
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MuH. Oat Lord and Made*?, Duke Stepbano , has sent us 
In the fif§t place to demand of you, upon what 
Ground you make War against him, having no right 
To govern here, as being elected only by 
Your own Voice. 

Tnnc. To this I answer. That having in the face of the World 
Espous’d the lawful Inheritrix of this Island, 

Queen Blouse the First, and having homage done me. 

By this Hedoring Spark her Brother, from these two 
I claim a lawful Tide, to this Island, 

MuH. Who that Monster ? he a Hedor ? 

Cahb. Lo ! how he mpgks me, wilt thclu let him, my Lord ? 

Trine. Vice-Roys 1 keep good tongues in your heads, 

I advise you, and proceed to your business. 

MuH. First and foremost, as to your claim that you have answer’d 

Vent. But second and foremost, we de ma nd of you. 

That if we make a Peace, the Butt also may be 
Comprehehded in the Treaty. 

Tnnci I cannot treat->with my honour, without your submission. 

Stepb. I understand, being present, from my Embassadors, what your 
resolution is, and ask an hours time of deliberation, and so I take our 
leave ; but firStJ desire to be entertain'd at your Butt, .as becomes a Prince, 
and his Embassadors. 

Trine » That I refuse, till ads of hostility be ceas’d. 

These Rogues are rather Spies than Embassadors ; 

I mu§t take heed of my Butt. They come to pry • 

Into the secrets of my Dukedom. 

Vent. Tn calo, you are a barbarous Prince, and so farewel. 

[Exeunt Steph. Mud. Vent. 

Trine. Subjed Monder ! dand you Centry before my Cellar ; my Queen 
and I will enter, and fead our selves within. [Exeunt. 

Enter Ferdinand, Ariel and Milcha ( invisible ). 

Ferd. How far will this invisible Musician condud 
My deps ? he hovers dill about me, whether 
For good or ill, I cannot tell, nor care I much ; 

For I have been so long a slave to chance, that 
I’m as weary of her flatteries as her frowns. 

But here I am 

Artel. Here I am. 

Ferd. Hah ! art thou so ? the Spirit’^ turn’d an Eccho : 

This might seem pleasant, could the burthen of my 
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Griefs accord with any thing but sighs. 

And my last words* like those of dying men. 

Need no reply. Fain I would go to shades, where 
Few would wish to follow me. 

Ariel. Follow me. 

Ferd. This evil Spirit grows importunate. 

But I’l not take his counsel. 

Ariel. Take his counsel 

Ferd. It may be the Devil’s counsel, I’ll never take it. 

Ar^el. Take it. 

Ferd. I will discourse no more with thee. 

Nor follow one Step further. 

Ariel c One Step further. 

Ferd. This must have more imp&rtance than an Echo. 

Some Spirit tempts to a precipice. 

I’ll try if it will answer when I sing 
My sorrows to the murmur of this Brook. 

He sings. 

Go thy way. 

Go thy way. 

Why shouldB thou Bay ? 

Why shouldfl thou flay ? 

Where the winds whittle , and where the Breams ere, 

Finder yond Willow-tree, fait would I sleep. 

Then let me alone. 

For ’tis time to be gone, 

For'f’tu time to be gone. 

What cares or pleasures can be in this Isle ? 

Within this desart place 
There lives no humane race ; 

Fate cannot frown here, nor kind fortune smile. 

Kind Fortune smiles, and she 
Has Jit in fore for thee 
Some Brange felicity. 

Follow me, follow me. 

And thou shalt see. 

Ferd. I’ll take thy word for once ; 

Lead ©n Musician. [Exeunt and return. 

SCENE IV. The Cypress-trees and Caves 

Scene changes, and discovers Prospero and Miranda. 

Prof). Advance the fringed Curtains of thine Eyes, and say what thou 
sesSt yonder. 


Ariel. 

Ferd. 

Ariel. 

Ferd. 


Ariel: 

Ferd. 


.Ariel. 
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Mir. Is it a Spirit ? 

Lord ' how it looks about ! iSir, I confess it carries a brave foi;m. 

But ’tis a Spirit. 

Prop No, Girl, it eats, and sleeps, and has such sences as we have. 
This young Gallant,* whom thou seeSt, was in the wrack ; were he not 
somewhat Earn’d with grief (beauty’s worst cancker) thou might’ll call 
him a goodly person ; he has lost his Company, and Strays about to find ’em. 

Mir. I might call him a thing Divine, for nothing natural I ever saw 
so noble 

Prop. It goes oi\ as my Soul prompts it : Spirit, fine Spirit .I’ll free 
thee within two day> for this. 

Ferd. She’s sure the^iStnss on whojtn these Airs attend. Fair Excel- 
lence, if, as your form declares, you axe’ Divine, be pleas’d to ^nStruft me 
how you will be worship’d ; so bright a beauty cannot sure belong to 
humane kind. 

Mr. I am, like you, a Mortal, if such you are. 

Ferd. My language too ' O Heaven’s ! I am the best of them who speak 
this Speech when I’m in my own Countrey. 

Prdfp. How, the beSt ? What Wert thou if the Duke of Savoy heard 
thee? 

Ferd. As I am now, who wonders to hear thee speak of Savoy • he does 
hear me, and* that he does I weep, my self am Savoy, whose fatal Eyes 
(e’r since at ebb) beheld the Duke my Father wrack’d. 

Mil*. Alack ! for pity. 

Prop. At the first sight they have chang’d Eyes, dear 'Ariel, 

I’ll set thee free for this young, Sir, a word 
With hazard of your self you do me wroi?g. 

Mr. Why speaks my Father so urgently ? 

This is the third Man that e’r I saw, the first whom 
E’r I sigh’d for, sweet Heaven move my Father 
To be inclin’d my way. 

Ferd. O ! if a Virgin 1 and your aflefhons not gone forth, 

I’ll make you MiStriss of Savoy. 

Prop. Soft, Sir ! one word more. 

They are in each others powers, but this swift 
Bus’ness I muSt uneasie make, leSt too light 

Winning make the prize light one word more. 

Thou usurp’St the name not due to thee, and hast 
Put thy self upon this Island as a Spy to get the 
Government from me the Lord of it. 

Ferd. No, as I’m a Man. 

Mr. There’s nothing ill can dwell *n such a Temple, 

If th’ evil Spirit hath so fair a House, 
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Good things will Strive to dwell with it. 

Prop. No more. Speak not for him, he’r a Traitor. 

Come 1 thou art my Pris’ner, and shalt be in 
Bonds. Sea-water shalt thou drink,_thy food 
Shall be,the fresh-Brook Muscles, wither’d Roots, 

And Husks, wherein the Acorn crawl’d ; follow. 

Ferd. No, I will resist such entertainment. 

Till my Enemy has more power. [He dram, and is charm’d from moving. 

Mir. O dear Father ! make not too rash a trial 
Of him, for he’s gentle, and not fearful. 

Profp. My Child, my Tutor ! put thy Sword up, Traytor, 

Who mak’St a show, but dar’St not Strike : thy 
Conscience is possess’d with guilt. Come from 
Thy Ward, for I can here disarm thee with 
This Wand, and make thy Weapon drop. 

Mir. ’Beseech you, Fathet. 

Prop. Hence : hang not on my Garment. 

Mir. Sir, have pity. 

I’ll be his Surety. 

Prop . Silence 1 one word more shall make me chide thee. 

If not hate thee : what, an Advocate for an 
ImpoStor ? sure thouihink’St there are no more 
Such shapes as his ? 

To die most of men this is a Caliban, 

And they to him 'are Angels. 

Mir. My affedhons are then most humble, 

I have ncrambition to see a gocfdlier Man. 

Prop. Come on, obey : 

Thy Nerves are in their infancy again, and have 
No vigour in them. 

Ferd. So they are : 

My Spirits, as m a Dream, are all bound up : 

My Father’s loss, 'the weakness which I feel. 

The wrack of all my friends, and this Man’s threats. 

To whom I am subdu’d, would seem light to me. 

Might I but once a day through my prison behold this Maid : 

All comers else o’ th’ Earth let liberty make use of : 

I have space enough in such a Prison. 

Prop. It works : come on : 

Thou haft done well, fine Ariel : follow me. 

Heark what thou shalt more do for me. 

Mir. Be of comfort! 

My Father’s of a better nature. Sir, 
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Than he appears by Speech : this is unwonted 
Which now came from him. 

Prop. Thou shalt be as free as Mountain Winds : 

But then exa&ly do all points of my command. 

Artel. To a syllable. [Exit Ariel. 

Prop to Mir. Go in that way, speak not a word for him : 

I’ll separate you. ^ [Exit Miranda. 

Ferd. As soon thou may’St divide the Waters ■> 

When thou Stnk’St ’em, which pursue thy boodess blow. 

And meet •when ’tis past. 

Prop). Go pradis\your Philosophy within. 

And if you are the same you speak your -self, 

Bear your affli£hons likS \ Prmce That door 
Shews you your Lodging. 

Ferd. ’Tis vain to Strive, I must obey. [Exit Ferd. 

Prop. This goes as I would wish it. 

Now for my second care, Hippohto. 

1 shall not need to chide him for his fault. 

His passion is becom^ his punishment. 

Come forth, Htppoltto. 

Hip. entnng. ’Tis Prospero’s voice. 

Prop. Hippohto ! I know you now expert I should severely chide you : 
you have seen a woman in contempt of my commands. 

Hip. But, Sir, you see I am come; off unharm’d ; 

I told you, that you need not doubt my Courage. 

Prop. You think you have receiv’d no hurt ? 

Hip. No, none. Sir. 

Try me agen, when e’r you please Fm ready : 

I think I cannot fear an Army of ’em. 

Prop. How much in vain it is to bridle Nature 1 [Aside. 

Well ! what was the success of your encounter ? 

Hip. Sir, we had none, we yielded both at first. 

For I took her to mercy, and she me. * 

Prop. But are you not much chang’d from what you were ? 

Hip. Methinks I wish and wish ! for what I know not. 

But Still I wish yet if I had that Woman, 

She, I believe, could tell me what I wish for. 

Prop. What wou’d you do to make that Woman yours ? 

Hip. Yd quit the reSt o’ th’ World, that I might live alone with 
Her, she never should be from me 
We two would sit and look till our Eyes ak’d. 

Prop You’d soon be weary of her. 

Hip. O, Sir, never. 
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Profp. But you’I grow old and wrinkl’d, as, you see me now. 

And then you will not care for her. 

Hip. You may do what you please, but, Sir, we two can never possibly 
grow old. 

ProSp. You mu§t, Hippohto. 

Hip. Whether we will or no, Sir, who shall make us ? 

Proip. Nature, which made me so. 

Hip. But you have told: me her works are various ; 

She made you old, but she has made us young. 

Prop. Time will convince you, 

Mean while be sure you tread in honours paths. 

That you may merit her, and that you may not want 
Fit occasions to employ your viftue, in tins next 
Cave there' is a Stranger lodg’d, one of your land. 

Young, of a nobid presence, and, as he says himself. 

Of Princely birth, he is my Pns’ner, and in deep 
Affliftion : visit, and comfort him ; it will become you. 

Hip. It is my duty. Sir. [Exit Hippohto. 

Prop. True, he has seen a Woman, yet he lives r ; perhaps I took the 
moment op his birth amiss, perhaps my Art it self is false : on what 
Strange grounds we build our hopes and fears, Man’s Life is all a miSt, and 
m the dark, our Fortunes meet us. 

If fate be not, then what can we foresee ? 

Or how can- we avoid it, if it be ? 

Tf by free-will in* our own paths we move. 

How are we bounded by Decrees above ? 

Whether y/e drive, or whether we are driven. 

If ill, ’tis ours ; if good, the aft of Heaven. [ Exi t Prospero. 

Scene, a Cave. 

Enter Hippohto and Ferdinand. 

Ferd. Your pity, noble youth, doth much oblige me. 

Indeed ’twas sad to lose a Father so. 

Hip. I, and an onely Father too, for sure you said 
You had but one. 

Ferd. But one Father ! he’s wondrous simple ! [Aside. 

Hip. *Axe such misfortunes frequent m your World, 

Where many men live ? 

Ferd. Such are we born to. 

But, gentle Youth, as you have question’d me, 

Bo give me leave to ask you, what ^ou'are ? 
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Hip. Do not you know 5 
Ferd. How should I ? 

Hip. I well hop’d I was a Min, but by your ignorance 
Of what I am, I fear it is not so : ’ ° 

Well, FroSpero / this is now the second, time 
You have deceiv’d me. 

Ferd. Sir, there is no doubt you are a Man : 

But I would know of whence 5 1 

Hip. Why, of this World, I never was in yours. 

Ferd. Have you a Father ? , , 

Hip. I was told I hfd one, and that he was a Man, yet I have been so 
much deceived, I dare not tell’t you for, a truth; but I have still been 
k pt Prisoner for fearxif Women. 

Ferd They indeed are dangerous, fqr since I came, I have beheld one 
here, whose beauty pierc’d my heart. 

Hip. How did she pierce, you seem not hurt 
Ferd. Alas ! the wound was made by her bright Eyes, 

And feSters by her absence. 

But, to .speak plainer to you. Sir, I love her. 

Hip. Now I suspeft' that love’s the very thin g, that I feel too ! pray 
tell me, truly. Sir, are you not grown unquiet since you saw her ? 1 
Ferd. I take no reSt. 

Hip. JuSt, just my disease. 

Do you not wish you do not know for what 5 
Ferd." O no ! I know too well for what I wish 
H/p. There, I confess, I differ from you, Sir 
But you desire she may be always with you , 5 
Ferd. I can have no felicity without her 
Hip. JuSt my condition ! alas, gentle Sir, 

I’ll pity you, and you shall pity me. 

Ferd. I love so much, that if I have her not, 

I find I cannot live. 

Hip. How ! do you love her ? 

And would you have her too 5 that must not be : 

For none but I must have her. 

Ferd. But perhaps we do not love the same : 

All Beauties are not pleasing alike to all. 

Hp. Why are there more fair Women, Sir, 

Besides that one I love ? 

Ferd. That’s a Strange question. There are many more besides that 
Beauty which you love. 

Hip. I will have all of that kind, if there be a hundred of ’em. 

Ferd. But, noble Youth, you know riot what you say. 
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Hip. Sir, they ‘are things I love, I cannot be without ’em : 

O, how I rejoyce ! more Women ! 

Ferd. 'Sir, if youdove, you must be ty’d: to one. 

Hip. Ty’d ! how ty’d to her ? 

Ferd. To love none but her. 

Hip.' But, Sir, I find it is againSt my nature. 

I muSt love where I like, and I believe I may like all. 

All that are fair : come £> bring me to this Woman, 

For I must have her. 

Ferd. His simplicity [Aside. 

Is such, that I can scarce be angry with him, 

Perhaps, sweet Youth, when you behold her. 

You will find you do not love her. 

Hip. I ’find already I love, because she is another Woman. 

Ferd. You cannot love two Women both at once. 

Hip. Sure ’tis my duty to love all who do resemble 
Her whom I’ve already seen. I’ll have as many as I can. 

That are so good, and Angel like, as -she I love. 

And will have yours. 

Ferd. Pretty Youth, you cannot. 

Hip. I -can do any thing for that I love. 

Ferd. I may, perhaps, by force, restrain you from it. 

Hip. Why do so if you can. But either promise me 
To love no Woman, or you must try your force. 

Ferd. I cannot help it, I must love. 

Hip. Well you may love, for FroSpero taught me Friendship too : you 
shall love me and other Men if you can find ’em, but all the Angel-women 
shall be mine. 

Ferd. I must br k off this Conference, or he will 
Urge me else beyond what I can bear. 

Sweet Youth ! some other time we will speak 
Farther concerning both our loves ; at present 
I a‘m indispos’d jwith- weariness and grief. 

And would, if you are pleas’d, retire a while. 

Hip. Some other time be it ; but. Sir, remember 
That I both seek and much intreat your friendship, 

For next to Women, I find I can love you. 

Ferd. I thank you. Sir, I will consider of it. [Exit Ferdinand. 

Hip‘. This Stranger does insult, and comes into my 
World to take those heavenly beauties from me. 

Which I believe I am inspir’d to love. 

And yet he said he did desire but one. 

He would be poor in love, but I’lkbe rich : 
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I now perceive that Prospero was cunning ; 

For when he frighted me from^Woman-kind, 

Those precious things he for himself design’d. 

[Exit. 


ACT IV. S-CENE I, 

Cypress Trees vnd Cave. > 

Enter Prospero and Miranda. 

Prop). "XT’ Our suit b*s-*pity in’t, and £as prevail’d. 

Y Within this Cave he lies, and you may see him : 

JL But yet take heed ; let Prudence be your Guide , 

You mu£t not Stay, your visit must be short. ’ [She's going. 

One thing I had forgot ; insinuate into his mind 
A kindness to that Youth, whom first you saw ; 

I would have Friendship grow betwixt ’em. 

Mir. “You shall be obey’d in all thidgs 
Prop. Be earnest to unite their very souls. 

Mir. I shall endeavour if. 

Prop. This may secure Hippohto from that dark dinger which my Art 
forebodes ; for Friendship does provide a double Strength t’ oppose the 
assaults *?>f Fortune. j_Exit Prospero. 

Enter Ferdinand. 

Ferd. To be a Pris’ner where I dearly lo^e, is but a double tya, a Link 
of Fortune joyn’d to the Chain of Love ; but not to see her, and yet to be 
so near her, there’s the hardship : I feel my self as on a Rack, Stretch’d 
out, and nigh the ground, on which I might have ease, yet cannot reach it. 
Mir. Sir ! my Lord ! where are you ? 

Ferd. Is it your Voice, my Love ? or do I dream ? 

Mir Speak softly, it is I. 

Ferd. O Heavenly Creature ! ten times more gentle then your Father’s 
Cruel, how, on a sudden, all my griefs are vanish’d 1 
Mir. How do you bear your Prison ? 

Ferd. ’Tis my Palace while you are here, and love and silence -wait upon 
our wishes ; do but think we chuse it, and ’tis what we would chus£. 

Mir. I’m sure what I would. 

But how can I be certain that you love me ? 

Look to’t , for I will die when you are false 
I’ve heard my Father tell of Maids, lyho^dy’d. 

And haunted their false Lovers with tl^eir GhoSts. 
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Ferd. Your GhoSt muSt take another forpi to fright me. 

This shape will be too pleasing : do I lov^you ? 

O Heaven ! O Earth I bear witness to this sound. 

If I'prove false 

Mir. Oh. hold, you shall not swear ; 

For Heav’n will hate you if you prove forsworn. 

Ferd. Did I not love, I could no, more endure this undeserv’d captivity, 
than I could wish fb gai£ my freedom with the loss of you. 

Mir. I am a fool to weep at what I’m glad of : but I have a suit to 
you, and that, Sir, shall be now the only trial of youjdove. 

Ferd. Y’ave said enough, never to be deny’d, weie it my life ; for you 
have far o’rbid the price of all that humane life is worth. 

Mir. Sir, ’tis to love one fof my sake, who ror his own deserves all 
the respect which you can ever pay him. 

Ferd. You mean your Father : do not think his usage can make me 
hate him ; when he gave you being, he then did that which cancell’d 
all these wrongs. 

Mir. I meant not him, for that Was a request, which if you love, I 
should not need to urge. 

Ferd. Is there another whom I ought to love ? 

And love him for your sake ? 

Mir. Yes such a one, who, for his sweetness and his goodly shape, (if I, 
who am unskill’d in forms, may judge) I think can scarce be equall’d ; 
Tis a Yoxith, a Stranger too as you- are. 

"Ferd. Of such a graceful feature, and must I for your sake love ? 

Mr. Yes, Sir, do you scruple to grant the first request I ever made ? 
he’s wholly unacquainted with the World, and wants your Conversation. 
You should have compassion on so meer a Stranger. 

Ferd. Those need compassion whom you discommend, not whom you 
praise. 

Mr. Come, you must love him for my sake : you shall. 

Ferd. MuSt I for yours, and cannot for my own ? 

Either you do cot love, or think £hat I do not : 

But when you bid me love him, I must hate him. 

Mr. Have I so far offended you already. 

That he offends you onely for my sake ? 

Yet sure you would not hate him, if you saw 
Him as I have done, so full of youth and beauty. 

Ferd. O poison to my hopes ! [Aside. 

When he did visit me, and I did mention this 
Beauteous Creature to him, he did then tell me 
Jfe would have her. 

Mir. Alas, what mean you ? 
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Ferd. It 1 $ too plain : like most of her frail Sex, she’s false. 

But has not leam’d the art to hide it ; 

Nature has done her part, she loves variety : 

Why did I think that any Woman could be inn ocent. 

Because she’s young ?’ No, no, their NurSes teach them 
Change, when with two Nipples they divide their 
Liking. 

Mr. I fear I have offended you, and yet I meaht no harm : 

But if you please to hear me [A none within. 

Heark, Sir ! 'now I am sure my Father Comes, I know 
His Steps ; dear Love; 1 retire a while, I fear 
I’ve Staid too long. 

Ferd. Too long indeed, and yet not long enough : Oh Jealousie 1 
Oh Love ! how you diStraft me ? [Exit Fer dinan d. 

Mir. He appears displeas’d with that young mm, I know 
Not why : but, till I find from whence his hate proceeds, 

I must conceal it from my Father’s knowledge, 

For he will think that guiltless I ha\*e caus’d it ; 

And suffer me no more, to see my Love [Enter Prospero. 

Profp. Now I have been indulgent to your wish. 

You have seen the Prisoner. 

Mir. Yes. 

Profp. And he spake to you ? 

Mr. He spoke ; but he receiv’d short answers from me. 

ProOp. How like you his converse ? 

Mr. At second sight. 

A Man does not appear so rare a Creature. 

Prop), aside. I find she loves him much because she hides it 
Love teaches cunning even to innocence. Well go in. 

Mr. aside. Forgive me, truth, for thus disguising thee ; if I can make 
him think I do not love the Stranger much, he’l let me see him oftner. 

, [Exit Miranda. 

Prop. Stay ! Stay I had forgot to’ ask her what’ sherhad said 
Of young Hippohto ! Oh 1 here he comes I and with him 
My Donnda. I’ll not be seen, let 

Enter Hippohto and Dorinda. 

Their loves grow in secret. [Exit Prospero. 

Hip. But why are you so sad ? 

Dor. But why are you so joyful ? 

Hip. I have within me all the various Musick of 
The Woods. Smce last I saw you,. I have heard brave news 1 
I’ll tell you, and make you joyful for nje. 

( 243 ) 


THE TEMPEST 


Dor. Sir, when I saw you first, I, through my Eyes, drew 
Something in, I know not what it is ; 

But Still it entertains me with such thoughts. 

As "makes me doubtful whether joy becomes me. 

Hip. Pray believe me ; 

As I’m a Man, I’ll tell you blessed news, 

I have heard there are more Wopaen in the World, 

As faii as you are ‘too. 

Dor. Is this your news ? you see it moves not me. 

Hip. And I’ll have ’em all. 

Dor. What will become of me then ? 

Hip. I’ll have you too. 

But are not you acquainted with these Women T 
Dor. 1 never saw but one. 

Hip. Is there r but one here 
This is a base poor World, I’ll go to th’ other ; 

I’ve heard Men have abundance of ’em there. 

But pray where is that one Woman"? 

Dor. Who, my SiSter ? 

Hip. fe she your Sister ? I’m glad o’ that : you shall help me to her, 
and I’ll fove you for’t. [Offers to take her hand. 

Dor. Away ! I will not have you touch my' hand. 

My Father’s counsel which enjoyn’d reservedness, [Aside. 

Was not in vain, I see. 

Hip. What makes you shun me ? 

Dor. You need not -care, you’l have my Sister’s hand. 

Hip. r Wh.y, muSt not he who touches hers, touch yours ? 

Dor. You mean to love her too. 

Hip. Do not you love her ? 

Then why should not I do so ? 

Dor. She is my SiSter, and therefore I muSt love her : 

But you cannot love both of us. 

Hip. I warrant you I can : 

Oh that you had more SiSters ! 

Dor. You may love her, but then 1*1 not love you. 

Hip. O but you muSt ; 

One is enough for you, but not for me. 

Dor. My SiSter told me she had seen another ; 

A Man like you, and she lik’d onely him ; 

Therefore if one must be enough for her. 

He is that one, and then you cannot have her. 

Hip. If she like him, she may kke,both of us. 

Dor. Bui how if I should change and like that Man ? 
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Would you be willing to permit that change ? 

Hip. No, for you lik’d me fi^ft. 

Dor. So you did me. 

Hip. But I would never have you see that Man , 

I cannot bear it. 

Dor. I’l see neither of you. 

Hip. Yes, me you may, for we are npW acquainted ; 

But he’s the Man of whom your Father warn’d yok : 

0 1 he’s a terrible, huge, monstrous Creature, 

1 am but a Woman td Jiim. 

Dor. I will see him/ 

Except you’l promise not tp see my Sifter; 

Hip. Yes, for your salte, I needs muft See your Sifter. 

Dor. But she’s a temble, huge Creature too ; if I were not 
Her Sifter, she would eat me ; therefore take heed. 

Hip. I heard that she was fair, and hke you. 

Dor. No, indeed, she’s hke my Father, with a great Beard, 

’Twould flight you to look on her. 

Therefore that Man and she may go t gether, 

They are fit for no body, but one another. 

Hip. looking t . Yonder he comes with glaring Eyes, fly I fly before 
he sees you. 

Dor. Muft we part so soon ? 

Hip. Y’ are a loft Woman if you see him. 

Dor. I would not willingly be loft, for fear you 
Should not find me. I’ll avoid him. [Exit Dorinda. 

Hip. She fain would have deceived me, but I know her 
Sifter muft be fair, for she’s a Woman ; 

All of a kind that I have seen are hke to one 
Another : all the Creatures of the Rivers and 
The Woods are so. 


Enter Ferdinand. 

Ferd. O I well encounter’d, you are the happy Man 1 
Y* have got the hearts of both the beauteous Women. 

Hip. How ! Sir ? pray, are you sure on’t ? 

Ferd. One of ’em charg’d me to love you for her sake. 

Hip. Then I muft have her. 

Ferd. No, not till I am dead. 

Hip. How dead ? what’s that ? but whatsoe’r it be, 

I long to have her. 

Ferd. Time and my grief may make me 

Hip. But for a Fnend you should m^ke hafte , I ne’r ask’d* 
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Any thing of you before. 

Ferd I see your Ignorance ; 

And therefore wilTinStrufi you in my meaning. 

The Woman, whom I love, saw you, and lov’d you. 

Now, Sir, if you love her, you’I cause my death. 

Hip. Be sure I’ll do’t then. 

Ferd. But I am your fuend ; * r 
And I “request you*that you would not love her. 

Hip. when Friends request unreasonable things. 

Sure th’ are to be denv’d : you s*y she’s fair. 

And I must love all wito are fair ; for, to tell 
You a secret. Sir, which I have lately found 
Within my self ; they ’re all made for me. 

Ferd. That’s but a fond conceit: you are made for one. 
And one for you» 

Hep. You cannot tell me. Sir, 

I know I’m made for twenty hundred Women. 

(I mean if there so many be 1* th’ World) 

So that if once I see her, I shall love her. 

Ferd. Then do not see her. 

Hip. Tes, Sir, I must see her. 

For I would fain have my heart beat again, 

JuSt as it did when I first saw her SiSter. 

Ferd. I ''find I must not let you see her then. 

Hip. How will you -hinder me ? 

Ferd. By force of Arms. 

Hip. --By force of Arms ? 

My Arms perhaps may be as Strong as yours. 

Ferd. He’s Still so ignorant that I pity him, and fain 
Would avoid Force : pray do not see her, she was 
Mine first ; you have no right to her. 

, Hip. I have not yet consider’d what is right, but. Sir, 

I know my inclinations are to love all Women : 

And I have been taught, that to dissemble what I 
Think, is base. In honour then of truth, I must 
Declare that I do love, and I will see your Woman. 

Ferd. Wou’d you be willing I should see and love your 
Woman, and endeavour to seduce her from that 
Affe&on which she vow’d to you ? 

Hip. I wou’d not you should do it, but if she should 
Love you best, I cannot hinder her. 

But, Sir, for fear she shou’d, I will provide againSt 
The worst,' and try to get your Woman. 
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Ferd. But I pretend no claim at all to yours ; 

Besides you are more beautiful t han I, 

And fitter to allure unpraftis’d? hearts. 

Therefore I once more beg you will not see her. 

Hip. I’m glad youdet me know I have such beauty, 

If that will get me Women, they shall have it 
As far as e’r ’twill go : I’ll never want .’em. 

Ferd. Then since you have refus’d tRis aft of friendship. 

Provide your self a sword, for we mu§t fight 
Hip. A sword, what’s that ? 

Ferd. Why such a“ thing as this. 

Hip. What should I do with it ? 

Ferd. You muSt Stand thus, and push against me. 

While I push at you, till one of us fall /lead. 

Hip. This is brave sport ; 

But we have no Swords growing in our World. 

Ferd. What shall we do then to decide our quarrel ? 

Hip. We’ll take the Sword by tusns, and fight with it. 

Ferd, Strange Ignorance ! you m^St defend your life. 

And so must I ; but since you have no Sword, 

Take this ; for in a comer of my Cave [Gives hint his Sword. 

I found a ruSt^ one ; perhaps ’twas his who keeps 
Me Pris’ner here : that I will fit : 

When next we meet, prepare your self to fight. 

Hip. 'Make haSte then, this shall ne’r be yours .agen. 

I mean to fight with all the Men I meet, and 
When they are dead, their Women shall he mine. 

Ferd. I see you are unskilful ; I desire not to take 
Your Life, but, if you please, we’ll fight on 
These conditions ; He who first draws bloud. 

Or who can take the others Weapon from him. 

Shall be acknowledg’d as the Conquerour, 

And both the Women shall be his. 

Hip. Agreed, 

And ev’ry day IT fight for two more with you. 

Ferd. But win these first. 

Hip. I’ll warrant you I’ll push you. [Exeunt severally. 

SCENE n. The Wild Island. 

Enter Tnncalo, Caliban, Sycorax. 

Calib. My Lord, I see ’em coming yonder. 

Trim. Whom? 
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Cahb. The Starv’d Prince, and his two thirsty Subjefts, 

That would have our Liquor. 

Trine. 'If thou wert a Monster of parts, f would make thee 
My Master of Ceremonies, to conduft ’em in. 

The Devil take all Dunces, thou-hafit lost a brave 
Employment by not being a Linguist, and for want 
Of behaviour. 

Syc. My Lord, shall I go meet ’efn ? I’ll be kind to all of ’em, 

JuSt as I am to thee. 

Trine. No, that’s againSjt the fundamental Laws of my Dukedom : you 
are in a high place. Spouse, and must give good Example. Here they 
come, we’ll put on the gravity of ^Statesmen, and be very dull, that we may 
be held wise. 


Enter Stephano, Ventoso, MuStacho. 

Vent. Duke Tri calo, we have consider’d. 

Trine. Peace or War? 

Mu ft. Peace, and the Butt. 

Steph. I come now as a private Person, and promise to live peaceably 
under your Government. 

Tn c. Tou shall enjoy the benefits of Peace ; and the first fruits of 
it, amongst all Civil Nations, is to be drunk for joy: Caliban , skink 
about. 

Steph. I long to have a Rowse to her Graces Health, and to th.z JTarnse 

Kelder, or rather Haddock in Welder, for I ghess it will be half 
Fish. _ [Aside 

Trmc. Sub j eft Stephano , here’*? to thee ; and let old quarrels be drown’d 
in this draught. [Drinks. 

Steph. Great Magistrate, here’s thy Sister’s health to thee. 

[Drinks to Caliban. 

Syc. He shall not drink of that immortal Liquor, 

My Lord, let him drink Water. 

Trmc. O Sweetheart, you must not shame your self to day. 
Gentlemen Subjefts, pray bear with her good Huswifiy : 

She wants a little breeding, but she’s hearty. 

Mu ft. Ventoso , here’s to thee. Is it not better to pierce the Butt, than 
to quarrel and pierce one another’s bellies ? 

Vent. Let it come. Boy. 

Trmc? Now would I lay greatness aside, and shake my heels, if I had 
but Musick. 

Cahb. O my Lord ! my Mother left us in her Will a hundred Spirits to 
attend us. Devils of all sorts, some great roaring Devils, and some litde 
surging Sprights. 
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Syc. Shall we call ? and thou shalt hear them in the air. 

Trine. I accept the motion : let us have our Mother-in-law’s Legac} 
immediately. 

Cahb. sings. We wgnt Mustek, we wap Ifiirth, 

Up, Dam, and cleave the Earth : 

We have now no Lords that wrong us, 

Send thy merry Spnghts among us. 

Trine. What a merry Tyrant am I, to have my 
Musick, and pay nothing for’t ? 

[A Table rues, and four Spirits with Wine and Medt enter, 
placing it, as they dance \ on the Table * The Dance ended, 
the Betsies vanish, and the Table sinks agen. 

Vent. The Bottle’s drunk. 

Muff. Then the Bottle’s a weak shallow Fellow,’ if it be drunk 

first. 

Trine. Stephano, give me thy hand. 

Thou haft been a Rebel, but here’s to thee . [Drinks. 

Prithee* why should wg quarrel 5 sh^ll I swear 
Two Oaths ? By Bottle, and by Butt I love thee . 

In witness whereof I drink soundly. 

Steph. Your Grace shaH find there’s no love loft, 

For I will pledge you soundly. 

Trt c. Thou haft been a false Relpel, but that’s all one , 

Pledge my Grace faithfully. 

Trine. Caliban , 

Go to the Butt, and tell me how it sounds : 

Peer Stephano , doft: thou love me ? 

Steph. I love your Grace, and all your Princely Family. 

Trine. ’Tis no matter if thou lov’ft me ; hang my Family : 

Thou art my Friend, prithee tell me what 
Thou think’ft of my Princess ? 

Steph. I look on her, as on a very nbblS Princess.' 

Trine. Noble ? indeed she bad a Witch to her Mother, and the Witches 
are of great F amili es in Lapland , but the Devil was her Father, and I have 
heard of the Mounsor De-Vtles in France ; but look on her Beauty, is she 
a fit Wife for Duke Trtncalo ? mark her Behaviour too, shee’s tipling yonder 
with the Serving-men. , 

Steph. An’t please your Grace, she’s somewhat homely, but that’s no 
blemish in a Princess. She is virtuous. 

Tnne. Umph ! Virtuous 1 I am loath to disparage her , 

But thou art my Friend, canft thoq be^close ? 

Steph. As a ftopt Bottle, an’t please *your Grace 
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Enter Caliban agen with a Bottle. 

Trine. Why then I’ll tell thee, I found her an hour ago under an Elder- 
Tree, upon a sweet"' Bed of Nettles, singing Tory, Rory, and Ranthum, 
Scantum, with her own Natural Brother. 

Steph O Jew 1 make love in her own Tribe ? 

Trine! But ’tis no matter, to tell thee true, I marn’d her to be a great 
Man and so forth : but make no wprds on’t, for I care not who knows it, 
and so here’s to th8e agdh, give me the Bottle, Caliban ! did you knock 
the Butt ? how does it sound ? 

Calib. It sounds as though it had a noise within. 

Trine. I fear the Butt begins to rattle in the throat, and is departing : 
give me the Bottle. [Drinks. 

Mull. A short life and a merry, I say. JSteph. whispers Sycorax. 

Sjc. But did he r tell you so ? 

Steph. He said you were as ugly as your Mother, and that he Marn’d 
you onely to get possession of the Island. 

Sjc. My Mothers Devils fetch him for’t. 

Steph. And your Fathers too, hem ! ’Slunk about his Graces health agen. 
O if you will but caft an eye of pity 'Upon me 

Sjc. I y=dl cast two Eyes of pity on thee, I love thee more than Haws, 
or Black-berries, 1 have a hoard of Wildings in the Moss, my Brother 
knows not of ’em ; but I’ll bring thee where they are. 

Steph. Trincalo was but my Man when time was. 

Sjc. Well thou his God, and didst ^hou give him Liquor ? 

Steph. I gave him Brandy, and drunk Sack my self ; wilt thou leave 
him, and thou shalt be my Princess ? 

Sjc. If r thou canSt make me ‘'glad with this Liquor. 

Steph. I’ll warrant thee we’ll ride into the Countrey where it grows. 

Sjc. How wilt thou carry me thither ? 

Steph. Upon a Hackney-Devil of thy Mothers. 

Trine. What’s that you will do ? hah ! I hope you have not betray’d 
me/> how does my Pigs-nye ? [To Sycorax. 

Syc. Be gone ! T thou shalt not be my Lord, thou say ’St 
I’m ugly. 

Trine. Did you tell her so hah ! he’s a Rogue, do not believe him, 
Chuck. 

Steph. The foul words were yours : I will not eat ’em for you. 

Trine, I see if once a Rebel, then ever a Rebel. Did I receive thee into 
Grace for this ? I will correft thee with my Royal Hand. 

[Strikes Stephano. 

Sjc. Dost thou hurt my Love ? [Flies at Trincalo. 

Trine. Where are our Guards ? „ Treason > Treason ! 

,. Vent. MuSt. Calib. run betwixt. 
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Vent. Who took up Arms first, the Prince or the People 5 
Trine. This false Traitor has corrupted the Wife of my Bosom. 

[I Vhiypets MuStacho hastily. 

Musiacho, Stake on my side, and thou shalt be my Vice-Roy. 

Musi. I’m againSt' Rebels ! VentoSo, obey your Vice-Roy. 

Vent. You a Vice-Roy ? [They two fight off from the rest. 

Steph. Hah ! Heffcor Monster ! do you Stand neuter ? 

Cahh. Thou wouldSt drink my Liquor, I will not’help thee. 

Syc. ’Twas his doing that I had such a Husband, but rll claw him. 

[Syc. and Cakb. fight, Syc. heating him off the Stage. 
Trine. The whole Nation is up in Arms, and shall I Stand idle ? 

[Trincalo beats off Stephano to the door. Exit Stephano. 
I’ll not pursue too far,’ ' 

For fear the Enemy should rally agen, and surprise my Butt in the Cittadei ; 
well, I muSt be rid of my Lady Trincalo, she will be jh the Fashion else ; 
first, Cuckold her Husband, and then sue for a Separation, to get 
Alimony. [Exit. 


SCEf'IE III. The ffdypress-trees and Cave. 

Enter Ferdinand, Hippolito, {with their swords drawn}. 

Ferd. Come, Sir, our* Cave affords no choice of place. 

But the ground’s firm and even : are you ready ? 

Hip. As ready as your self, Sir. , 

Ferd. You remember on what conditions we«muSt fight ? 

Who first receives a wound is to submit. 

Hip. Come, come, this loses time ; nc?w for the 
Women, Sir. [They fight a little, Ferdinand hurts him. 

Ferd. Sir, you are wounded. 

Hip. No. 

Ferd. Believe your bloud. 

Hip. I feel no hurt, no matter for my bloud. 

Ferd. Remember our Conditions. * 

Hip. I’ll not leave, till my Sword hits you too. 

[Hip. presses on, Ferd. retires and wards. 
Ferd. I’m loth to kill you, you are unskilful. Sir. 

Hip. You beat aside my Sword, but let it come as near 
As yours, and you shall see my skill. 

Ferd. You faint for loss of bloud, I see you Stagger. 

Pray, Sir, retire. 

Hip. No 1 I will ne’r go back 
Methinks the Cave turns round, I, cannot find 
Ferd. Your Eyes begin to dazle. 

( 25 1 ) 



THE TEMPEST 

it— e 

Hip. Why do you swim so, and dance about me ? 

Stand but .Still till I have made one thrust. [Hippolito thruBs and falls. 
Herd. O help, help, help ! 

Unhappy Man ! what have I done ? 

Hip. Fm going to -a cold sleep', but when I wake,' 

I’ll fight agen. Pray Stay for me. [S wounds. 

Ferd. He’s gone ! he’s gone ! O Stay, sweet lovely Youth ! 

Help ! help ! 

Enter Pfospero. 

Prof.' What dismal noise is that ? 

Ferd. O see. Sir, see ! 

What mischief my unhappy hand, has wrought. 

Prof>. Alas ! how much in vam doth feeble Art endeavour 
To resist the will ofHeaven ? [Rubs Hippolito. 

He’s gone for ever ; O thou cruel Son of an 
Inhumane Father ! all my designs are ruin’d 
And unravell’d by this blow. 

No pleasure now is left me but revenge. 

Ferd. Sir if you knew my innocence 
Prof. Peace, peace. 

Can thy excuses give ipe back his life ? 

What, Ariel ? sluggish Spirit, where art thou ? 

Enter Ariel. 

Ariel. Here, at thy beck, my Lord. 

Prof. If now thou com’St, when Fate is past and not to be 
Recall’d. Look there, and glut the malice of 
Thy Nature, for as thou art thy self, thou 
CanSt not but be glad to see young Virtue 
Nipt 1* th’ Blossom. 

Ariel. My Lord, the Bei g high above can witness 
I am not glad ; w Any Spirits are 'not of a temper 
So malicious as the Earthy, 

But of a Nature more approaching good. 

For which we meet in swarms, and often combat 
Betwixt the Confines of the Air and Earth. 

Prof. Why did’St thou not prevent, at leaSt foretel. 

This fatal adion then ? 

Ariel. Pardon, great Sir, 

I meant to do it, but I was forbidden 
By die ill Genius of Hippolito , 

Who, came and threaten’d me, if I disclos’d it, 
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To bind me in the bottom of the Sea, 

Far from the lightsome Regions of the Air, 

(My Native Fields) above a hundred years 
Prop. I’ll Cham thee in the North for thy neglect, 

Within the burning' Bowels of Mount Metla : 

I’ll singe thy airy Wings with sulph’rous flames, 

And choak thy tender noftnls with blew smoak. 

At ev’ry Hick-up of the belching Mbuntain, •> 

Thou shalt be lifted up to tafte fresh air. 

And then "fall down agen. 

Artel. Pardon, dread Lord. 

Prop. No more of pardon then juft Heav’n intends thee 
Shalt thou e’r find frocn’me : hence ! fiy with speed. 

Unbind the Charms which hold this Jvlurtherer’s 
Father, and bang him, with my Brother, ftreight 
Before me. 

Artel. Mercy, my potent Lord, and I’ll outfly thy thought. [Exit Ariel. 
Ferd. -O Heavens ! what words 5 are those I heard ? 

Yet cannot see who jpoke ’em : sipre the Woman 
Whom I lov’d was like this, some aiery Vision. 

Prop. No, Murd’rer, she’s, like thee, of mortal mould, 

But much too pure to mix with thy black Crimes ; 

Yet she had faults, and muft be punish’d for ’em. 

Miranda and Dortnda ! where are ye 5 

The will of Heaven’s accomplish’d : I have 

Now no more to fear, and nothing left to hope. 

Now you may enter. 

Enter Miranda and Donnda. 

Mir. My Love ! is it permitted me to see you once agen ? 

Prop. You come to look your laft ; I will 
For ever take him from your eyes. 

But, on my blessing, speak not, nor 'approach him. 

Dor. Pray, Father, is not this my Sifter’s Man ? 

He has a noble form; but yet he’s not so excellent 
As my Hippoltto. 

Prop. Alas, poor Girl, thou haft no Man : look yonder , 

There’s all of him that’s left. 

Dor. Why, was there ever any more of him ? 

He lies asleep. Sir, shall I waken him ? , 

[She kneels bj Hippolito, and jogs him 

Ferd. Alas 1 he’s never to be wak’d agen 

Dor. My Love, my Love ! will you not speak to me 5 
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I feat you have displeas’d him, Sir, and now 
He will not answer me, he’s dumb and cold too ; 

But I’ll run freight, und make a fire to warm him. [Exit Dorinda running. 

Enter Alpnzo, Gonzalo, Antonio, Ariel (pwisible.) 

Alon z ' Never were BeaSts so hunted into Toils, 

As we have been pursu’d by dreadful shapes. 

But is not that my Son ? f O Ferdinand ! 

If thou art not a GhoSt, let me embrace thee. 

Ferd. My Father ! O sinister happiness ! Is it 
Decreed I should recover you alive, juSt in that 
Fatal hour when this brave Youth is lost in Death, 

And by my hand ? 

Ant. H&ven ! what new wonder’s this ? 

Gon%. This Isle Is full of nothing else. 

Prop. You Stare upon me as 
You ne’r had seen me ; have fifteen years 
So loSt me to your knowledge, that ycfu retain 
No memory of Propero ? 

Gon%. Tlpe good old Duke of Millam ! 

Prop. I wonder less, that thou, Antonio , know’St me not. 

Because thou didst long since forget I was thy Brother, 

Else I never had been here. 

Ant. Shame choaks my words. 

Alon And wonder mine. 

Prop. For you, usurping Prince, [To Alonzo. 

Know, by my Art, you were Shipwrack’d on this Isle, 

Where, after I a while had punish’d you, my vengeance 
Wou’d have ended, I design’d to match that Son 
Of yours, with this my Daughter. 

Alon , £. Pursue it Still, I am most willing to’t. 

Prop. So am not I. No Marriages can prosper 
Which are with Murderers made ; Look on that Corps, 

This, whilst he liv’d, was young Hippohto , that 
Infant Duke of Mantua, Sir, whom you, expos’d 
With me ; and here I bred him up, till that bloud-thirSty 
Man, that Ferdinand 

But why do I exclaim on him, when Justice calls 
To unsheath her Sword against his guilt ? 

Alon What do you mean ? 

Prop. To execute Heav’ns Laws. 

Here I am plac’d by Heav’n, here lam Prince, 

Thojigh you have dispossess’d me of my Millam. 
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Bloud calls for bloud ; your 'Ferdinand shall die, 

And I, in bitterness, have sent for you. 

To have the sudden joy of seeing him alive. 

And then the greater grief to see him die. 

Alon%. And thmklSt thou I, or the%e, “will tamely -fraud. 

To view the Execution ? [Lays hand upon his Sword. 

Ferd. Hold, dear Father ! I cannot suffer you 
T’ attempt against his life, who gave her being 
Whom I love. 

Prop. N^y them appear my Guards* I > thought no more to use 
their aid ; (I’m curs’d because I us’d it) [He stamps, and many Spirits appear 
But they are now the Ministers of Heaven, 

Whilst I revenge this Mtirder., 

AIon%. Have I for this found thee? my Son, so soon, agen,’ 

To lose thee ? Antonio, Gon^alo, speak for pity : 

Ferd. to Mir. Adieu, my fairest MiStriss. 

Mir. Now I can hold no longer ; I must speak 
Though I am loth to disobey you* Sir, 

Be not?so cruel to the, Man I love, 

Or be so kind to let me suffer with him. 

Ferd. Recal that Pray’r, or I shall wish to live, 

Though death, be all the Inends that I can make. , 

Proip. This night I will allow you, Ferdinand, to fit 
You for your death, that Cave’s youf Prison. 

AIons(. Ah, Propero ! hear me speak. You a*e a Father, 

Look on my Age, and look upon his Youth. 

Prop. No more ! all you can say is urg’d in vain, 

I have no room for pity left within me. 

Do you refuse ? help, Ariel, with your Fellows, 

To drive ’em in ; Alonso and his Son beStow in 
Yonder Cave, and here Gomplo shall with 

Antonio lodge. [ Spirits drive ’em in, as they are appointed. 

Enter Donnda. 

Dor. Sir, I have made a fire, shall he be warm’d ? 

Prop. He’s dead, and vital warmth will ne’r return. 

Dor. Dead, Sir, what’s that ? 

Prop. His Soul has left his Body. 

Dor. When will it come agen ? 

Prop. O never, never! 

He must be laid in Earth, and there consume. 

Dor. He shall not he in Earth, you do not know 
How well he loves me : indeed he’l come agen , 
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He told me he would go a little while, 

But promis’d me he would not tarry long. 

Profp. He’s murder’d by the Man whoTov’d your SiSter. 

Now both of you may see what ’tis to break 
A Father’s Precept y you would' ne*eds see Men, and by 
That ‘Sight are made for ever wretched. 

Hippolito is dead, and Ferdinand must die 
For murdering him". 

Mir. Have you no pity ? 

Proff. Your disobedience has s much incens’d me, that 
I this flight ca leave no blessing with you. 

Help to convey the Body to myoCouch, 

Then leave me to mo m over 4 alone. 

[They bear off the Body of Hippolito. 

r 

Enter Miranda and Dorinda again. Ariel behtnd ’em. 

Ariel. I’ve been so chid for my negleft, by Profpero, 

That I muSt now watch all, and be Unseen. 

Mir. SiSter, I say agen, ’twas long- of you 
That all this mischief happen’d. 

Dor. Blame not me for your own fault, your 
Curiosity brought me to see the Man. 

Mir. You safely might have seen him, and retir’d, but 
You wou’cf needs go near him, and, converse, you may 
Reihember my father call’d me thence, and I call’d you. 

Dor. That was your envy, SiSter, not your love ; 

You call’d me thence, because *you could not be 
Alone with him your self ; but I am sure my 
Man had never gone to Heaven so soon, but 

That yours made him go. [Crying. 

Mir. SiSter, I could not wish that either of ’em shou’d 
Go, to Heaven without us, but it was his fortune. 

And you must bet satisfied ? 

Dor. I’ll not be satisfi’d : my father says he’ll make 
Your Man as cold as mine is now, and when he 
Is made cold, my Father will not let you Strive 
To make him warm agen. 

Mir. 4n spite of you mine never shall be cold. 

Dor. I’m sure ’twas he that made me miserable. 

And I will be reveng’d. Perhaps you think ’tis 
Nothing to lose a Man. 

Mir. Yes, but there is some difference betwixt 
My ^ Ferdinand, and your Hippolito . " 
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Dor. I, there’s your judgment. Your’s is tlie oldest* 

Man I ever saw, except it were my Father 

Mir. SiSter, no more. It is not comely m a Daughter, 

When she says her Father’s old 

Dor. But why do I Stay here, whilst my cold Love 
Perhaps may want me? 

I’ll pray my Father to make yours cold .too. 

Mir. SiSter, I’l never sleep with you* again. 

Dor. I’ll never more meet in a Bed with you, 

But lodge on the b^re ground, and wajch mv Love. 

Mir. And at the entrance of that Cave I’ll he, 

And cSsho to each blast of wind a sigh. , . 

l&xeunt severally, looking discontentedly on one another 
Ariel. Harsh discord reigns "throughout this fatal Isle, 

At which good Angels mourn, ill spirits smile , 

Old ProUpero by his Daughters robb’d of rest. 

Has in displeasure left ’em both unbleSt 
Ti n kin dly, they abjure each others Bed, 

To sava the living, and revenge the dead 
Alonso and his Son are' Pris’ners made, 

And good Gonvplo does their Crimes upbraid. 

Antonio and Gon^alo disagree, 

And wou’d, though in one Cave, at distance be 
The Seamen all that cursed Wine have spent. 

Which Ml renew’d their thirst of Government 
And wanting subjects for the food of Pow’r, 

Each wou’d to rule alone the rest devour* 

The Monsters Sycorax and Caliban , 

More monstrous grow by passions leatn’d from Man. 

Even I not fram’d of warring Elements, 

Partake and suffer in these discontents. 

Why shou’d a Mortal by Enchantments hold 
In Chains a Spirit of /Ethenal mold ? 

Accursed Magick we our selves have taught. 

And our own pow’r has our subje&ion wrought ! [Exit 
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ACT V 

Enter Projspejro and Miranda. 

Prop. ,, C7 r OU beg in vam ; I cannot pardon him, 

Y He has offended Heaven. 

« *■» Mir Then-let HeaVen punish him. 

Prop. It will by me. 

Mir. Grant him at leaSt some respite for my sake. 

Prop. I by deferring Justice should incense the Deity 
Against rLy self and you. 

Mir. Yet I have heard you say. The Powers^ above are slow 
In punishing, and shou’d not you resemble them ? 

Prop. The Argument is weak, but I want time 
To let you see your errours ; retire, and, if you love him, 

Pray for him. [He’s going. 

Mir. And can you be his Judge and Executioner ? 

Propp I cannot force Gon^alo, or, my Brother, much 
Less the Father to destroy the Son ; it must 
Be then the MonSter Caliban , and he’s not here ; 

But Ariel Strait shall fetch him. 

Enter Ariel. 

Ariel. My Potent Lord, before thou call’St, I come. 

To serve thy will. 

Prosp.~ Then, Spirit, fetch me here my salvage Slave. 

Ariel. My Lord, it does not need. 

Prop. Art thou then prone to mischief. Wilt thou be thy self the 
Executioner ? 

Ariel. Think better of thy Aiery Minister, who. 

For thy sake, unbidden, this night has flown 
Olt almost all thg habitable World. 

Prop. But to what purpose was all thy diligence ? 

Ariel. When I was chidden by my mighty Lord, for my 
Negledt of young Hippohto, I went to view 
His Body, and soon found his Soul was but retir’d, 

Not sally’d out : then I collected 

The beSt of Simples underneath the Moon, 

The beSt of Balms, and to the wound apply’d 
The healing juice of vulnerary Herbs. 

His onely danger was his loss of bloud, but now 
He’s wak’d,-my Lord, and juSt this hour 
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He must be dress’d again, as I have done it. 

Anoint the Sword which pierc’d him with this 
Weapon-Salve, and wrap it closfe fiom Air till 
I have time to visit him again 

Profp. Thou art my’ faithful Servant* 

It shall be done, be it your task, Miranda, because your 
Sister is not present here, while I go visit your 
Dear Ferdinand \ from whom I will a while' conceal* 

This news, that it may be more welcome. 

Mir. I obey you, and with a double duty. Sir* for now 
You twice have given me Life. 

ProJpPMy Ariel, follow me [Exeunt severally. 

fHippohto discover’d on a Couch, Doiinda by h.m. 
Dor. How do you find your self 5 
Hip. I’m somewhat cold, can you not draw me nd’acer 
To the Sun ? I am too weak to walk 

Dor . My Love, I’ll try. [She draws the Chair nearer the Audience 

I thought you ney;er would have wdk’d agen, 

They told me you were .gone away to Jrfeaven ; 

Have you been there 5 
Hip. I know not where I was. 

Dor. I will nqt leave till* you promise me you 
Will not die agen. 

Hip. Indeed I will not. 

Dor. You muSt not go to Heav’n, unless we go together ; 

For I’ve heard my Father say, that we must Strive* 

To be each others guide, the way to it wil? else 
Be difficult, especially to those who are so young. 

But I much wonder what it is to die. 

Hip. Sure ’tis to dream, a kind of breathless sleep, 

When once the Soul’s gone out. 

Dor. What is the Soul ? 

Hip. A small blew thing, that runs about* withm us* 

Dor. Then I have seen it in a froSty Morning run 
Smoakmg from my mouth. 

Hip. But, dear Dortnda, 

What is become of him who fought with me 5 
Dor. O, I can tell you joyful news of him, 

My Father means to make him die to day. 

For what he did to you. 

Hip. That must not be, my dear Donnda , go and beg your 
Father, he may not die ; it was my fault he hurt me, 

I urg’d him to it first. 
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Dor. But if he r live, he’ll never leave killing you. 

Hip. O no ! I juSt remember when I fell asleep, I heard 
Him calling me a great way off, and crying over me as 
You wou’d do ; besides we have no cause of quarrel now. 

Dor. Pray how began your difference first ? 

Hip." I fought with him for all the Women in the World. 

Dor. That hurt you had wasquStly sent from Heaven, 

For washing to have any more But me. 

Hip. Indeed I think it was, but I repent it, the fault 
Was only in my bloud, for now ’*is gone, I find 
I do dot love so many. 

Dor. Ls confidence of this, J’J. beg my Father, that he 
May live ; I’m glad the naughty bloud, that iliade 
You lovS so many, is gone out. 

Hip. My dear? g© quickly, leSt you come too late. [Exit Dor. 


Enter Miranda at the other door, with HipgohtoV 
Sword wrap t up. 

Hip. Who’s this who looks so fair and beautiful, as 
Nothing but Dorinda can surpass her ? O ! 

I believe it is that "Angel, Woman, 

Whom she calls Sister. 

"Mr. Sir, I am sent hither to dre^s your wound , 

How do you find your. Strength ? 

Hp. .Fair Creature, I am feint with loss of bloud. 

Mir. I’m sorry for’t. 

Hip. Indeed and so am I, for if I had that bloud, I then 
Should find a great delight in loving you. 

Mir. But, Sit, I am another’s, and your love is given 
Already to my SiSter. 

' Hp. Yet I fitj^that, if you' please, I can love Still a little. 

Mir. I cannot be unconStant, nor shou’d you 

Hp. O my wound pains me. 

Mir. I am come to ease you. [She unwraps the Sword „ 

Hip. Alas 1 I feel the cold Air come to me, 

My wound shoots worse than ever. [She wipes and anoints the Swords 

Mir. Does it Still grieve you? 

Hip. Now methinks there’s something laid juSt upon it. 

Mir. Do you find no ease ? 

Hp. Yes, yes, upon the sudden all the pain 
Is leaving me : Sweet Heaven, llowT am eas’d ! 
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Enter Ferdinasnd and Donnda to them , 

Ferd. (to Dor.) Madam, I must confess my life is yours, 

I owe it to your generosity 

Dor. I am o’rjoy’d my Father lets you live, and proud 
Of my good fortune, that he gave youjj; life to me 

Mir. How ? gave his life to her ! 

Hip. Alas ! I t hink she said so, and he said he ow’d it 
To her generosity. 

FW Rut is not that your SiSter with Hippohro ? 

Dor bo kind already 5 

Ferd. I came to welcoftie life,, and I have met the 
Cruellest of deaths. 

Hip. My dear Donnda with another man 5 

Dor. SiSter, what bus’ness have you here 5 

Mir. You see I dress Hippoltto. 

Dor. Y’*are vet»y charitable to a Stranger 

Mir. You are not much behind in charity, to beg a pardon 
For a Man, whom you scarce ever saw before. 

Dor. Henceforward let your Surgery alone, for I had 
Rather he should die, than you should cure his wound. 

Mir. And I wish Ferdinand had dy’d before 
He ow’djus life to your entreaty. 

Ferd. (to Hip.) Sir, I’m glad you are so well recover d, you 
Keep your humour Still to have all Women. 

Hip. Not all. Sir, you except one of the number, 

Your new Love there, Donnda 

Mir. Ah Ferdinand t can you become inconstant 
If I must lose you, I had rather death should take 
You from me, than you take your self. 

Ferd. And if I might have chosen, I would have wisji d 
That death from Prospero, and not this from you. 

Dor. I, now I find why I was sent away. 

That you might have my Sister’s Company. 

Hip. Donnda , kill me not with your unkindness, 

This is too much, first to be false your self. 

And then accuse me too. 

Ferd. We all accuse each other, and each one denies their guilt, 
I should be glad it were a mutual errour 
And therefore, first, to clear my self from fault 
Madam, I beg your pardon, while I»say«I oneiy love 

Your SiSter. 
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Mir. O bleSt word ! 

Tm sure I love no Man but Ferdinand. 

Dor. 'Nor I, Heaven knows, but my HSppoltto. 

Hip.- 1 never knew I lov’d so much ; before I fear’d 
Donnda’s Constancy, but now T am convinc’d that 
I lov’d' none but her, because none else can 
Recompense her loss. 

Ferd. ’Twas happy then we had this little trial. 

But how we all so much mistook, I know not. 

Mir. I have only this to say in'my defence : my Father sent 
Me hither, to attend the wounded Stranger. 

Dor. ifiad Hippohto sent me to beg the life of Ferdinand. 

Ferd. From such small errours left at first unheeded. 

Have oftfen sprung sad accidents in love : 

But see, out Fathers and our Friends are come 
To mix their joys with ours. 

Enter Prospero, Alonzo, Antonio, Gonzalo. 

r 

A/on. (to Prop.) Let it no more be thought of, your purpose. 
Though it was severe, was j’uSt. In losing Ferdinand 
I should have mourn’d, but could not have complain’d 
Profp. Sir, I am glad kind Heaven decreed it otherwise. 

Dor. O wonder 1 

HOw many goodly Creatures are there here 1 
How b uteous Mankind' is ! 

Hip. O brave new World, "that has such People in’t ! 

A/on. (to Ferd.) Now all the blessings of a glad Father 
Compass thee about. 

And make thee happy in thy beauteous choice. 

Gon%. I’ve inward wept, or should have spoken e’r this. 
Look down, sweet Heaven, and on this Couple drop 
A" blessed Crowa^For it is you chalk’d out the 
Way which brought us hither. 

Ant. Though penitence forc’d by necessity can scarce 
Seem real, yet, dearest Brother, I have hope 
My bloud may plead for pardon with you , I resign 
Dominion, which, ’tis true, I could not keep, 

But Heaven knows too, I would not. 

Pro/p. All past crimes I bury in the joy of this 
Blessed day. 

(# . A/on z. And that I may not be, behind in Justice, to this 
Young Prinee I render back his Dukedom, 
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And, as the Duke of Mantua , thus salute him 

Hip. What is it that you render back ? methinks 
You give me nothing. 

Profp. You are to be Lord of a great People, 

And o’re Towns and Cities. 

Hip. And shall these People be all Men and Women ? 

Gon%. Yes, and shall call you Lord 

Hip. Why then I’ll live no longer fh a Prison, but* 

Have a whole Cave to my self hereafter. 

ProSp. And that .your happiness may be compleat, 

I gjve you my Dorinda for your Wife, she shall 
Be youJs for ever, when the PrieSt has made you one. 

Hip. How can he make' us one ? shall I grow to her ? 

ProOp. By saying holy words', you $haSl be joyn’d in'Marnage 
To each other. 

Dor. I warrant you those holy words are charms. 

My Father means to conjure us together. 

Profp. to his Daughters. My Ariel told me, when last night you quarrell’d. 
You s 'd, you would for ever part ^our Beds , 

But what you threaten’d in your anger, Heaven 
Has turn’d to Prophecy. 

For you, Miranda , must with Ferdinand , 

And you, Dorinda, with Hippo/ito he in 
One Bed hereafter. 

A/on%. And Heaven make those Beds Still fruitful in. 

Producing Children, to bless their Parents 
Youth, and Grandsires age. 

Mir to Dor. If Children come by lying in a Bed, I wonder vou 
And I had none between us. 

Dor. SiSter, it was our fault, we meant like Fools 
To look ’em in the fields, and they, it seems. 

Are only found in Beds. 

Hip. I am o’rjoy’d that I shall ha v&'Dohnda in a Be£ 

We’ll he all night and day together there, 

And never rise again. 

Herd. ( aside to him ) Hippohto ! you yet are ignorant of your great 
Happiness, but there is somewhat, which for 
Your own and fair Dorinda* s sake, I must inStruft 
You in. 

Hip. Pray teach me quickly how Men and Women in your 
World make love, I shall soon learn, 

I warrant you. 
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Enter Ariel, driving in Stephano, Trincalo, MuStacho, 

Ventoso, Caliban, §ycorax. 

Pnosp. Why that’s my damty Ariel \ I shall miss thee. 

But yet thou shalt have freedom. 

Gon^l O look. Sir, look, the Master and the Saylors 

The Bosen too my Prophecy is out, that if 
A Gallows were orf land* that Man*could ne’r 
Be drown’d. 

~A/on%. ( to Trine.) Now/ Blasphemy, what not one Gath ashore ? 

HaSt thou no mouth by Land ? why Star ’St thou so ? 

Trine. What, more Dukes yet ? I must resign my Dukedom , 

But ’tis no matter, I was almost Starv’d in’j;. 

Musi. Here’s nothing but wild Sellads, without Oyl or Vinegar. 

Steph. The Duke’knd Prince alive 1 would I had now our gallant Ship 
agen, and were her Master, I’d willingly give all my Island for her. 

Vent And I my Vice-Roy-ship. 

Trine. I shall need no Hangman, fol I shall e’n hang 
My self, now my Friend Butt has shed his 
LaSt drop of life. Poor Butt is quite departed. 

Ant. They talk like Mad-men. 

Prolfi. No matter, rime will bring ’em to themselves, and 
Now their Wine is gone, they will not quarrel 
Your Ship is safe and tight, and bravely ngg’d, 

As Vhen you first set Sad. 

Alon . £. This news is wonderful. 

Ariel. Was it well done, my c Lord ? 

Pro Ip. Rarely, my Diligence. 

Gon%. But pray. Sir, what are those mishapen Creatures ? 

Prolp, Their Mother was a Witch, and one so Strong, 

She would controul the Moon, make Flows 
And Ebbs, and deal in her command without 
Her power. 

Sje O Setebos ! these be brave Spnghts indeed. 

Prolb. (to Cahb.) Go, Sirrah, to my Cell, and as you hope for 
Pardon, trim it up. 

Cahb. MoSt carefully. I will be wise hereafter. 

What a^dull Fool was I, to take those Drunkards 
For Gods, when such as these were in the world ? 

Prolfi. Sir, I invite your Highness and your Train 
To my poor Cave this night ; a part of which 
I will employ, in telling you my Story. . 

Ajjons^. No "doubt it must be Strangely taking, Sir. 
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Profp When the Mom draws, I’ll bring you to your ’Ship, 

And promise you calm Seas, and happy Gales. 

My Ariel, that’s thy charge : then to the Elements 
Be free, and fare thee well. 

Ariel I’le do it. Master. 

Profp. Now to make amends 
For the rough treatment you have found to day, 

I’ll entertain you with my Magick An? . 

I’ll, by my power, transform this place, and call 
Up those tlCat shall-make good my promise to you. 

[Scene changes to the Rocks, n\th the Archyf Rocks , 
and calm Sea • Mustek playing on the Rocks. 
Profp. Neptune, and yodr fair Amphitrite, rise , 

Oceanus, with your Tethys too, appear,; 

All ye Sea-Gods, and Goddesses, appear 1 
Come, all ye Trytons ; all ye Nereides, come. 

And teach your sawey Element to obey • 

For you have Princes now to entertain, 

And urlsoil’d Beauties,, with fresh yopthful Lovers 

[Neptune, Amphitrite, Oceanus and Tethvs, appear in a 
Chariot dram with Sea-Horses ; on eai h side ofJhe Chariot, 
Sea-Gods and Goddesses, Tritons and Nereides. 

Alow. j. This is prodigious. 

Ant. Ah ! what amazing Obie&s do we see ? 

Gonz- This Art doth much exceed' all humane*skill. 

SONG. 

Amph. "]V IjTY Lord : Great Neptune, for my sake, 

\ / 1 Of these bright Beauties pity take : 

JL ▼ X^And to the reft allow 
Your mercy too 

Let this mraged Element be Bill, 

Let iEolus obey my Ml 
Let him his boyBrous Prisoners safely keep 
In their dark Caverns, and no more 
Let ’em diBurb the bosome of the Deep, 

Till these arrive upon their wish’d-for Shore. 

Neptune. So much my Amphitriter love I privp, 

That no commands of hers I can defpise. 

Tethys no furrows now shall wear, 

Oceanus no wrinkles on his brow, 

Let your serenef. looks appear ' 

Be calm and gentle now 
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Nep. &\Be calm, ye great Barents of the Flouds and the Springs, 

Amph. ) While each Nereide and Triton Plays, Revels, and Sings. 

Oceantis. Confine the roaring Winds, c and we 
Will soon obey you cheerfully. 

Chorus of \ Tie up the' Winds, and we’ll obey, r Here the Dan- 

Tn/ons > Upon the Flouds we’ll sing and play, •! cers mingle with 
and Ner. J And celebrate a Halcyon day. I the Singers. 

[Dance. 


Nept. Great Nephew AEolus make no noise, 

Musyfieyour roaming Boys, [iEdus appears. 

Amph. Let ’em not blufier to difturb our ears, 

Or links these Nojole Passengers with fears. 


Nept. Afford ’em onely such an easie Galer, r 

~^(4s pleasantly may y well each Sail. 
Amph. Wbtl? fell Sea-Mongers cause intefhne jars, 

Thu Empire you invade with foreign Wars. 
But you shall now be Mill, 


And shall obey my Amphitriter will. 

EEolus de- \ You I’ll obey, who at one firoke can make, 

scends. J With your dread Trident, the whole Earth to quake. 

Come down, my Bluff erers, swell no more, 

Your fiormy rage give o’r. /Winds from the four 

Let all black Tempefis cease l Corners appear. 

And let the troubled Ocean refi : 


Let all tig Sea enjoy of calm a peace, 

As where ,tbc Halcyon builds her quiet Neft. 

To your pruonc below, 

Down, down you mu ft go : 

You in the Earths Entralsyour Revels may keep ; 

But no more till I call shall you trouble the Deep [Winds fly down. 
Now they are gone, all fiormy Wars shall cease : 

Then let your Trumpeters proclaim a Peace. 

Amph. Thtons, my Sons, your Trumpets sound, 

And' let the noue from Neighbouring Shores rebound. 


’ Sound a Calm. 
Sound a Calm. 
Chorus, -j Sound a Calm. 

a Calm. 

. Sound a Calm. 


[Here the Trytons, at every repeat of Sound a Calm, changing their Figure 
and Postures, seem to sound their wreathed Trumpets made of Shells. 
A Symphony of Musick, like Tfumpets, to which four Trytons Dance. 
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Nept. See, see, the Heavens smtle , all your troubles 'are past, 

Your joys by black Clouds shall no more be dr cast, 

Amph. On this barren Isieye shall lose all your fears , 

Leave behind all your sorrows, and banish your cares. 

Both. / -^3 your Loves and ydur •Lives' shall in, safety enjoy 

1 No influence of Stars shall your quiet destroy. 

Choi.ofaU.{'^’^ L *'?' &c 
l No influence, & c. 

[Here the Dancers mingle with the Singers. 


Both. 


Qceanus. 

Tethys. 

Both. 

Chor. pf all. 


We'll safely convey you to your own happy Shore, 

And yours and your Countrey's soft peace we'U resides. 

To treat yoS bleH Lovers, as you sat l on the Deep, 

The Trytons and Sea-NymT’^s their RevelAshall kilep. 
f On the swift Dolphins backs they shall$<fig and shall play ; 
\ They shall guard you by night, and delight you by day. 
f On the swift, &c. 

X^And shall guard, &t. 


[Here? the Dancers mingle with the Singers. 

[A Dance of twelve Tritons. 


Mira . What charming things are these ? 

Dor. What heavenly power is this ? 

Profp. Now, my Ariel, be visible, and let the reft of your Aerial Tram, 
Appear, and entertain ’em with a Sohg , 

[Scene changes to the Rising Sun, and a dumber of Aerial Spirits in the 
Air, Ariel flying from the Sun, advances towards the Pit * 

And then farewel my long-lov’d Ariel 
Alon Heaven I what are these we see ? 

Pro ip. They are Spirits, with which the Air abounds 
in swarms, but that they are not subject 
to poor feeble mortal Eyes. 

Ant. O wondrous skill 1 
Gon\. O Power Divine 1 

Ariel and the reft sing the following Song. 

Ariel. Where the Bee sucks, there suck I, 

In a Cowslips Bed I lie , 

There I couch when Owls do cry. 

On the Swallows wings I fly 
After Summer merrily. 

Merrily, merrily shall I live now, 

Under the Blossom thfit hangs on the Bow. 

[Songehded, Ariel speaks, hovering in the Air. 
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Ariel. My Nobfe Mailer 1 
May theirs and your bleSt Joys never impair. 

And for the freedom I enjoy the Air, 

I will be Still your Ariel, and wait 
On Aiery accidents that work fo'r Fate. 

What -ever shall your happiness concern. 

From your Still faithful Ariel your shall learn. 

Pro Ip.’ Thou haSt "oeen always diligent and land 1 
Farewel, my long-lov’d Ariel, thou shalt find, 

I vail preserve thee ever in my mind. 

Henceforth this Isle to the affli&ed be 
A place of Refuge, as it was to* me : 

The promises of glooming Spring live here, 

And all the blessings of the ripening Year. 

On my retreat, let’Eteav’n and Nature smile. 

And ever flourish the Enchanted Isle. [Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 

G 'AUants, by all good signs it does appear , 
That Sixty seven's a very damning year. 
Fop Knaves abroad, and for ill Poets here. 
Among the Muses there's a gen’ ral rot. 

The Rhyming Monsieur, and the Spanish Plot : 
Defie or Court, all's one, they go to Pot. 

The Ghofis of Poets walk within this place, 
Alnd haunt us ABors wheresoe'r we pass. 

In Visions bloudier than King Richard’ j was. 

For this poor Wretch, he has not much to say, 
Put quietly brings ir hisrpart o' th ' Play, 
Andl/igs the favour to be damn’d to day. 

He sends me onely like a Sh’ riff's Man here. 

To let you know the MalefaBor’s near. 

And that he means to die, en Cavalier. 

For if you shou’d be gracious to his Pen, 

Th’ Example will prove ill to other men , 

And you? I be troubl’d with ’em all agen. 


fiTstis. 
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SECOND EPILOGUE. 

W HEN feeble Lovers 5 Appetites decay 

The*y, to provoke, and keep themselves in play, 
Must, to their Cost, make ye young Damseils shine. 
If Beauty can’t provoke, they’l do’t by being fine ; 

That pow’rfull charme, wch cannot be v,ithSt«od, 

Puts offe bad faces, & adornes ye good. 

Oft' an Embroider’d Damsel h^ve we s$en 
Ugly as Bawd, & finer then a Queen, 

Who by that splendor has vi&otjous been. 

She, whose weafct?Eyes had nere one Vi&ory gott 
May conquer with a flaming petticoat , 

Witt is a MiStress you have long enjoy’d, 

Her beauty’s not impair’d but you are cloy’d ! 

And Since ’tis not Witt’s fault that you decay. 

You, for your want of appetite, must pay. 

You to jprovoke your selves must keep her fine. 

And she must now at double charges shine. 

Old Sinners thus 

When they feel Age, & Impotence approach, 

Doubfe the charge of furniture and Coach , 

When you of Witt, and sence, were weary growne, 
*Romantick, riming, fuStian Kayes were sjiowne* 

We then to flying Witches did advance, , 

And for your pleasures traffic’d into ffrance. 

From thence new Arts to please you, we have sought 
We have machines to some perfe&ion brought, 

And above 30 Warbling voyces gott. 

Many a God & Goddesse you will heare 
And we have Singing, Dancing, Devills here 
Such Devills, and such gods, are very Deare. 

We, in all ornaments, are lavish growne 
And like Improvident Damseils of ye Towne, 

For present bravery, all our wealth lay downe. 

As if our keepers ever wou’d be Kind, 

The thought of future wants we never mind, 

No pittance is for your Old age disign’d. 

AJone ; we on your Constancy depend. 

And hope your Love to th’ stage will never end. 

To please you, we no Art, or cost will spare 
To make yr. Mrs. look. Still ybung, Still faire. 

( 269 ) 




PSYCHE 

A 

TRAGEDY, 

Acted * at the 

DUKE’S THEATRE. 


Written by 


THO. SHADWELL. 


LO^TiO^i, 

Printed by T. for Henry Herringman , at the 
t Anchor, in the Lower Walk of the New Exchange. 

1 6 *7 5 - 




Source. 

U Nb ERT AKEN at the direct suggestion of Betterton, Shadwell’s 
Psyche is largely borrowed from the French tragedie-ballet Psyche 
which was produced with the utmost irag^if csncc at the theatre 
of the Palais des Tuilleries in January, 1671, and at the theatre* of the 
Palais-Royabon 24 July of the same yeaf. Therg were no less than thirty- 
eight consecutive performances, and two revivals followed in. 16/2 
Mohere -Niyrote the first ad, the first sceng of the second ad, and'the first 
scene of the third ad , , Quinault composed all that is sung with the 
exception of the Italian ana “ Deh 1 piangete al pian^mio,” the first 
interlude, which is by Lulh ; the remainder of the pi'eoe is the work of 
Corneille, who, it is said, gave a fortnight to perfedmg’ it. Mile, de Brie 
appeared as Venus ; Baron L’ Amour , Mile. Mohere Psyche , Mohere 
Zephyre Mile. Beaupre Aglaure , and Mile. Beauval Qdippe. 

Psych$ was adapted as an opera by Fontenelle. 

The ongmal (which Shadwell did i?bt negled) is, of course, the Story of 
Psyche so exquisitely told by Apuleius in the Metamorphoses , Books IV, V, 
and VI, that he has captured the imagination of the world. Some con- 
sideration of tHe treatment of this lovely fantasy by p*oet and artiSt will be 
found in the Introdudion. 

The Story was not new to the English Stage % for Heywood’s Lw&c 
Mi fins ; or , The Queene’s Masque had been produced in 1634, and within 
the space of eight days three times presented at Court before King ^Charles I 
and Henrietta Maria. It is probable that Queen Henrietta, who liked to 
visit the private theatres, had first seen the play as given by her company 
at the Phoenix, and was so well pleased that when she would entertain the 
King on his birthday, 19 November, in her own palace of Denmark House, 
she bade Inigo Jones embellish it with “ rare decorements.” 

Love’s Ms fins was panted 4to 1636 ; -and again 4to 4640. 

Heywood’s play was revived and proved popular after the Restoration. 
Saturday, 2 March, 1 660-1, Pepys notes : “ To Salsbury Court, where the 
house as full as could be ; and it seems it was a new play * The Queen’s 
Maske,’ wherein there are some good humours ; among others, a good 
jeer to the old Story of the Siege of Troy, making it to be a common country 
tale. But above all it was Strange to see so little a boy as that waS to ad 
Cupid, which is one of the greatest parts in it.” 

On Monday, 25 March following, Pepys again saw the play, or some 
two ads of it, at Salisbury Court. A few days earher, Monday, ix March, 
he notes : “ After dinner I went to the theatre, and there /saw ‘ Lova’s 
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Mistress ’ done by them, which I do not like in some things as well as 
their a£tmg at Salsbury Court.” Killigrew’s company again played Love’s 
MiBris on Saturday, 26 October, 1661. '‘Monday, 15 May, 1665, Pepys 
records : “ To the King’s playhouse, all alone, and saw £ Love’s 

MaiStresse.’ Some pretty things and good variety in it, but nr or little 
fancy in it.” Saturday, 15 August, 166 8, Pepys went “ to the Kang’s play- 
house, and there saw c Love’s MiStresse ’ revived, the thing pretty good, 
but full of variety" of dfVertisement.” 



Theatrical History 

S HAD WELL has himself informed us that the libretto of 'Psyche 
was written sixteen months before the opera actually came on the 
Staged His attention had been particularly directed to the subject 
by Betterton^ who no doubt during his Stay in Pans not only saw the 
French Psyche, but also Studied it with %mnuteSP care from the practical 
poinfrof view. Yet the interval was by no means wasted. It was emploved 
in the busStless-like method of mspinng’gbssip and awaking” cunosity. 
On 22 August, 1673, Jarfies Vernon, writing a letter fro-s Court to Sir 
Joseph V illiamson at Cologne mentions “ that the Duke’s house are 
preparing an Opera and great machines. They will Hare dansers out of 
France, and St. Andre comes over with them.” Letters to Sir Joseph 
WiUiamson at Cologne (Camden Society), 1 , 179 
Accordingly after many weeks ot preliminary rumour and cleverly- 
bruited fttlk, Shadwell’s. opera Psyche *was produced with every circum- 
stance of theatrical pomp and show at the magnificent new theatre in 
Dorset Garden, a house especially suited for splendid spectacle, on 27 
February, i674-*j. Musician, scenic-artiSt, ballet-master, had all done 
their parts. The vocal music was composed by Matthew Lqcke ; the 
instrumental music by Giovanni BaptiSta Draghi, the famous Italian 
maestro who was in Queen Catherine’ sservice ; ^thfc elaborate scenery was 
painted by the admired Stephenson , th^ dances were arranged and 
superintended by St. Andree, the principal coryphaeus of his timi. The 
whole was under the moSt careful supervision of Betterton himself, who 
had but newly returned from a visit to Paris, whither he specially journeyed 
to Study French Stage decoration, machinery, and production at the fount. 

There is little wonder that so gorgeous a nme-en-sc'em attracted vast 
crowds to the theatre. King Charles ,bimsHf was present at the fir$t 
performance, and again a day or two later on the 2 March. 

Downes tells us : “ In February, 1673, the long expeded Opera of 
Psyche came forth in all her ornaments , new scenes, new machines, new 
cloaths, new French dances : this Opera was splendidly set out, especially 
in scenes , the charge of which amounted to above 800T. It had a con- 
tinuance of performances about 8 days together , it prov d very beneficial 
to the Company : yet The Tempest got them more money ’ The reason 
for this last is surely not far to seek when one compares the libretto of 
Psyche with The Tempeft, however altered, beperiwigged, and rehandled. 

As might have been expe&ed, the nv^l company at the Theatre Royal, 
who were Still severely suffering frorq the catastrophe of th<? tragic fije, 

( 2 75 ) 



PSYCHE 


and did not open in their new house until 26 March, 1674, regarded any- 
thing but dispassionately these operatic glories, outvying in their grandeur 
and glitter the sovran pageantry of the' old Court masques th ems elves. 
Some coumter-attraChon t must be established, and accordingly they 
essayed the somewhat obvious" but undeniably effective weapon of bur- 
lesque. 

Thomas Duffett, whose skits upon The impress of Morocco and The 
Tempetf proved irresistibly funny In their day and have even no'v for us a 
certain humour, coarse though it be, whilst they cannot be denied thrust 
and vigour, was soon employed-to try his practised hand upon a mock 
Psyche. , Accordingly a few months later, probably in April, there appeared 
at Drury Lane the travesty Psyche Debauch’d. “ This Mock Opera’’ says 
Langbaine, “was writ on purpose to Ridicule '■Mr. SbadmU’s Psyche, and 
to spoil the Duka’s House, which, as has been before observ’d, was then 
more frequented, than the King’s.” Since this extravaganza has been 
dealt with in some detail in the Introduction ’twere superfluous to make 
further mention of it here. One may merely repeat that it is far from 
unamusmg, and can hardly fail to have been very effective at the moment. 

Psyche , largely no doubt for the sake of the, spectacle, — such shows 
could never glut the Town — remained in the repertory of the theatre for 
at least a^ quarter of a century. With the growing vogue of Italian opera, 
however, which may fairly be said to have been introduced in its entirety 
about 1705, Shadwell’s farce seems to have fallen out of favour, largely 
because it was considered old-fashioned, and so when Psyche was revived 

Drury Lane for the^benefit of Mills on 10 June, 1704, we are not sur- 
prised to find the announcement “ Not ACted there 6 years.” Since it was 
a production entailing vast expense, whilst as an attraction it had palpably 
ceased to draw an audience sufficiently numerous to pay the house, it does 
not appear to have been given after this season. 



To (he most 

Illustrious Prince, 

JAMES 

DUKE of 

MONMOUTH,'&c. 


May t? please your Grass ? 

Y Our Grace has so Nobly Patronized this Undertaking, that I 
should rpb you. of your due, if I should not humbly lay this Play 
at your Feet, since by your great and generous encouragement of 
it, you have made that and the Author eternally your own. 'But had I 
never received any Obligation, by my\ particular Inclination I am boued 
to your Grace, since I am the most numble ♦adpLrcr of your Heroick 
Virtues, who by your early and ummitable Example, and by your .eminent 
Command, are the greatest Patron of Arms , and by your Government of 
the most famous of Universities, are become the greatest Protector of Arts : 
of that University, which I can never mention without reverence ; and 
from which I have yet another Tie to your Grace, since I had once the 
honour to be a Member of that Illustrious Society, which though it be the 
moSt Learned in the World, can boaSt Of rib greater Hdnour then that bf 
being commanded by so excellent a Prince ; one who is equally Valiant 
againSt his Enemies, and Courteous to his Friends , whose boundless 
Courage is always ready to vanquish the one, and whose Princely 
Generosity is always ready to oblige the other. 

I s hall not here recite those Heroick Actions, which all Europe have 
celebrated, and none have equal? d . Those are too Great*for an jEpiStle 
Dedicatory, and only fit for solid, lasting History ; which certainly must 
do your Grace that right, to Enrol you in the foremost Rank of Fame. 
Nor can we doubt, but the memory of your Grace’s Aftions will last, 
when T ime shall have devoured tlie Places where they were, performed : 
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When Maftrnk shall be a neap of Rubbish, and the name might otherwise 
be swallow’d in the Ruine, it will be remembred by the greatest Action 
m the World, done there by the Greatest and the Earliest Hero, and by 
one, who for all his fierceness of Courage, has yet that Gentleness to Man- 
kind, that he thinks that day lost, m which he does 'not oblige. One who 
is not only infinitely bless’d in the most excellent Partner of his Joys and 
Cares, happy above measure 113. the Goods of Mind, the Perfections of 
Body, and the grpateS^, Splendour and Ornaments of Fortuny, but he 
enjoys 'all these unenvied ; nay, is not onely free from every mans envy, 
but has his love. 

' 'I should be afraid of tfiis boldness, in once mentioning tilings so qjuch 
above my Pen, were I not assures! of your Grace’s Generosity, pat enclines 
you to pardon, even a well-intended Errour? p your humble Creature, 
who begs Projection from you,, and needs it too. 

I have, by my, misfortune, not my fault, met with some Enemies, who 
are always ready to do me the irreparable injury, to blast my Reputation 
with the King ; and when I have the Honour to please Him, (which is of 
all things in the World, my greatest Ambition) endeavour to, perswade 
him, that I do not write the Plays I own, or at least, that the beS| part of 
them are written for me ; which if so malicious an aspersion, that I am 
sure they- themselves believe it not, and they may as well accuse me of 
firing the City. I am sure (though I may want Wit .to write a Play) I have 
more honesty than ?o own what another man writes. But I am not yet 
so poor as to borrow ; if I should, I should find not many that are rich 
enough to lend. Wit being much a scarcer Commodity than Money, I am 
sure with some who have reported this of me ; who what ever they have 
of one, £iave scare enough ofithe other to supply their own necessities ; 
and therefore I should be but very slenderly furnished from them. 

I can never enough acknowledge the Honour done me by your Incom- 
parable Dutchess, in endeavouring to clear me of this Aspersion : And 
who would not be proud of being aspersed, to be so vindicated ? From 
this and some other injuries of my Enemies, I humbly beg your Grace’s 
protection, who, i -am sure, have Goodness and Greatness enough to 
defend me against them : And I had rather owe it to your Grace, than to 
any Man : For no Man is more then I, 

My Lord, 

Your Grace's 

Moff devoted humble Servant , 

Tho. Shadwell. 
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PREFACE 

I N a good natur’d Countrey , I doubt not but this my first Essay in Rhime 
would be at leali forgiven ; especially prim I promise to offend no more in 
this leind : But I am sensible, that here I mult enchanter a gieat many 
Difficulties . Ip the firft place ( though I expect more Candor from the best Writers 
in Rhime ) the more moderate of them ( who have yet a^iumerous party, good Judges 
being very scarce) are very much offended with me, for leaving my own Province of 
Comedy, 'to' invade their Dopnmon of Rhiftie But methmks thy might be 
satisfied, since I have made Put a small incursion, and am resolv'd to retire And 
were I never so powerful, they should escape me , as the Nonhem People did the 
Romans, their craggy barren Territories, being not worth the Conqu’rmg. The 
next sort I am to encounter with, are those who are too great admirers of the 
French Wit, who (if they do not like ttys Play) will say, the French Psyche is 
much better ; if they do, they will say, I have borrow’d it all from the French. 
Whether' the French be better, I leave to*, the Men of Wit (who understand both 
Languages) to determine ; I wiU only say. Here is more variety, and thy Scenes of 
Passion are wrought up with more Art ; and this is much more a Play than that. 
And I will he bold to affirm that this is as much a Play, as mild be made upon this 
Subjed. That I have borrow’d it all from the French, can only be the, objection of 
those, who do not know that it is a Fable, written by Apuleus in his Golden Ass ; 
where you will find molt things in this Play, 'and the Frenfch too. * For several things 
concerning the Decoration of the Play, I am oblig’d tG the French, and for the 
Design of two of the only moving Scenes in the French, which I may saf, without 
vanity, are very much improv’d, being wrought up with more Art in this, toan in 
the French Play, without borrowing any of the thoughts from them. 

In a thing written in five weeks, as this was, there must needs be many Errors, 
which I desire true Cnticks to pass by ; and which perhaps I see my self . , but 
having much business, and indulging my self $nt)} some pleasyr$ too, I have not had 
leisure to mend them, nor would it indeed be worth the pains, since there are so 
many Splendid Objects m the Play, and such variety of Diversion, as will not give 
the Audience leave to mind the Writing; and I doubt not but the Candid Reader 
wiU forme the faults, when he considers, that the great Design was to entertain the 
Town with variety of Musick, curious Dancing, splendid Scenes and Alacbines 
And that I do not, nor ever did, intend to value my self upon the writing of this 
Play. For I had rather be Author of one Scene of Comedy, like some of Ben J ohn- 
son’s, then of all the bell Plays of this kind that have been, or ever shall be written .* 
Good Comedy requiring much more Wit and Judgment in the W riter, than any 
Rhyming unnatural Plays can do .* This I have so little valu d, that I have npt 
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alter’d six lines in it since it was firtt written , which , {except the Songs at the 
Marriage ; of Psyche in the latt Scene) was all done Sixteen months since . In all 
the words which are smg , I dtd not so much take care of the Wit or Fancy of ’em, 
as the making of ’em proper for Mustek ; m which I cannot but have some little 
knowledge, having been bred, 'for many' years of my Youth , to some performance 
m it. ° 

I chalked out the way to the Composer {m all but the Song of Furies and Devils, 
in the Fifth Aft) haring design’d which Line I woo’d have smg by Ont, which by 
Two, which by Three, which by four Voices, &c. and what manner of Humour I 
would have in all the Vocal Mustek. «• 

And by kts excellent Composition, that long known, able, and approved Milter 
of Mustek, Mr. Lock, (Composer to Hu MateSiy, and Organitt tr*the Queen) 
has done me a gnat deal of right ; though I believf, the unskilful m Mustek will 
not like We more sblemn part of it; as Jhe Mustek in the Temple of Apollo, and 
the Song of the D£spa<rmg Lovers, m the Second Aft ; both which are proper 
and admirable m their hands, and are recommended to the judgement of able 
Musicians ; for those who are not so, there are light and airy things to please them. 

All the Instrumental Mustek {which is not mingled with the Vocal ) was Com- 
posed by that Great Matter, Seignior r Gio. Baptist^ Draghi, Mafttr of the 
Italian Mustek to the King. The Dances were made by the mo ft famous Matter 
of France ,' 1 Monsieur St. Andree. The Scenes were . Tainted by the Ingenious 
ArtiSt, Mr. Stephenson. In those things that cSnclm the Ornament or De- 
coration of the Flay, the great industry and care of Mr. Betterton ought to be 
remember’ dl at whose desire I wrote upon this Subjeft. 


POSTSCRIPT 

I Had borrow’d something from two Songs of my own, which, till 
this Play was’ Printed, I did 'not know were publick, but I have 
since found ’em Printed in Collections of Poems, vi%. part of the 
Song of the Despairing Lovers, in the Second Aft, and about eight lines in 
the first A£t, beginning at this line, ’Tvs frail as an abortive Birth. This I 
say to clear my self from Thiev’rv, ’tis none to rob my self. 
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PROLOGUE 

A S a young wanton when she first begins , 

A-\ With shame , withmegret of Cgnsci.qce sms ; 

JL JLSo fares our trembling Poet the first time, 

He has committed the lewd sin of Rhime 
While Culiom hardens others in the Crime. 

It might in him that boldness too , beget. 

To lay about hym without Fear or Wit : 

But humbly he your pardon does implore ; 

Already he repents , and says 'he’ll stn no more. 

Hu bus’ ness now is to shew Splendid Scenes , * 

V interpret ’twixt the Audience and Machines 
You muSt not here expect exalted Thought, 

Nor lofty Verse , nor Scenes with labor wrought 
His SubjeB’s' humble , and his' Verse is so ; 

Thu Theme no thund’nng Captures would allow. 

Nor would Ip, tf he could, that way pursue 
He’d ride unruly Fancy with a Bit, \ 

And keep within the bounds of Sense and Wit, !• 

Those bounds no boisterous Fuftian will adpnt ) 

And did not gentle Hearers oft dispense 
With all the Sacred Rules of Wit tmd Sense ; 

Such tearing Lines, as crack the Writers Brain, \ 

And the laborious Actors Lungs o’r-ftram, L 

Wou’ d, on our Stages, be roar'd out in vain ) 

In all true Wit a due proportion’ s found. 

To the juft Rules of heigh th and di fiance bound. 

Wit, like a Faulcon tow’ ring tn its flight, I 

When once it soars above its lawful height. 

Lessens, tiU it becomes quite out of sight. ) 

But of such flights there is no danger now , 

He would not soar too high, nor creep too low 
Howe’r he hopes you wtU excuse his hafie. 

For he this gawdy Trifle wrote so fa ft , 

Five weeks begun and finish’d this design. 

In those few hours he snatch’d from Friends and Wine; 
And since in belter things h’ has fpent his time. 

With which he hopes e’re'longJ’ atone this Crime. 
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B ut he, aim l has several pow’rful Foes, 

Who are unjuHly so, and yet he knows. 

They wiU, whate’re he writes, though good, oppose. 

If he the honour has to please the h&, 

’ Tis not hu fault if he offends phe refl : 

But none of them yet so severe can he. 

As to condemn this Trifle more then he. 
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ACT I. 

The Scene is a very deep Walk in the midst of a mighty Wood., 
through which, is seen a Prospect of' a very pleasant Country. 

Enter Psyche and two Ladies. 

Psyc. X "W’ OW charming are these Meads and Groves ! 

I 1 The Scene of Innocence and Artless Loves ; 

X X Where* Interest no discord moves. 

No Stormy passions can the mind invade. 

No Sacred Trust is violated here. 

x Lad. Man does not here his own kind fear. 

Traps are for Wolves and Foxes made. 

And Toils for BeaSts, not Men, are laid : 

Man is not here by Man betray’d. 

2 Lad. Here no man’s mine is with baseness sought, 

For in this happy place no Court-like Arts are taught. 

Psyc. How pleasant is this undiSturb’d retreat. 

With harmless Joys, and Rural Sports, 

Free from tumultuous Cares that trouble Courts, 

And all the Factions which disturb the Great. 

1 Lad. How vain their gaudy Pomp and Show, 

To which the cheated vulgar bow ! 

Their Splendor and their per’shing Pride, 

Their shining Revels, their adult’rate Joys, 

When in the midst of all this pomp and noise. 

In their unquiet minds Still anxious thoughts reside ? 

2 Lad. Their Triumphs are disturb’d with fears. 

Their Joys allay’d with griefs and cares : 

Envy and pride possess each BreaSt, 

And guilty dreams distract their ReSt. 

Psyc. From Sleep to dang’rous Arts "they ’wake ; 
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To undermine each other, aM mean ways they take. 

Each Strives who shall his Monarch lead, 

Though at the price _of his own Father’s Head : 

Nor care they how much they their Prince Wsguide, 

To serve their LuSt, their Avarice, .and Pride. 

x Lad.rYet there the Mighty are not prosp’rous long. 

Though ne’r so cunning, ne’r so Strong ; 

Though ne’r so r much endear’d to th’ Crown : 

Fresh Favourites succeed and pull them down. 

Psyc. As a black Cloud which the gross Earth exhales, 

Swell’d and oppreSt with its own weight, 

Down to the Earth rent with fierce Lightning falls : 

So splendid Fav’ntes in their envy’d height. 

Big with the swellings of their Pride and Pow’r, 

Do seldom scape the dismal hour. 

When by some new-rais’d Meteors torn. 

They from the highest pinacle of fate. 

Fall to the most deje&ed State, 

And, from the Idols of the World, become the scorn. 

These troubles in my Father’s Court Fve seen, 

And ne’r can wish to be a Queen. 

1 Lad. Cannot so many pow’rful Princes move 

Psyche’s obdurate heart to Love ? 

2 Lad. N6t one who can a Prince in Greece be call’d. 

Who is not by your Eyes enthrall’d : 

Each Prince gtpst-Psyche does adore. 

And pity from her hefart implore, 
i Lad. But you with all their charms unmov’d remain. 

And smile when every Captive shakes his Cham. 

Psyc. Not all the Pomp of Courts can e’r remove 
Me from the Pleasures of the quiet Grove : 

Each pretty Nymph to me her Tribute yields 
Of all the fragrant Treasure of the Fields. 

Garlands and Wreaths they bring 
From the sweet bosom of the Spring. 

And with their rural Numbers sing my Praise, 

In soft delights passing their quiet days. 

Princes in all the Calms of Peace, 

Have no such powerful Charms as these : 

Shall I for Courts abandon this soft life. 

For splendid Beggary, and for s miling Strife ? 

[A Symphony of Lscorders and soft Mustek. 
Wh£t Harmony is this which fills tlie Air ? 
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And does my Senses charm ? 

2 Lad. Some Entertainment your poor Swains prepare. 

Which they each dav perform. 

Enter Pan with his Followers, and sings in Recitative. 

Pan f Great Psyche, Goddess of each Field and Grove, 
sings \Whom every Prince and every God does love : 

To your all-commanding hand. " 

Pan yields his Sovereign Cokmand. 
i For you the Satyrs and the Fawns 
Shall nimbly trip it o’ re the ’Lawns : f 
For you the Shepherd’s Pipe and Sing, 

And with their Nymphs Dante in a Rang. 

Fruits shall thly bring,, and pretty Garlands weave , 

And shall the Meads of all then* Sweets bereave 
Vertumnus and Flora their Tribute shall pay. 

And to Psyche shall dedicate this happy day. 

The Sylvans and Dryads spall Dance all around. 

And Psyche dread Qu een of this place shall be Crown’d. 

My Lov’d Syrinx and Ecch.9 shall Sing and shall Play, 

And to Psyche shall dedicate this happy day. 

Chor. And Pan who before all here did command, 

NoW re sign f all bis Empire to Psyche’x fair -hand. 

[They all kneel and sing the Chorus. 
While the following Symphony ’ s playing, Pan Crowns her 
with a Garland ; hft Attendant present her with Fruits, 
Flowers, &c. 


A short Symphony of RuStick Musick, representing the Cries and Notes of 
Birds. Then an Entry Danc’d by Four Sylvans and Four Dryads to 
RuStick Musick. At the end of the Dance, the Dryads, upon their Knees, 
present Psyche with Fruits and Flowers ; and the Sylvans present her 
with Wreaths of Lawrel, Myrtle and Cyprus. Then Exeunt Sylv. and 
Dryads. Then a short Symphony Of Ruftick Musxk, representing an 
Eccho. The Dryads and Sylvans presenting their Offerings. [One sings. 

1 Voice. Great Psyche shall find no such pleasure as here 

Eccho. no such pleasure as here , 

as here. 

2 Voices. Where her dutiful Subjects shall all Band m awe 

Eccho. shall all Hand in awe 

m awe. 


3 


Voices. Tier Frowns and her Smiles shall give us all Law 

Eccho. shall give us all Law 

all Law . 
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4 Voices. And'from us of Rebellion she need have no fear 
Eccho. she need have no fear 

no fear. 

Voices, Flajolets, Violins,, Comets, Sackbutsj Hoa-boys : 
all joyn in Chorus. 

[Here the Singers mingle with the Dancers. 

Chor. - How happy are those that inhabit this place , 

Where a sigh is ne’r heard, where no falshood we meet. 

Where each single 'heart agrees with the face. 

No Climate was ever so calm and so sweet, 

Eccho. was ever so culm and so sweet, 

so calm and so sweet , ' 
so sweet. 

1 Voice. To beauieerts Psyche all Devotion is due, 

Eccho. all Devotion is due, 

„ is due. 

2 Voices. Our humble Offerings she will not despise, 

Eccho. she will not defpise, 

defuse. 

3 Voices. Since the Tribute is offer’d from hearts that' are true, 

Eccho. from hearts that are true ' 

are true. 

4 Voices, j From hearts all devoted to Psyche’r bright Eyes, 

"Eccho. /o Psyche’r bright Eyes , 

bright Eyes. 

Chor. Row happy are those, &c. [They Dance. 

Psyc. Oh happy Solitude 1 Oh sweet Retreat ! 

Free from the noise and troubles of the Great ! 

Not all the wealth of all the World shall charm 

Me from this calm retirment here. 

Where I enjoy all pleasure, know no fear. 

No Joy can her surprise, nor Danger can alarm. 

Enter four Women, personating Ambition, Power, Plenty and Peace. 
What new unwelcom Guests are these. 

That wou’d invade my Peace ? 

Amb. We come t’ invite you from your vicious ease. 

To Courts, where glorious Aftions are perform’d. 

Leave lazy Groves for a&ive Palaces, 

Where you by great Ambition may he warm’d , 

By me to nobl£ thoughts may be inflam’d , 
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To think of Ruling Kings, not silly Swains, 

Each day your Beauty a new Captive gains. 

And in all Courts no other Beauty’s nam’d. 

Power. I from your Solitude 'do you invite : 

And I am she for whom all Monarchs 'fight, 

’ Power, Mankind’s supreme delight. 

Fair Psyche to the Court, come follow me. 

Numbers of Tributary Kings shall kneel to thee- 
What e’re can be within the prospeft of thy Thought, 

Shall instantly to thee by humble Slaves be brought. 

Plenty. Psyche, this lonely Desart quit. 

The Scene-^f homeliness and poverty : 

A splendid Palace does y©ui State befit. 

Where you shall be adorn’d by me, 

With all the Treasures of the EaSt and WeSt. 

Thy life shall be but one continu’d FeaSt, 

And every Prince shall be thy GueSt : 

All delicates I’ll find for thy content' 

Which -Luxury, inspir’d by Wit, can_e’r invent. 

Peace. And I to Crown all these. 

Will give you everlasting Peace ; 

Peace that no FiOhds shall ever harm, 

Nor the mad tumults of Mankind allarm : 

My Olive Still shall flourish where you are. 

For Peace should always wait upon the fair. 

Psyc. Happy are they who know Ambition least. 

I’m only safe and quiet, while my breaSt 
Is not with base ambitious thoughts oppreSt, 

Too turbulent to let poor mortals rest. 

O’er all my Tyrant Passions Power I have. 

And scorn that Pow’r which can but rule a Slave. 

The use of mighty Riches is but small ; 

Besides I, nothing coveting, have all. 

Peace, with such vain Companions never dwells. 

She’s only safe in humble Groves and Cells. 

Envy with six Fanes arise , at which Ambition, Power, Plenty 
and Peace run away affrighted. 

i Lad. What dreadful Vision d,oes diStraft our sight 1 
Do not these Fiends your mighty min d surprize ? 
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Psjc. Their ugly shapes bring wonder to my eyes. 

But no thin g can my constant mind affright. 

Envy sings. Envy, ’gainst Psyche such black Storms shall raise , 

As all her pow’rful beams shJll ne’r dispel: 

Beyond her Stfength shall be her suffering f 
Her to the greatest misery Til bring , 

And e’re I’ve done , I’ll send her down to Hell. 

1 Fury. In He J l, too, late she shall relent , 

And all her arrogance repent . 

2 Fury. We Furies will torment your Soul, 

And you shall weep and howl. 
i Fury. And at the sight ofsw’ry Snake, 

Tremble and quake. 

z Fury. There you shall mourn eternally, 

AftcL to r phe quick shall fee l each lash we give : 

1 Fury. There you shall always wish to dye. 

And yet in Sfnght of you shall always live. 

Chor. of all. There you shall always f & c. 

[Envy and FuPes sink 

2 Lad. What horrid words are these we hear ? 

I am amoSt dissolv’d with fear : 

Can Envy this sweet dwelling find ? 

1 Lad. Envy the greatest Bane to all Mankind. 

What dreadful Fate does,, she foretel ? 

What Prophecy is this ? 

The gods will sure do much amiss, 

Should they permit you to be snatch’d to Hell. 

Psyc. Fate ! do thy worst, thou ne’r shalt trouble me, 

The Innocent within themselves are free : 

Envy, I can be valiant against thee. 

EntenPruice Nicander. 

2 Lad. But see the Prince Nicander does appear : 

Industrious Love pursues you every where. 

Nican. Madam, I to this Solitude am come. 

Humbly from you to hear my latest doom. 

Psyc., The first Command which I did give. 

Was, that you should not see me here : 

The next Command you will receive. 

Much harsher will to you appear. 

Nican. How long, fair Psyche, shall J sigh in vain ? 

How long of scorn and cruelty complain ? 
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Your eyes enough have wounded mi. 

You need not add your cruelty. 

You against me too many weapons chuse. 

Who am defenceless against each you use. 

Psjc. Shall no conceal’d retirement keep me free 
From Loves vexatious importunity? 

I in my Father’s Court too long endur’d , 

The ill which I by absence thought t’ have cur’d ?, 

Nuan. Planets, that cause our Fates, cannot be long obscur’d. 
Though Comets vanish from, our sen%e. 

When they’ve dispers’d their fatal influence. 

And nothing but the sad effects remain, 

Yet Stars that govern us„Wou’d hide themselves in vam. 

The momentary Clouds must soon be past, 

Which wou’d their brightness overcast 
Psj. Why should Nicander thus pursue in vain 
Her, o’r whose mind he can no Conquest gain 
For though my Body thus abroad y<5u fee. 

My Mind shall Stay within and keep its privacy 
Nican. Blame not the passion you ^our self create. 

Which is to me resistless as my Fate : 

Can Psjtifre Own such Cruelties, 

As vainly Priests impute to Deities ? 

To punish the Affe&ions they inspire. 

As if they’d kindle to put out a fire. 

If from the Gods we any gifts receive, 

Our Appetites of Nature they must give. 

Let PneSts for Self-denial then contend. 

If we ’gainst Nature go, we Heav’n offend. 

Who made that Nature to pursue its end. 

Nature’s desires Heav’n’s known prescriptions are. 

Of greater certainty than others far : 

PneSts Inspirations may but Dreams be'found, 

Th’ effects of Vapors or of Spleens unsound : 

But Nature cannot err in her own way, 

And though PneSts may, she cannot lead astray 
Psjc. Nature the Gods first uncorrupted made. 

But to corruption ’twas by Man betray’d ; 

Which when so much exorbitant they found. 

What first they had made free, they justly bound. 

Nican. If Nature be not what the Gods first meant. 

Then pow’rful Man defeated Heavens intent. 

If the Gods Engine of the World must Se 
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Mended by them, how did they then foresee ? 

MuSt men, like Clocks, be alter’d to go right ? 

Or though wound, up by Nature, must Stand Still 3 
MuSt we against our own affe&ions fight’ 

And quite against the Bias bend the will ? 

Psyc.- AgainSt ycrur self y’ have pleaded all this time , 

If not to follow Nature be a crime. 

Mine so averse to -Love by Heav’si is made. 

She above all by me shall be obey’d. 

Enter Polynices. 

Nican. Nature incites all humane kind to love , 

Who deny that, unnatural must prove. 

How, Pdlymces , my great Rival -here ! 

This is the onlyway I him can fear : 

His Arms are far less dreadful than his Love. 

Psjc. Sir, what could your injurious kindness move, 

Thus to disturb the quiet of my life 
In vain, great Princes, is your am’rous Strife. 

Polyn. If I were singular, you mfght t hink me rude • 

But I carihnany dang’rous Rivals find. 

A violent Passion makes me thus intrude. 

Be but to me as you’re to others, kind , 

Let not my death alone be here design’d. 

Too fatal was the first surprise 
I suffer’d by your conqu’ring Eyes • 

Your pow’rful Charms no Mortal can resist, 

I in an instant lov’d, and never can desiSt. 

Nican. Such violent and sudden love 
Perhaps must soon remove : 

’Tis frail as an abortive Birth, 

And as it soon approach’d, it soon may fly 

As when" too early flowers come forth. 

From the first moment of their birth they dye. 

Mine by degrees did to perfe&ion grow. 

And is too Strong to be resisted now. 

Polyn. That which I have for that illustrious face. 

Is Sympathy, not lazy Love, 

The Steel the' Loadstone does as soon embrace. 

And of it self will ne’r remove. 

Nican. The Steel you speak of may be snatch’d from thence 
With very little violence. . 

Polyn. Who shall commit that violence on me ? 
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Ntcaa. He who before has conquer’d thee : 

Thou didst my Empire, dost my Love invade : 

My Love shall be my onely aid. 

And I again thy Conqueror can* be. 

Polya. I was by Fortune then betray»d,. 

But nowsby Love am much more pow’rful made. 

Oh that the way for Psyche to be won, 

,Were for me to possess thy Throne, 

I wou’d behev’t already done ! 

And when with ease Pad triumph’d o’r thee. 

Thou on thy Knees should’St beg her Cove for me. 

Ntcan. Did not her Sacred Presence g^ard thy life, 
This fatal plaice should sqon decide our Strife : 

I on thy conquer’d Ndck would tread. 

And make thee forfeit soon thy useless head. 

I’d put an end now to your Love and you : 

And when, perhaps, I’d nothing else to do, 

I might vouchsafe to take your petty Kingdom too. 
Polyn\ Should my death soon ensue, 

Which never ’can be caus’d*by you, 

It might to you some bold presumptions give. 

You dare not think suph thoughts while yet I live. 
For what thou hast already said, 

Shouldst thou escape me with thy head, 
Yet I win soon depopulate thy Land, 

And leave thee none but BeaSts for thy command,. 

Or may be. If thou fall’St into my hand, 

I openly will thee in triumph lead : 

Thy Cities into Desarts I will turn. 

And thou in Chains shalt tamely see ’em burn. 

Nica . Gods 

Psyc. Princes, let your untimely discord cease , 

If my esteem you’d gam, conclude a Peac£. 

Each to the other must become a Friend : 

Though Rivals, yet you must agree , 
You but for something in the Clouds contend. 

If thus you think to conquer me. 

Polya. So absolute is your command. 

That I my Rival will embrace , 

Your will no Lover can withstand. 

I can do any thing but give my Rival place. 

Ntcan. Your Voice may Still the fury of the Winds, 
Or calm the most dikemper’d minds • 
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Wild Beafts at your comrfland in peace would be. 

When you make Rivals thus agree. 

Psyc. X neler can value Birth or State, 

’Tis virtue muft my heart Obtain : 

You may each other emulate. 

In glorious actions j but muft quit all hate, 

Ere either of you my esteem can gam. 

Themext command I give, muft be. 

Not to invade my privacy. 

Princes, farewel, you muft not fojlow me. 

TShcatt. So sacred are the dread commands you give. 

From you my death I humbly, wou’d receive. 

For I can scarce hear this and live. 

Polyn. 'Your breath mens minds to any thing may move. 

When you make Rivals one another love. 

But see ! her envious Sifters do appear. 

Whose anger less than love we fear. 

As they are going off in haBe , 

Enter Cidippe and Aglaura. 

Ctd. Gfeat Princes, whither do you fly so faft ? r 
Aglau. ’Tis to their Idol Psyche by their hafte. 

Ctd. What Prince-like virtue can you find 

In her poor and groveling mind ? 

Aglau. Heav’ did her Soul for. Cottages create. 

And for some vulgar purpose did design : 

Her mind’s too narrow for a Prince’s State, 

She has no vertues which in Courts may shine. 

Ctdtp. Her Beauty hke her Mind is vulgar too. 

Like the dull off-spring of some Village-Pair, 

She might perhaps some Shepherds heart subdue. 

But should, poor Thing, of Princes looks despair. 

Aglau. A thousand times more charms they here might find. 

Beauty, that’s fit to attraft great Princes eyes. 

But silly Love, forsooth, hath Struck them blind ; 

For could they see, they would their Love despise. 

Nican. Farewel Such blasphemies we muft not hear, 

Againft the Goddess we adore. 

Poly. So beautiful to us she does appear, 

That none shall ever charm us more. 

[Exeunt Nicander & Polymces. 
Cidip. Blasted be her Beauty, and her charms accurst, 

That muft our rume bring ; 
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I am almost ■with Envy burst. 

To see each day she can command a Kmg. 

Aglau. And whilst she lives, we can no Lovers have : 

Oh that her Cradle had become her Grave ! 

Cid. She by each Prince is Idoliz’d, 

Whilst our negle&ed Beauties may grow old. 

And not be sought by them she has despis’d. 

Aglau. Oh that I live to hear this Sto< 5 y told. 

This Theme has made my anger bofd. 

I on her Beauty will .revenge our Cause. 

We are not safe whilst breath she draws. 

Her Exampl^of Revenge I’ll make. 

Cidip. MuSt we be thus t nsgle£ted for her sake ? 

Venus ! redress the wrongs which she hatjh done : 

She may in time msnare your Son, 

She such an Idol by Mankind is made. 

Your pow’r no more will be obey’d. 

Your Sacred beauty they’l negleft, 

Your De4ty will have no more respect. 

Aglau. No Incense more will on yohr Altars smoke. 

No Vi&igis more will burn, 

E^ch Prigce her Worshipper will turn. 

Let this your great Divinity provoke ; 

Revenge your self, and take our part. 

Punish her Stubborn heart, 

And by your utmost fury let her smart {A, Symphony of soft Mustek. 

Cidip. What Divine Harmony is this we hear ! 

Such never yet approach’d my Ear I 

[Venus descends in her Chariot , drawn with Doves. 
Aglau. See Venus’ % Chariot hovering in the Air ; 

The Goddess sure has heard our pray’r. 

Venus sings. With kindness I your prafrs Yeceive, 

And to your hopes success will give. 

I have with anger seen Mankind adore 
Your Sifter's beauty, and her scorn deplore , 

Which they shall do no more. 

For their Idolatry I’ll so resent. 

As shall your wishes to the full content. 

Your Father is with Psyche now. 

And to Apollo’j - Oracle they’ll go. 

Her deftmy to know. 

I by the God of Wit shall be obey’d, 
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For Wit to 'beauty fill is subjeSt made. 

He’ll so resent your came and mine. 

That you mill not repine , 

But will applaud the Oracle’/ design. 

Cidip. Grqat Goddess, we our thanks return. 

We after this no more shall mourn. 

Aglau. Your sacked Pow’r for ever we’ll obey. 

And to your Altars our whole Worship pay. 

[Venus ascends with soft Mustek. 

E fcr'Theander with his followers , and Psyche with two Ladies. 

Thean. ’ Daughters, no more you shall contend, 

'This happy day your Strife shall end : 

The Oracle shall r ease you of your care ; 

We to the Temple will repair. 

And Psyche will obey, 

Whate’re the Delphick God shall say. 

And 

Whfite’re Apollo shall command, sh?ll be, 

I swear by s all the Gods, perform’d by me. 

Psyc. And on my Knees I make this solemn vo^. 

To his Decree I will r devoutly bow. 

Let his commands be what they will, 

I chearfully will them fulfill. 

Thea . Let’s to Apollo’s Temple "then repair, 

And seel^the God with ‘Sacrifice and Pray’r. [Exeunt omnes. 


A.GT II. 

The Scene is the Temple of Apollo Delphicus, with Columns of the Donck 
Order, tnrich’d with Gold, m the middle a Stately Cupolo, on the top of it 
the Figure of the Sun ; some distance before it an Altar lin’d with Brass ; 
under it a large Image of Apollo, before which Stands the Tripod. 

Enter in a Solemn Procession, the Chief PneSt Crown’d with Lawrel m a white 
VeStment, over that a Purple Gown, over that a Cope embroidered with 
Gold, over all a Lambs-skm Hood with the Wool on : He has four Boys at- 
tending, two before, two behind, clad in Surplices, and girt with Girdles 
of Gold ; the fir Si car tying a golden Censor with Myrrhe, Frankincense, and 
sweet Gums, & c. The second a Barley Cake, or Barley Meal, with Salt, 
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upon a golden Service. The third a golden CrUise* full of Money and Water 
The fourth a large gilt Book emboss’d with Gold. After them six Pneffs, 
with Books of Hymns , clad m Surplices and embroider’d Copes. Then Men 
with Wind-In ftruments, clad m Surplices , all crown’d with Wreathes of 
Lawrel. After them Nicander, Cedippe, Po 1 - vers, Aglaura, Thean- 
der, Psyche. Then a Tram of Ladies. All the Women with their faces 
cover’d with white Veils. After all Theander’j Attendants and Guards m 
their Profession. This following Hymn ^ sung in Chorus. 

Chor. X Efis to Apollo’ j 1 Altar now repair , 

I And offer up our Vows and Pray’r f* 

-1 — J Let us enquire fair Psyche’ s destiny. 

T. \TPe Gods to her mil sure propitious be , 

epea . Innocence and' 'Beauty may go free. 

Ch. Pr. Go on, and to the Altar lead. 

Chief PrieSt tur to the People, and sings on, 

This hallow’ d ground let no one tread , 

Who is dgfifd with Whoredom , or with Bloud, 

Left all our Pray’rs should be for them wiphftood. 

Let none be present at our Sacrifice, 

But of an humble uncorrupted % mind. 

The God for wicked men 'bill all our vows despue. 

And will to all our wishes be unkind. 

[By this time they come near the Altar, they all.bow, and divsde, 
and Stand on each side of the Alt^r, and .the Chief PrieSt before. 
The Chief PrieSt kneels and kisses the Altar. The PrieSt and 
Boys kneel with him ; they rise, and he, holding the Altar in 
his hands, sings alone, as follows. 

Ch Pr. Son of Latona and great Jove, 

In Delos bom, which thou so much dofl love : 

Great God of Physick and of Archery, 

Of Wisdom, Wit and Harmony ; 

God of all Divinations too, 

Chor. of Voices'! To thee our Vows and Pray’rs are due, 
and InStrum. J To thee our, &c. 

[Chief PneSt kneels, kisses the Altar, 
then rises and $ings. 

Ch. Pr. Thou gav’ ft the cruel Serpent Python death, 

Depriv’dft the Giant Tynon of his breath : 

Thou didft the monftrous Cyclops too deftroy. 

Who form’d the Thunder, which did kill thy Son. 
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Chor. Thou light of all on? 'life, and all our joy , 

Our Offerings with our hearts are all thine own. 

[Chief Priest kneels, and kisses the 
Altar again. 

Ch. Pr. By sacred Hyacinth, thy much lov’d Flower, 

By Daphne’ j memory we thee implore, 

Thouwou dft be present at our Sacrifice, 

And not our humble Offerings defuse. r 

Chorus 9f "'I And we for 'ever will thy praise advance. 

Voices and VThou Author of all Light and Heat. 

InStrum. j Let Pipes and Timbrel sound, and let them dance. 

Each day our worship we’ll repeat. 

Each day, &c. 

[A Dance of PrieSts entnng from each 
"side of the Stage, with Cymbals, Bells, 
and Flambeaux. 

After the Dance, they all kneel, and the Chief Prieff begins with a loud Voice ; 

All answer las follows. 

Ch. Pr. Jupiter, Juno, Minerva, Saturn, Cibele. 

Kefons. Be propitious to our Vows and Prayers. 

Ch. Pr. Mars, Bellona, Venus, Cuptdo, Vulcanus. r 
Ref. Be propitious, <&c. 

Ch. Pr. Bacchus, Pan, Neptunus, Sylvanus, Fawnus, Vertumnus, Palcemon. 
Ref. Be propitious, <&c. 

Ch. Pr. All ye Gods, Goddesses, nnd all the Powers. 

Ref. Be propitious, &c. 

They rise : The Chief Pneff turns to the left hand, and runs, or dances bout 
the Altar, Pnefts a d Boys following him, all the Inffruments sounding. 
They sing as follows : 

Chor. To Apollo our Celefhal King, f The Dancers mingle 

We will Io Paejn sing; \ with the Singers. 

To Paean, Io Paean, 

Io Paean will we sing : 

The Chief Prieff kneels at the Altar. The Boys ffands about him. The Pneff 
takes the Libamina from the Boys, after a little Pause. One Prieff rises and 
waves a Wand. Then all fall on their knees. 

1 Pr. Favete lioguis, favete linguis, favete linguis. 

2 Pr. (rues, waves a wand) Hoc agite, hoc agite, hoc agite. 

Ch. Pr. rues, and turns to the people. 
Ch. Pr. (with a loud Voice) T T2 TH AE 
Refonse of all., IIOAAO'i K’ATAOOI. 
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Ckej Pnefi turns and kneels at the Altai again. The Boys run out and 
fetch , one a Flambeaux, the other little Fagots of Cedar, Jumper, 
&c. The PrteH rises and lays them on the Altar. All but the Chief 
Pnefi and Boys are kneoling, intent upon the Altar without fpeech or 
motion. As' soon as the fire is* kifidled,, which the Pnefi does himself 
with the Flambeau. 

Ch. Pr. (with a loud voice ) Behold the Fire. 

All but the Chief Prieft fall flat on their faces, then rue again. The 
Boys' reach the Libamina to th § Chief Ppiefi : i. The Censor, with 
Gums, which he offers, z. The Barley Cake, which he* ffrews * with 
saltgthen lays it on the Fire. Then Sprinkles the Honey and Water m 
the Fire. Chief fPrie ft waves his Wand to Theander and Psyche, 
who draw near, and kneel jufi behind. 

Ch. Pr. Now ask the God the thing for which you came, 

And after that we’ll sacrifice a Ram. 

Thean. That we may know, we hmnbly pray. 

Who shall Psychd s Husband be. 

She will moSt cheerfully»obey 
Her DeStiny, and your Decree. 

As the Pviefiess Pythia is mounting the Tripod, it ^ Thunders and Tightens 
extreamly. Apollo’s Image trembles , at which they all rue affrighted. 

Ch. Pr. , O Heaven ' what prodigy is this ? 

Something is in our holy Rites amiss. 

It Thunders and Tightens again , the Image trembling, and m Convulsions, with 
a very loud and hollow Voice, utters these following Tines. 

Apollo. TOU muSt conduct her to that fatal place, 

V Where miserable Lovers that despair, 

JL With howls and Lamentations fill the air ; 

A Husband there your Daughter shall embrace. 

On Venus Rock upon the Sea, 

She muSt by you deserted be : 

A poys’nous Serpent there She’ll find, 

By Heav’n he Psyche’s Husband is design’d 

[At thu they all Hart, affrighted. 

Thean. Gods ! that I e’r should live to see this day. 

’Tis for some great offence 
Of mine, that thou art to be snatch’d from hence. 

Oh take my life,” and let her Stay. 
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But ’tis in vain to ask, we rouSt obey : 

For which. I’ll weep my hated life away. 

Cydtp. Venus has kept her word, and she shall be 
'Much more ador’d by-me. 

Then gny other- Deity. 

Vglqu. Now my fair Sister must a Serpent have, 

"Stead of a Nuptial Bed, a Grave. 
Now she shall, suffer for her Pride ; 
Our Love»and Hate will n'ow be satisfi’d. 

Psyc. To whatsoe’r the Oracle thinks fit, 

I cheerfully submit : 

I have not liv’d so ill, but I 

With ease can die : 

I with a willing heart 

Can, with my Life as with a trifle part 

As no' joy yet could ever fill my mind, 

I from no danger can diStradhon find 
Thean. Lead on ; and with a funeral pace. 

For I in that unhappy place 
MuSt bury all my joy, and leave my life behind 
Ntca . Stay but a moment. Stay ; 

You will not sure this Oracle obey. 

Consider and be wise : 

If it be good'Pjy^i? to Sacrifice, 

You .were oblig’d to’t without this command. 

And we the adhon should ^not then withstand. 

Po/yn. If,bad, then Heav’n it self can’t make it good ; 
All good and ill’s already understood. 

Heav’n has forbid the shedding guiltless blood. 

If good and ill anew it has design’d. 

The Gods are mutable, and change their mind. 

Nican. Be not by this Imposture, Sir, betray’d. 

By this dull Idol which the PrieSts hive made : 

Too many Cheats are in the Temple found. 

Their fraud does more then piety abound : 

They make the sensless Image speak with ease 
What e’r themselves shall please. 

Ch. Pr. Do not the sacred Image thus profane. 

Which will revenge it self, and all its Rites maintain. 

Po/yn. If that be sacred, and you that adore. 

Then him that made it you should worship more * 

To th’ poor Mechamck you give no respedfc, 

Y’ adore his Workmanship, but hinl negledt. 
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Nican. For Sacred you impose what you deoree. 

And the deluded Multitude believe. 

By boasting of Infallibility, 

Th’ unthinking Rabble you wish ease deceive. 

Pol. Whatever in Divinity you know, , 

In all concernments of Mankind below : 

In all the obje&s of the Mind, 

And in all humane Science we can find,. 

In PneSts more Errors than m all Mankind. 

Nican. Iff Sacred, Things yet you so much excel 
AH others, in your Sleeps you can foretel ; 

When after Surfeits in your holy FeaSts 
You sleep in^Skins of sacrificed BeaSts, 

The troubled Dreams you from’ those flames receive. 

To the unheedful World for Oracles you give. 

Thean. In holy MyStenes you must lay by 
Your Intricate Philosophy. 

After the^dreadful Cloud with Thunder broke. 

It was -some loud immortal Voice that spoke. 

Ch. Pr. The holy Rites you saV perform’d. 

By Muscles were now confirm’d. 

Nican. Miracles ! ? 

Your holy Cheats t’ advance your Mystery : 

The noblest Science is Divinity. 

But when become a Trade, I see, ’twill be 
Like other Trades, maintain’d by Knavery. 

Ch. Pr. By Miracles the pow’r of Heav’n is known. 
Polyn. Heav’ns power is more by setl’d order shown. 
The beauty of that order which is found. 

To govern the Creation in a round. 

The fix’d uninterrupted Cham, whereby 
All things on one another must depend ; 

This method proves a wise Divinity, 

As much as should the Gods on earth descend. 

Ch. Pr. You speak from Nature, which is ignorance ; 
But we to inspiration must advance. 

Nican. If, PrieSt, by Means not nat’ral Heav’n declares 
Its will, and our obedience so prepares , 

The Gods by this their weakness wou’d confess. 

What you call Miracles wou’d make them less. 

If somthing without Nature they produce. 

Nature is then defective to their use : 

And when by that they cannot work t*heir end, 
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My Miracle their Instrument they mend. 

Polyn. If this be granted, PrieSt, by this we find. 

The Gods'foresee not, or else change their mind. 

But Heav’n does nothing to our sense produce. 

But it' does outward Nat’ral .Causes use. 

Fools trust in Miracles, and Fools ne’r doubt : 

’Tis ignorance of Causes, PrieSt, makes Fools devout. f Thunders again. 

Ch. Pr. Be goiie, profane and ..wicked men, 

You have provok’d Heav’ns wrath again. 

Heav’n does again to you in Thunder speak > 

Nxan. ’Twas nothing but a petty cloud did break ; 

JJfTiat, can your Priesthoods grave philosophy 
So much amaz’ 4 ,at common Thunder be ? 

Psye. We^should obey without these Prodigies ; 

I to Heav’ns Will ray own will sacrifice. 

Ctdip. Must I then With my much lov’d Sister part "> 

Aglau. The dismal loss will break my tender heart. 

Thean. Joy of my Life, let’s to the fatal place. 

Where thine and all my sorrow is design’d : 

When thee the pois’onous Serpent sMl embrace, 

Assure thy self I’ll not Stay long behind. 

Polyn. Thus the great Agamemnon was betray’d, 

And Ipbtgenia thus a Vidtim made : 

Such horrid ills Religion can perswade. [Exeunt omnes. 

The Scene changes to a Rocjcy Desart full of dreadful Caves, Cliffs, and 
Precipices, with a high Rock looking down into the Sea. 

Enter two despairing Lovers. 

1 Lov. Ah what a dreadful Rocky Desart’s this . 

The Melancholy Region of despair : 

Where e’ r I turn me, poisonous Serpents hiss. 

And with their venoln'ous breaths inredt the Air. 

2 Lov. Here pestilential vapours do abound. 

And killin g Damps the Vaults and Caverns breath ; 

From dreadful gapings of the craggy ground. 

The fatal Desart seems to yawn forth death. 

1 Lov. r A gloomy darkness hovers o’r this place ; 

Here sure the Sun ne’r shews his joyful face. 

Nature this place for horrour did design : 

No beam of comfort here can shine. 

2 Lov. Nothing but howls of sad despair. 

And dismal groans of Wretches fill £he Air. 
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Who in Agonies their hated lives resign. 

i Lov. How many various ways to death we have : 

Some from that Rock have plung’d into the Deep ; 

And in the Sea we saw ’em find a grave. 

z Lov. Some by their Ponyards mset.death^ easie sleep : 
Some desp’rate Lovers find out death, 

By wilful Stopping their own breath. ' 

1 Loh. Nature this place did for my grief intend. 

2 Lov. And here my fatal life and love shall etid. 
i Lov. Psyche is, hither by Apollo sent, 

-Here to fulfil the Oracles intent. 3 

Two despairing Men, and two despairing Women 
sing as follows. 

i Man. T Leak, break diSiracled heart , there is r® cure 
For Love, my mmds too raging Calenture. 

1 Wom.-L' Sighs which in 'ether passions vent. 

And give them ease when they lament. 

Are but the bellows to my* hot desire. 

2 Worn. And tear\ in me not quench, but nourish fire, 
z Man. Nothing c n mollipe my grief. 

Or give my passion a relief. 

1 Man. Love is not like our earthly fire ; 

You soon may smother out that flam ; 

Concealing does increase 'desire. 

No opposition Love can tame ? 

2 Worn. DeSpair in Love transcends all patn, 

LoSi hope will ne’r return again. 

1 Worn. In Nell there's no such misery. 

As now oppresses me. 

I this one pang alone 
Wou'd change for Sisyphus his Stone. 

2 Man. I would the torments which I feel 

Change for IxionV Wheel. 

2 Worn. JXhe Vulture should on me for ever feed, 

’ Lather than thus my heart for Love should bleed. 
i Man. Oh Tantalus 1 for thy eternal ThirSt ; 

I’m more on Earth then thou in Hell accurfl. 

1 Worn. Was ever grief like mine ? 

2 Worn. Like mine ? 

i Man. Like mine ? 

z Man. Like mtfle ? 
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Was ever gfilf like mine ? 

Was ever, &c. 

Nothing but death can cure our misery. 

I’ll die. 

I’ll die. 

I’ll die. 

Nothing but death can cure our misery. 
Nothing but, & c. 


1 Man Speaks. How long shall I for this dull Serpent Stay, 

Ere I become his prey ? 

Come forth from out thy pois’nous Den : 

DoSt thou despise r che flesh of men ? 

2 Man. n *The lazy Serpent breakfasted to day ; 

I will not for his waking Stomach" Stay : 

I’ll b’ Author of mry £r,te, and make my self away. [Falls on his sword. 
i Worn. Your Sex no more in courage shall excel. 

For I can die as well. 

I in this Dagger my Rehef will find. 

And kill my Body thus to ease my mind. [Kills her self. 

i Ma . £ to the top of all the Rock will climb ; 

And if in litde time 
The Serpent there I cannot see. 

I’ll find a way to follow thee. 

2_ Worn. My heart that office will perform for me. 

A death-hke pang I feel, 

I have ncf need of Steel. 

A faint cold sweat besmears my face, 

I can make hast and dye apace. 

And these are the last words I e’re shall speak, 

Farewel my cruel Love, for thee my heart does break. [She dies. 

The he on the top of the Rock falls headlong into the Sea. 


Falter Theander, Psyche, Cidippe, Aglaura, Psyche’/ two Women, and other 
Attenda ts, m Funeral habits , weeping; then the Guards. 

Psyc. Oh Stop those Royal Fountains, tears are things 
Which ill become the Majesty of Kings. 

Thean. But they become a Father, who muSt lose 
The onfy comfort of his fading life ; 

Who barbarously must his Child expose, 

By Heavens command, to be a Serpents Wife. 

Psyc. That dread command I’m ready to obey, 

I beg you will ho longer Stay. 
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Deaths cold embraces I $rjll court ;* 

I can my fate, but not your tears support. 

Thea . Ye Gods, why did ye ever bless 

Me with this gift, to snatch it hack again ? 

My burden’s greater than I can su&aal !, 

Psyc.^1 never could deserve such tenderness ; 

Nay, good Sir, dry your eyes, my heart will break ; ' 

To bear your gne£, i am too weak. 
Theati. Oh that I’d never seen thy much-lov’d facl, 

, And that thou’dft perish’d in the womb 
I, had not led thee to this fatal place, 1 
Thy Father h d not brought thee living tp thy Tomb. 

Psyc. Your sad complaints so soften me. 

My heart will melt to that degree. 

That I shall have none left when deS?th I see. 

Theati. Heav’ns ! what could thus your cruelty provoke 5 
Your Altars, by my bounty, daily smoke. 

With Fat, with? Incense, and with Gums 
Nor have you wanted Hecatombs. 

And muSt I thus? rewarded be ? 


Cidtp. See how th<j Dotard weeps, while we 
Rejoyce at this her Destiny. 

Clh how it wou’d my envy feed’ 
Could my glad eyes behold her bleed > 
Aglati. O good dear Serpent, make her sure,. 

Her death, our grief can pnly cure. 

Oh that she were at rny command. 
And that her heart were throbbing in my hand. 

Some miracle may else relieve 
Her from this death, and we afresh may grieve. 

Psyc. Good Sir, be gone, the will of Heav’n obey. 

Besides, if you should longer Stay, 
Before the Serpent comes, my life will Stfeal away. ’ 
Weigh not your loss, but what you have remain ; 

You have the comfort of my Sisters left. 

Who will your drooping Age sustain, 
When y’are of me bereft. 

Sifters, be good, nd to my Father give 

All comfort, and his grief relieve ; 

He, from you Two, much pleasure may receive. 

Cid. Our grief as much as his relief will need. 

Of that I might with Psyche bleed : 
Did not the Gods ’self-murder hate^ 
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I wou’d ^company your Fate. 

Aglau. Oh that the Gods would suffer me 
To be exchang’d for thee l 

Psyc. Sifters, fare-frel, pray dry your eyes : [Kisses her Stflers. 

' I am for you a Saqrifice. 

Yen may your choice of many Princes have. 

When I am cold, forgotten in my Grave. 

Thean . Gods ! can I yet hear this, and live ? 

Oh take my Life, of" me fny Psyche give. 

Psyc. Sir, if you longer Stay, 

You’ll cause my Death, not they. 

I on my Knees beseech you quit 
This fatal plac^, and to Heaven’s will submit. 

Farewel : ’tis time, 

I now the Rock my fatal Tomb must climb, 

Tafewel for ever 
Thean. Say not so. 

For I to death will go, 

My Soul to morrow shall meet thine below. [Exeunt all butJP syche. 

Psyche sola. Even now grim deathT slightly did '‘esteem ; 

With the w*ong end o’ th’ Glass I look’d on him ; r 
Then afar off and little did he seem : 

Now my Perspective draws him near. 

He very big and ugly does appear. 

Away it is the„base f^lse Glass of fear. 

Enter Nicander and Polymces. 

Why do you come to see me wretched here ? 

What can you hope from her whose death’s so near ? 

Polyn. To save your life, our hves we will expose. 

Psyc. Can mortal Men the heav’nly pow’rs oppose ? 

Ntcan. What Heav’n commands is surely good. 

Heav’ n has declar’d ’gainst shedding humane bloud. 

Bores, Rams and Bulls will serve Apollo’s turn. 

Whilst Gums and Incense on his Altars bum. 

’Tis to the PneSts that you are sacrific’d. 

Psyc. I must not hear the Oracle despis’d. 

Ntca In vain, ’gainst prejudice we Still dispute . 

Our Swords shall this great Oracle confute. 

No Serpent whilst we live shall you embrace. 

Nor any other Rival in this place. 

Psyc. He carries deadly venom in his breath. 

Which certainly will give" you death. 
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Polyn. Cadmus , without Love’s aid, the Dr^gpn slew ? 

Inspir’d by Love, what cannot Princes do ? 

Psyc. Why for my preservation shou’d you Strive ? 

For neither my affe&ion e’r coin’d move. 

Though Heav’n for that wou’d suffer me, to live : 

No Pnnqe on Earth cou’d ever make me love. ’ 

Ntcan. ’Tis time we both of us shou’d dye. 

Since wejrom you no pity can deserve. 

Yet 

Had we no love for generosity, 

Spight of your self we wou’d your Lift? preservS. 

Polyn. You have made Rivals thus agree. 

Though cou^you love, but one cou’d happy be. 

Each will assist the other' and you’ll see. 

In spight of Oracles we’ll set you free! 1 
Psyc. Farewel : I must not hear this blasphemy. 

Ntcan. We cannot leave you till you dye. 

No Oracle shall that deny. 

[The Earth opens, infernal Spirits rise and 
hurry the Princes away. Two Zephin 
descend and take Psyche Jy each arm , 
and fly into the Clouds with her. 

Cupid descends a little way, hanging in the Air. 

Cup. Be gone, you Rivals of an angry Deity : 

Shall I by insolent Princes nvall’d be ?’ 

Shall Mortals for my Psyche Strive with me? 

Vulcan make hast, prepare 
My costly Palace for my fair ; 

I in that splendid place. 

My Love, my Dear, my Psyche will embrace. [He flies away. 

Enter Nicander d Polymces. 

Ntcan. By what Enchantment were we hurn’d hence ? 

Psyche is gone. Let’s use all diligence 
Soon to prevent her fate, 

(Sr we shall come too late. 

Poly We will our much-lov’d Psyche find. 

Or we will leave our hated lives behind. [Exeunt. 
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ACT III. 

The ' Scene is the Palace of Cupid, -.Compos’d of wreath'd Columns of the 
Corinthian Order ; the Wreathing is adorn'd with Roses, and the r Columns 
have several little Cupids flying about 'em, and a single Cupid Standing 
upon every Capital. At a good r distance are seen three Arches, which divtde 
the firB. Court from the other part of the Building : The middle Arch is noble 
and high, beautified with Cupids and FeStoons, and supported with Columns 
of - the foyesaid Order. Through these Arches is seen another Court, that 
leads to the mam Building, which is at a mighty diBance. All the Cupids, 
Capitals arid fnrichments of the whole Palace are rf Gold. He**~the Cyclops 
are at work at a Forge, forging great Vases of Silver. The Mustek Strikes 
up, they dance, hammering the Vases upon Anvils. 

After the Dance, Enter Vulcan. 

Vulcan sings. '^L'T E bold Sons of Earth, that attend upon Fire , , 

Y Make haSie with the Palace, leSt Cupid shouldjiay , 
A You must not beiay when Love does require. 

For Love is impatient, and brooks no delay. 

When Cupid you serve, you muSt toil and must sweat. 

Redouble your blows, and your labour repeat. 

The vigorous young God's not with laziness serv’d. 

He' makes" all his Vassals their diligence show. 

And nothmgfrom him but with pains is deserv'd ; 

The brisk Youth that falls on, and Bill follows his blow. 

Is his favourite Bill. The considerate Fool, 

He as useless lays by for a pitiful Tool. 

i Cycl. This Palace is finish’d, and the other shall be 
Made fit for his small Deity, 
z Cycl. But fire miikes us cholentk , and apt to repine, 

Unless you will give us some Wine. 

Chor. With swinging great Bowls , 

Let's refresh our dry Souls, 

And then we'll to work with a Clink, clink , clink ; 

But firB let us drink, but firB let us drink. 

Vulcan. Let each take his Bowl then, and hold it to his nose. 

Then let him redouble his blows. 

Cycl. Nay, Bint us not so, but let each take his two. 

And twice as much as we can do. 
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Chor. With swinging great Bowls, 

Let's refresh , &c. 

Vulc. Ye Slaves , will you never fgom drunkenness refrain ? 

R member Ulysses again. 

Cycl. Ulysses is a Dog, were he here he shou’d find. 

We’d scorn him, and drink our selves blind. 

Chor . With swmgmggreat Bowls , * 

Let’s refresh , Sec. 

[They take their Kans m their hands 

Pyr . Here, Harpes, to you. Harp. Her&, Brontes, to you. 

And stPtake each Qyilops his due. 

Bron. To thee, Steropes. Ster. Tyracmpn, to thee. 

Omn. A d thus m our Cups we’ll agree*. 

Chor. With swinging great Bowls, 

Let’s refresh, & c. 

Vulc. 'Begone, or great Jove will for Tfmnder-holts Hay, 

The World grows so wicked each day. 

Cycl. He has less need'of Jhunder than we have of Wine . 

We*d drmkij though great Jove should repine. •> 

Chor. With swinging great Bowls, 

Let’s refresh. See. [The Cyalops dance agaaft. 

E ter Cupid and Zephyrus, at which They all'run away. 

Cup. You are my best of Servants, y’have done well. 

Say, Zephryus, how do you like my Love ? 

Zeph. Her Beauty does all mortal forms excel. 

She should be snatch’d from Earth to reign above. 

But why do you a humane shape now wear ? 

Why will you not your self a God appear 5 * 

Cup. At first, invisible I’ll be. 

Then like a Prince I will be seen ; 

MeJ-ike a God when she shall see, 

I’lKmake her my Immortal Queen. 

When Love thus silly his approaches makes. 

He takes faSt hold, and long will Stay 
But if by §torm he once possession takes. 

His Empire in the heart will soon decay. 

Here comes my Love, Away, 

And to her honour dedicate this day. 
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Sinter Psyche. 

Psyc.. To what enchant’d Palace am I brought, 

Adorn’d beyond all humane thought ? 

Here Att and Natures utmost powers conspire. 

To make the Ornafiient entire. 
t?here e’r I turn me, here my dazl’d eye 
Does nought but (rold, or precious Gems descry 
This su^e is some divine abode. 

The splendid Palace of some God * 

And not a Den where Humane bloud is spilt. 

This sure was never for a Serpent built. 

I am at this no less amaz’d. 

Than at my sudden passage to the place. 

With wonder round about I’ve gaz’d, 

And, which is Strange, I’ve seen no humane face. 

’Tis sure some AeryWision which I see. 

And I to this imaginary height 

Was rais’d by Heav’rf' in cruelty. 

That I might suffer a severer Fate. 

I on a Precipice of hope was plac’d*, 

That so my fall might greater be. 

And down with violence I shall be cast 
To th’ bottom of despair, th’ Abyss of misery. 

Where is the Serpent ? when will he appear ? 

’Cup. The Serpent which you rryuSt embrace is near. 

Psyc. What Divine »Ha?mpny invades my Ear ? 

This is a voice I cou’d for ever hear. 

0 speak again, and Strike my ravish’d sense 

With thy harmonious excellence I 
What Pow’r Divine provokes within my bloud, 

1 know not what, that cannot be withstood ? 

. Cup. Whatever can be pleasant but in thought, [mtbm. 

Sliall for my Love be sought : 

This shall her Palace, here her Empire be ; 

She shall have Sovereign command o’r that and me. 

Psyc. No object of my sense could e’r 
Transport me till this hour ; 

I feeha Passion mix’d with Joy and Fear, 

That’s caus’d'by this unknown invisible Power. 

Who are you that does charm me so ? 

Such pain and pleasure I ne’r felt before ; 

You are by thi§ some God, I know, 

And I muSt r you adore [she kneels . 
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Enter Cupid and takes he? up. 

Oh Heaven ! what glorious thing is this I see ? 

What unknown Deity ? 

His shape is humane, hut his face divine ; 

He calls me Love : but ah 1 would he were mine. 

Cup. I am the Serpent Heav’n for you design’d, i 
Which shou’d on you his poison breathe. 

Psjc. Tills poison ne’r can cause my death, 

For such a Serpent I wou’d quit Mankind. 

Yours is the pleasant’^: Poison e’r was fejt ; 

My eyes drop showers of joy, my heart will melt. 

Mvmind was never full before, * 

Buthow my swelling Joys run o’r ; 

My heart does pant like a sealed Doves : 

What is it thus my passion moves ? 

Cup. How does my charming fair, my Dove T 
Let me approach, my Dear, my Love : 

Let me, but touch thy snowy hand, 

And thou sh#lt all my heart command. 

Psjc. There’s no request of yours I can withstand. 

Oh I am Stung ! what’s this I feel ? 

•It is nq pointed Steel : 

’Tis such a pretty tingling smart. 

Now it invades my heart. 

Oh it encreases on me Still, , 

And now my blood begms to chill.’ 

But, Oh the pleasure 1 Oh the pain ! 

And, Oh ! might both a thousand years remain 1 

Cup. Courage, my Dove, I have thee here, [embraces her. 

Thou need’St no Serpent fear , 

For I am all the Serpents thou shalt see. 

And Love is all the poison I’ll enfuse in fhee. 

Psjc. What can it be my senses thus allarms ? 

What have you done t’ your hand that thus it charms ? 

But, Oh your pow’rful eyes bewitch me more. 

I never saw or felt such eyes before. 

Nor know I now what ’tis I feel or see. [He turns his head aside. 

Turn not away those eyes that poison me. 

Those sweet, those piercing am’rous eyes, 

That can So easily a heart surprize. 

Oh, may my brea§t this poison ne’r forsake ! 

I’m sure no Antidote I’U take. 

Why do you sigh ? are you transported too ? 

( 3°9 ) 


PSYCHE 


Cup. As you by me, salaam charm’d by you. 

Oh let my wandrmg heart find rest 
Within thy soft and snowy breaSt. 

Thou muSt to me thy heart resign. 

And in exchange I’ll give thee mine. 

And when my heart within thy breaSt does sit, 

Thou mu§t be kind, and nurse, and cherish it. 

Psyc. Oh ! ho w^ mine flutters yet I hold it fast 
It beats till it it self will tire ; 

’Twill lose it self with violent desire : 

De what J can, it will be gone at'laSt. 

Oh give me thine, for mine will fly away ; 

Ah give it 'me > for if you longer Stay, 

Mine will be gone, and I shall die. 

Pray let your heart the want of milie supply. 

Cup. Thou through thy Lips, my Love, must mineYeceive, 

And the same way thine to my breast convey ; 

And when to me that pretty thing thou’lt give. 

I’ll use’t so kindly, ’tshall not fly away. 

Psyc. Then take it, for with me A will not Stay. [They km. 

What have I done ! I am to blame ; 

I blush^and feel a secret shame : 

But I feel something which o’rcomes that sense. 

I’m charm’d with so much excellence ! 

Seme Power Diyine thus animates my bloud. 

And ’twere a sin, if ths# should be' withstood. 

Your sacred form so much does move. 

That I pronounce aloud, I love. 

How am I rapt ! what is it thus does force 
My Inclination from its proper course ? 

I was to love an open enemy ; 

But now the more I look on Thee, 

The rnore I love. r My first surprise 
Is heighten’d Still by thy bewitching eyes. 

Cup. Love’s debt was long deny’d by thee. 

But now h’as paid himself with usury. 

Psyc. Should I to one I know not be thus kind. 

To onp who will, perhaps, unconStant be ; 

Pray let me so much favour find. 

To let me know who ’tis has conquer’d me. 

Cup. Do not suspeft my constancy, 

Believe my sighs, and then trust me. 

Words may be false and full of Art, 
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Sighs are the nat’ral language of the heart. 

But, pray beware of curiosity, 

Left it should ruine Thee and Me. 

You muft not yet know who I am ; 

I will in' time disclose my name. 

I in this Region a vaft Empire have. 

Each Prince y’ have seen compar’d to me’s a Slave. , 

To me ajJ Grecian Princes Tribute owe,’ 

Which they shall pay to you*. 

A thousand. Beauties shall be ftill at hand, 

Waiting for thy command ; . 

And without envy, they shall thee adore. 

The pomp which here thou shalt enjoy' is’ more 
Than e’r was seen in Earthly Princes Courts : 

And pleasures here shall be. 

Beyond all mortal Luxury ; 

Our Recreation shall be heav’nly sports. 

And to such splendid Joys I thee ifivite, 

As do. the Gods'on Feftivals delight. 

But firft thy palatte thou shalt satisfy. 

Thy ear shall then be ravish’d, then thy eye ; 

And all thy other Senses thou shalt feaft : 

Here thou shalt entertain, and I will be the gueft. 

This following Song is sung by invisible Singers. 

ALL Joy to fair Psyche ip this hflppy place, 

/\ And to our great Maher, who her shall embrace : 
JL J LMay never his Love nor her Beauty decay. 

But be warm as the Spring, and Bill fresh as the Day. 
Chor. No Mortals on Earth ever wretched cou’d prove , 

If Bill while they liv’d, they’d be always in love. 

There’s none without Love evir happy can'be. 

Without it each Brute were as happy as we. 

The knowledge men boaB of doth nothing but vex. 

And their wandring Reason their Minds does perplex. 
Chor. But no Mortals, &c. 

Roves sighs and his tears are mix’d with delights. 

But were he Bill peBer’d with cares and with frights, 
Shou’d a thousand more troubles a Rover invade. 

By one happy moment they’d fully be paid. 

Chor. No Mortals, &c*. 
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Then lose not ^moment , hut in Pleasure employ it ; 

Tor a moment once loll mil always be so ; 

Your Youth requires Love, let it fully enjoy it. 

And push on your Nature as fajj as 'twill go. 

Chor. No Mortals , &c. 

How am I rap’t ! what pleasures do I find 1 
My Love, I have but one request to thee ; 

Two Sisters I have left behind, 

I hope my Love will be so kind. 

That they the Witnesses may be 
Of aH my, pomp and my felicity. 

'Enter Zephyrus. 

Cup. My Zephyrus is Still at hand 

To wait for thy command. 

Be gone ! 

Zeph. I’ll fly as quick as thought. 

They suddenly shall to this place be brought. fExit Zephyrus. 

Cup. My Dear, let them not here much time employ. 

For I muSt thy whole htart enjoy. 

From me, my Love, not one poor thought must Stray, 

For I have given thee all my heart away. 

But now prepare thy Ears and Eyes, 

Fott I thy senses will surprise. 

Along wi|h me, .and thou shalt see 

What Miracles m Love there be. [Exeunt. 

The Scene changes to the principal Street of the City, with vaB numbers of People 
looking down from the tops of Houses, and out of the Windows and Balconies, 
which are bung with TapeBry. In this Street is a large Triumphal Arch, 
with Columns of the Donck Order, adorned with the Statues of Fame and 
Honour, &c. Beautified with FeBoons of Flowers ; all the Innchments of 
Gold. Through this -Arch, at a rnB diBance, in the middle of a Pia^ya, is 
seen a Bately Obelisk. 

Enter two Men. 

i Man. What shouts are those that echo from the Plain ? 
z Man. The Stranger-Princes have the Monster slain : 

The People the viftonous Champions meet, 

And then! with Scouts and Acclamations greet. 

i Man. Our freedom these brave Conqu’rors have restor’d, 

The bloud of Men no more shall be devour’d ; 

No more young Ladies shall be snatch’d away 
To be the cruel Serpents p£ey. 
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2 Man. For this the large Triumphal Arch,V-as built. 

For this the Joyful People meet in throngs. 

The Prmces Triumph for the bloud they spilt, 

And celebrate the Conquest with loud Songs. 

They in this place a Sacrifice prepare. 

To pay their vows and thanks to th’ God of War. 

\A Consort of ’Loud Martial Mustek. 

Enter the PrieSts of Mars, one carrying the Serpents Head upon the 
Spear, all of theni having Targets, BreaSt-platps, and Helmets of Brass. 
Then the Praesul, having a Trophy of Arms carry’d before him. Then 
Ntcander, Polynices , Cydtppe, Aglaura, Train and Guards. The Priests 
sing this following Soqg? and dance fo’t. 

L ET us loudly rejoyce, 

Wttb glad heart and with voice , 

-Jpor the Monfter is dead. 

And here is his head. 

No mbre shall our Wives 
Be {raid of their Lives , 

Nor our Daughters hy % Serpents miscarry. 

The Oracle then 
Shall betforP them on Men, 

And they ot with Mongers shall marry. 

' Let us lowdly rejoyce 
With glad heart and with voice'; 

For the MonHer is dead. 

And here is his head. 

Praesul sings. Great God of War to thee 

We offer up our thanks and pray’r 
For by thy mighty Deity 
Triumph ig Conquerours we are. 

Chor. Thou’rt great among this heavenly race. 

And onely to the Thunderer gw’ 'ft place. 

Praesul. Jove is thy father, but does not exceed 
Thy Deity on any score. 

Thou, when thou wilt, const make the whole world bleed. 

And thou canH heal their breaches by thy power. 

Chor. ’Tis thou that mutf to Armies give success. 

That thou mult Kingdoms too with safety bless. 

Thou that must bring, and theh must guard their peaee. 
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They dance, Striking their jSwords upon the Targets, showing the postures 
of their Swords, Kettle-Drums beating, and Trumpets sounding: 
Whilst the Praesul and the rest prepare the Altar, and kindle the Fire. 
After the Dance-' 

While we to Mars his prams sing, 

A Horse, th’ appointed Victim, bring. 

[Mars and Venus meet in the Air in their Chariots, 
r his drawn -by Horses, and hers by Doves. 

Great God of War, if thou doB not defuse 
The power of my mctorious eyes , 

Keject this Sacrifice 
My Deity they disrespect. 

My Altars they neglect. 

And Psyche omly phey adore. 

Whom they shall see no more. 

Have' I yet left such influence on your heart. 

As to enjoynyou wou’J take my part. 

By some known token punish their offence,r 
And let them know their insolence. 

So much your influence on me remains. 

That Bill I glory in my chafns, 

V^hat ever you command, shall be 
A sov’ reign Taw to me. 

These saucy Mortals soon shall see 
What Itis to disrespect your Deity. 

To show how much for you I them defuse. 

Since they with Venus dare contend. 

Ye powers of Hell your Furies send. 

And interrupt their Sacrifice. 

[Mars and Venus fly away. 

Furies desce d and Bnke the Altar, and break it, and every one fhes]away with a 

fire-brand in’s hand. 

i Pr. What dreadful prodigies are these ! 

Hence from this bloudy rage let’s flie. 

And in his Temple let us try 
If we his angry Godhead can appease. 

Nicah. WhatrMagick Charms do this sad place infeSt, 

And us in all our addons thus molest ? 

Polyn. The pow’r of Hell it sure must be 
That thus against us wages war ; 

For when fair Psychs we 'wou’d free, 
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It Still does mischiefs against us prepare. 

But no Enchantment yet our courage binds. 

No accidents can alter valiant minds. 

Ntcan. In spight^of Hell w$ will go on in quest 
Of our lov’d Psyche , who is charm’d»frpm hence. 

Aglau. You might from all your fruitless foyls have reSt, 

If of your present fortune y’ had a sense. 

Cid. Our Father, who is now at point of death. 

Does in his Will us two to you bequeath 

Aglau. Envy it self will sure confess. 

Our Beauties and our Vertues are noteless. 

Then the mean Idol’s you so much adQrq, 

And whom ye never can* see more ; 

The monster you have slam did her devour. 

Polyn. We by his rav’nous Maw did’ find to day, 

The Monster had not yet made her his prey. 

Cid. What if he had, we two are left behind. 

And by $he Gods you are for us design’d. 

Ntcqn. Heav'n has not yet to me reveal’d that mind, 

My Inclinations Still are hers I find? 

The honour’s great we might by you enjoy. 

But it would, all our vOws and all our love destroy. 

Polyn. To Psyche f have offer’d my whole heart, 

Sh’ has for no other left me the least part. 

Pardon'that I the honour must refuse ; 

No Mortals can their own affe&ions’chuse 
Love, Heav’ns high power does into us infuse. 

Ntcan. When we lost Psyche , solemnly we swore. 

The search of her we never wou’d give o’r. 

Polyn. Should we not find her, we our lives must spend, 

Which in th’ unwearied search of her muSt end. 

Aglau. Think you with safety you shall us despise ? 

Though we’re too weak to wound you* with our e^fts. 

Our full revenge shall both of you pursue. 

And give what to your insolence is due. 

Cid. Your heads shall pay for the affront you give. 

And you shall dye, or we will cease to hve. 

Nican. If danger cou’d our courages remove. 

We were not fit t’ aspire to Psyche’s love. 

Polyn. Our absence now you muSt excuse. 

We m our search no farther time must lose. [Exeunt Nican. Polyn. 

Aglau. I have a tru§ty Villain which I’ll send. 

Who in disguise shall their unwary &eps attend ; 
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And then an mbush shall for 'them be laid, 
f That their base lives may be to us betray’d. 

Ctd. The powers of all this Kingdom we’ll engage. 

To sacrifice their hves c to our insatiate rage 
Agl&u. They dearly shall by their example show, 

Ho^ r soon rejefted Love to dangerous Rage can grow. [. Exeunt ambo. 


’ACT IV 

The Scene a 'Stately Garden belonging to the Mqtyif.rnt Palate, seen in the 
former Actr The great Walk is bounded on either side with Great Statues of 
Gold Handing upon? PedeStals, with smdll Figures of Gold sitting at their feet : 
And m large Vases of Silver are Orenge, Lemon, Citron, Pomegranate : and 
behind Mirtle, Jessemtne , and other Trees. Beyond this a noble Arbour, 
through which ’ seen a less Walk, all of Cypress Trees, which leads to another 
Arbour at a great distance. 

Enter Aglaura, Cydippe, Psyche with her Tram. 

Aglau. I ANough the Splendor of your Court W’ have seen, 

H Such ne’r was known by any earthly" Queen. 

X alCyd. But we your Conqu’ring Lover wou’d behold. 

Of whom such charijung Stones you have told. 

Psyc. Oh ! he’s the brightest thing "your eyes e’r saw ; 

Beauty he hns might give the wliole World Law. 

And then such tender kindness you shall see ; 

For he delights in nothing but in me. 

We sport and revel all the day. 

In soft delights melting the hours away. 

And such resistless ways he has to charm. 

We kiss, embrace, and a£m in arm. 

With am’rous sighs, and soft discourse. 

Our fainting Passions Still we reinforce : 

When I would speak, my words he does devour , 

And when he speaks, I kiss him o’r and o’r. 

A d when from kissing we our lips remove, 

He tells a thousand pretty Tales of Love. 

And all the while his beauty I survey. 

And he so greedily beholds my eyes. 

As he’d devour them. But a moment Stay, 

And her will yo ; as he did me, surprise. 
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Aglau. What cursed Fate is this, that did -ordain, 

That she shou’d have such pleasure, we such pain ? 

Oh that I had infe£hon in my breath, 

I my own life wou’d lose to give her death. 

Cid. Base Fortune ! that on Psychs wou’d beftow 
So vast a share of happiness, 

And give her elder Sifters so much less. 

That shf shou’d be so high, and we so* low. 

Aglau. Such glory yet no Monarch ever saw 3 
Such humble Vassals, such obedient awe. 

Such shining Palates yet ne’r have been 

Such pomp the Sun in all his progress ne’r has seen. 

Cid. A thousand Beauties wait for Tier command. 

As many heavenly Yoftths are ftill at hand : 

And to our envious eye? she chose 
These hated obje&s to expose. 

Aglau. When we to our great joy believ’d, 

That she deftroy’d had been. 

Oh how the’Ridling God has us deceiv’d ; 

We see her here like*some immortal Queen, 

Whom all her subjects serve not, but adore. 

Cid. Oh 1 I shall di 9 with envy : say no more. 

But of some ’quick revenge let’s meditate. 

To interrupt their happy ftate : 

Let’s by some Art cause fatal Jealousies 
Between these prospercTus Lovers *to ans’e. 

Enter Cupid and Psyche, with many Attendants. 

Aglau They’re here : What divine Objedt ftnkes my eyes p 
Cid. What heavenly thing does my weak heart surprise ? 
Aglau Her hated sight I can no longer bear. 

Cid Oh with what Joy I could her heart-ftrings tear ! 
Aglau. This is the goodlieft Creator Heav’n e’sa made ; 
And I will summon Hell up to my aid. 

But I will Psyche's life deftroy ; 

And I will then this God-hke Youth enjoy. 

Cid. Wh n I am dead, he may be had by thee : 

But know, Aglaura, I’ll ne’r live to see 
This goodly thing enjoy’d by any one but me. 

Cup. Ladies 

You such a welcome in this place shall find. 

As fits the greatness of your Sifters mind ; 

And by your entertainment I Will show, 
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What 1 4:o my lqy°d Psyche owe : 

For her shall Quires of Cupids sing, 

' For her the Sphears shall their loud Musick bring. 

SQNG. 

1 ET old Age in its envy and malice take pleasure , 

In business that’s sower , and in hoarding up treasure 
•J By dullness seem wise , be Bill peevish and nice ; 

And what they cannot follow, let them rail at as vice. 

Wise Youth will in Wine and ir Beauty deligpt , 

Will revel all day, and will Sport all the night. 

For newr^to love, wou’d be never* to live. 

And £, jpve muBfrom Wine its new vigour receive. 

How insipid were life without those delights. 

In which luBy hot Youth pend their dayes and their nights ; 

Of our nauseous dull beings we too soon should be cloy’d. 

Without those bless’ d joys which Fools onely avoid. 

Unhappy grave Wretches who live by false measure. 

And for empty vain shadows refuse real pleasure ; r 
To such Fools while vaB joys on the witty are waiting. 

Life’s a tedious lingjourney without ever baiting. 

Now see what is to Psyche’s beauty due. 

And what th’ Almighty pow’r of Love can show : 

These senseless Figures motion shall receive ; 

Psyche’s bright beams can life to Statues give. 

[Ten Statues leap from their PedeBals, and dance. Ten Cupids 
r e from the PedeBals, Brew all the Stage with Flowers, and 
fly all several ways. During the Dance, Cupid and Psyche 
retire. 

Cid. What with -divine Magmfic&nce 

They in this place treat every sense ? 

Aglau. Excess of Love and Hate disturb my rest. 

Which equally divide my breaSt. 

Cid. You may hate her, and other Princes love ; 

Tut your affedhon muft from him remove. 

Or th’ utmost rag§ of a revengeful Rival prove. 

Aglau. Mountains shall sooner leap or fly. 

The Sun may prove inconstant, but not I : 

All my presumptuous Rivals I’ll destroy ; 

I cannot live, unless I him enjoy. 
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Ctd. Then suddenly resign you hated breathy 
You shall not live to cause my death. 

Your fruitless Love shall soon be loft. 

You to your elder Sifter shall giye place, 

For I will this Celeftial Youth embrace,, 

Though it the lives of half the world shou’d coft. 

Aglau. ’The pow’r of Hell shall ne’r change my design ; 
I wou’d a thousand Lives before one Lovd resign. 

Ctd. But Psyche's Life and Love muft’ have an end, 

Qr we in vain for him contend, 

-What e’r agarnft each other we design, 

Againft the common Enemy let’s j oyn. 

Aglau. Shoul4 we kill her, it would provoke his hate, 
And on our selves pull d<3wn a certain Fate. 

Let’s poison them with jealousie ; 

And Lovers had much better die. 

Then suffer that extremity. 

Enter Psyche. 

Psyc. Sow Sifters ! how do you approve my Dear ? 
Ctd. You are secure ^ but give us leave to fear. 

Psyc. Fear not : you are in my Protection now. 

Aglau. We fe’ar not for our selves, but you. 

Psyc. For me ! Iam so full of Joy, 

That nothing can my happiness deftroy. 

I have my Love, and that’s enough for 1 me. 

My life is one continued Extasie. 

His love to me is infinite. 

Each moment does transcend 
Ages of common gross delight. 

For which dull sensual Men so much contend. 

Ctd. Why does he Still conceal his name 5 
It argues little love, or else much shame? 

Psyc. You cannot doubt his love, he is so kind , 

Envy in him no cause of shame can find : 

What need I care who ’tis I love. 

Since all that s him muft my choice approve. 

Aglau. This violent Love may soon decay. 

And he for some new Miftnss may 

Your easie heart betray. 

Ctd. When he shall please to frown. 

You from this heighth are suddenly thrown down : 

And when he thus shall have abandon’d? you, 
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On whom will yqu infh& the vengeance due ? 

Psyc. Could I this fatal "change survive, 

I sure should be the wretched’s thing alive. 

Aglau. True Love has no reserve, this is some cheat , 

Your wisdom’s small, though you): affeftion’s great: 

Ctd. Th’ Impostor does- by Magick Art surprise ! 

Afid'thiS'is all delusion of our eyes. 

The Miracles each moment does produce. 

Sufficiently may make this clear ; 

Your LoVer does no Natural Causes use. 

All Natures Order is inverted here. 

Aglau. You see that his Attendants are 
Th| winged Spirits c5f tlje Air. 

He’s sure some Demon, which commands.the Wfiids, 

And him the Clouds, obey : 

How easily may he delude our minds, 

Wh’ our bodies can by Wmds and Clouds convey. 

This must be some mcjianted place. 

Ctd. {aside.) Let him be what he will. I’ll him embrace. 

(To her.) How soon may Fate your ,sccming Heav’n destroy, 

Whicn like a dream reflefts imaginary Joy. 

Psyc. OhTl am seiz’d with an unusual fright, 

A sudden Stop is pufr to my dehght. 

Aglau. This Still may be the Serpent you did fear. 

Though with a humane shape he cheats your eyes , 

And Heav’n by this moth cruel will appear. 

After this # Joy to ruine by Surprise. 

Ctd. In wrath the Oracle thy doom declar’d, 

Here no effe&s we of its anger see : 

Thou know’St not yet what ruine is prepar’d. 

What dreadful Fate Heav’n does reserve for thee. 

Psyc. How I’m amazed ! Oh my poor trembling heart ’ 

Enter Zephyrus. 

Zeph. My Lord commands your SiSters must depart. 

And none must his commands deny. 

Aglau. What ls’t I hear ! I dye, I dye ! 

Ctd. But if I dye, I will not dye alone ; 

She shall not here remain when I am gone 
Aglau. Hold*! take me with thee in thy brave design ; 

I’ll in the noble execution ]oyn. 

[Both offer to Bab at Psyche, as she looks another way, an 
are snatch'd away by Zephyn. 
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Psyc. Ah ! what unwelcome change is this I^see ? 
MuSt they so suddenly be snatch’d from me ?’ 

Enter Cupid. 

Cup. Now let’s enjoy our selves, thd time invites : 
True Love alone in privacy delights. 

What ls’t disturbs my Psyche’s mind ? > 
What fatal change is this I find ? 

Such a black Storm me-thinks hangs on’thee now, 

As I have see^i upon the Mornings brow ; 

Which blushing firSthad promis’d a fair day. 

But Strait did nought but dark-swoln Qouds display. 

Is it your SiSter^ absence makes you grieve } 

All such relations you shSbu’d now forget ; 

Lovers should for each other onely liwe, » * 

And having one another should have no regret. 

Psyc. So small a thing cannot afflift my mind. 

Cup. ’Tis for some Rival then y ur griefs design’d. 
Psyc.* Tlfis mean suspition proves my Lord unkind ! 
Ah ! did* your charms but to your self appear. 

You’d know that I no^other chains cou’d wear. 

No Rhetonck can paint my Loves excess. 

Ere mine can bfe describ’d, it must be less. 

Cup. I love thee too at such a rate, 

No Mortal can approach my height. 

What is it can produce thy grief ? 

Psyc. I fear you’ll not afford it your relief. 

Cup. If thou by any thmg my wrath cou’dS move, 
’Twou’d be by thy suspicion of my love. 

Thou o’r my heart art grown so absolute, 

That no commands of thine I can dispute : 

Thou of thy pow’r know’s not the large extent ; 

To ease thy doubt, make an experiment. ' 

Psyc. No : I shall find a harsh repulse, I fear. 

Cup. By thy vi&orious eyes. 

Which govern now the heart they did surprise ; 

By th’ Gods inviolable Oath I swear, 

By Styx , all thy commands shall be to me 
Sacred, as Heav’ns decree. 

Psyc. I with these am’rous vows am doubly pleas’d, 
I am of half my grief already eas’d. 

By this all fear of coldness you remove. 

And then you’ll tell me now, who^tis I 'love. 
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Cup. Heav’n 

Psjc. ’Tis fit that I who did great Kings refuse, 

Shou’d know who is the charming Youth I chuse. 
r Cup. What do I - hear ? 

Psjc. ’Tis true I love, and glory in my Chains : 

But. to compleat my joys, 'it yet 'remains, 

Th2t thou, my Love, wou’dSt thy dear name expose, 

And my illustrious choice to me disclose. 

Why doSt thou frovn 3 thou muSt my doubts secure, 

I by my Love and by this Kiss conjure. 

If tfiou doSt love me thiS 1 assurance give : 

’Tis Love, my Dear, makes me inquisitive. 

'Thou shou’^St all secrets to my breaSt resign, - 
Besides, tl£ hast sworn this is no longer thine. 

Cup. I’ve sworn ; and, if you- w-dl, I must comply. 

But then thy fatal curiosity 
Inevitably ruines Thee and Me. 

Psjc. Is this my Sov’reign Empire- over thee ? 

Cup. You must whate’rs within my power command , 
Bui^your extravagant desires withstand : 

Unless yor^will abandon him you love. 

And will for ever from my sight remove. 

Psjc. You found'a heart too ready to believe. 

And wou*d you Still that poor weak heart deceive ? 

Cup. MuSt I my fataf secret then resign ? 

Psjc. Can you keep your heart, ‘and yet take mine ? 

Cup. Consider 17 yet what ’tis you do. 

Psjc. I fear’d I shoul’d be thus refus’d by you. 

Cup. Let me not yet my name declare. 

Psjc. Oh unkind Youth ! thou mak’St me now despair. 
That thou’lt reward my Love, or ease my care. 

Cup. Consider yet, and let me hold my peace. 

Psjc. Will your 'unkind denials" never cease ? 

Cup. Know then, my self a God I muSt declare, 

Whom all the other Deities obey : 

All things in Earth, Hell, Water, Air, 

MuSt to my Godhead their devotion pay. 

I am the God of Love, whom, to thy cost, 

Thy foolish curiosity has lost. 

By this thou dost my Love to Anger turn. 

And muSt in fatal desolation mourn. 

I fiom thy once lov’d eyes muSt flye , 

Fcr-’tis ordain’d by cruel destiny; 
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Which rules o’r all the God’s and me. 

That for thy folly I shou’d thus abandon thee’ 

Cupid flies away. The Garden and Palace vanish, and Psyche. is left alone 
m a vafi Desert, upon the hmk of a River in Month, full of Willows, 
Flags, Bullrushes, and Water-flowers) * beyond^ which, is seen a great \ 'open 
Desatf. 

Psyc. Oh 1 whither art thou fled, my Dear 3 
n ’"Why hast thou left me here 3 
Of all my glorious pomp I am bereft, 

And in despair am inn Desart left. 

Oh my misfortune 1 oh my crime 1 
I lov’d a God, and was adored by him. 

My self I banish d, and am left forlorn, 

A fatal subject of injurious scorn , 

A scorn to all the Princes I’ve refus’d, 

But my own folly I my self abus’d. 

Yet sure the God is much jmkind, 

To fly hynsdf, yet Jeave his power behind. 

My Love 'remains Still to increase my, care. 

And heighten all the torments of despair. 

[Psyche retire's to tfie Raver side. 
Enter Aglaura, Cidippe, with a Souldm. 

Sould. We of your-Royal Father are bereft. 

Who you the Heirs of this great Kingdom left 
So much he for the loss of Psyche grieved, 

That he by death his fatal grief reliev’d. 

Aglau. But are not yet the Rival Princes slam ? 

Sould. We have not follow’d your Commands in vain ; 

The Princes are in sight upon the Plam : 

In quest of Psyche they each path will trace. 

And their unwearied search will bring them to this place. 

So many of us here in ambush lye, 

As soon as they approach us, they shall dye. 

Cid. Begone, we largely will reward your Loyalty. [Exit Soldier. 
How luckily did Zephyrm convey 

Us £o this Desart, where we may, 

To our great pleasure. Standing by. 

Behold these insolent Rivals die. 

Aglau. Since of all hopes of Love we are bereft. 

Revenge is all the pleasure we have left. 

Oh my bless’d Eyes 1 behold yon Face , 

Psyche is thrown upon this Desart place. 

( 3*3 ’) 



PSYCHE 


Ctd. With pleasure I 917^ sufferings embrace. 

Since her an equal sufferer I find. 

Is all your splendid Pomp to this declin’d ? 

F^te did your Palace to a Desart turn, 

And you for all your arrogance shall mourn. 

Psyc. Am I the object 'of my Sifters scorn ? 

Ah', h a I there your fatal eyes ne’r seen, 

I Still had prosp’rous in my Palace been. 

You u2g’d that curiosity. 

Which Brought this dreadful ruine upon me. 

flglau. r How well did"our firft -Artifice succeed. 

She like a Prmce when he’s depos’d should bleed. 

Ctd. Un«hr our power you now a Slave remain ; 

Our Fathgc’s dead, and has left us to Reign. 

Psyc No : -a^more glorious Fate to me’s design’d. 

Since he is gone. I’ll $ot ftay long behind, 

Aglau. She shall not if she wou’d ; 

We to be safe muft shed her bloud. 

Ctd. Her with her Lovers Heads we’ll firft surprize? 

Thsp. to our rage her life we’ll sacrifice. 

[Exit Aglaura and Qdippe, smtltng on Psyche. 
Psyc. No longer these misfortunes I’ll endure ; 

Of all such wounds, death is the sovereign cure, 
in this deep Stream that softly by does glide, 

All my misfortunes and my faults I’ll hide. 

She offers to throw her seif into the River. The God of the River arises 
upon a seat of Bullrushes and Reeds, leaning upon an Urn. The 
Naiades round him sing. 

The God fY Pay, Hay, th aH will much defile my Hreams : 
sings. With a short patience suffer these extreams. 

V^JHeav’ has for thee a milder Fate in Hore, 

The time shall be when thou shalt weep no more. 

And yet fair Psyche ne’r shall dye. 

1 Nymph. She ne’r shall dye. 

z Nymph. She ne’r shall dye. 

Chor. She ne’r shall dye. 

But shall be crown’d with immortality. 

But shall be, &c. 

The God Yenus approaches, from her anger fly ; 
sings again. More troubles yet your conHancy muH try. 

But th’ happy minute will 'e’re long arrive, 
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That will to you eternal freedom give . » , 

And yet fair Psyche ne’r shall dye. 

1 Nymph. She ne’r shall dye. 

2 Nymph. She ne’r shall dye. 

Chor. She 1 ne,’r shall dye. 

But shall be crown’d with immortality. ' 

But shall be, & c. 

Psyc. I m?e4,not fly, I have done no offence. 

I’m Strongly guarded by my Innocence.' 

'Venus descends tn her Chariot. 

Venus. Dares Psyche before me appear ? 

From fls>y dread wrath you scorn to fly : 

’Tis Impudence, not constancy. 

I’ll bend your Stubborn heart, and make you fear. 

Psyc. Dread Goddess ! how have I 
Provok’d so your unwonted cruelty ? 

Venus. Yqu did usurp *my Honours : men to you 
Did give fhat Worship which to me was due : 

For you they did my Deity despise, 

And wou’d have rais’d up Altars to your Eyes. 

Psyc. Is Beauty then (Hbav’ns gift) a fault in me ? 

It is a fault I cannot help, you see. 

Vi in. Your Pride did first all Earthly Kings refuse. 

And then my Son, a God, must chuse. 

How durSt you thus my Heavenly Race abuse/ 1 
Psyc. AgainSt all Kings he harden’d my poor heart, 

And for himself he Struck me with his Dart : 

His Beauty wou’d make hearts of Stone to melt. 

And his almighty power your self have felt. 

Ven. Dare you with me expostulate ? 

I’ll make you feel the worst effects of hate : 

My pow’r you fatally shall know.’ 

And for your insolence to Hell shall go. [Venus flies away. 

Enter Nicander and Polymces. 

Nican. How*long shall we our search pursue. 

Without all hope that we shall Psyche find ? 

Polyn. Each day our weary labour we renew, 

And all our life must be for that design’d. 

Nican. What happy Vision does salute my eyes 1 
Polyn. It muSt be Psyche’ % face that can so much surprize. 

Nican. At length the joy of both our'hves is found ; 
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BleSt Fate ! that brought to this sacred ground ' 

Polyn.. Oh Divine Psyche l you’re at length restor’d ; 

We will defend you now from future harms. 

rNtcati. Now weliave found the Goddess we ador’d, 

We'will protect her against all Hells charms. 

.Psyc. Oh come not near, Heav’n does not me restore , 

I have committed an unknown, offence. 

For which IynuSt be snatch’d from hence, 

And, Princes ! I shall fiever see you more. 

[Furies rise, and then descefid with Psyche. 

Nican. Oh cruel Fate • 

Polyn. Oh my curst Stars ! 


Enter Soldier. 

Sold. Fall orf, fall on 

Enter Soldiers, who lay in ambush, and jail upon the Princes, who kill four or 

jive of them, the- reft fly. 

Nican. This from the" envious Sisters must proceed. 

•9 ohm. ’T must be their Stratagem To make us bleed. 

Nican. Why should we thus our lives defend. 

Since Psyche we’ve for ever lost ' 

Polyn. ’Tis fit our hated lives should end. 

But not that Slaves shou’d of the viftory boaSt. 

•Nican. Why I am resolv’d I’ll npt this loss survive. 

Polyn. Nor shou’d you think I am so tame to live. 

Nican.* Let’s hand in hand go plunge into the deep. 

There all our sorrows may for ever sleep. 

Polyn. Agreed : and our immortal Souls shall that way go. 

And meet our much lov’d Psyche down below 

[They arm m arm fling themselves into the River. 

Enter Aglaura and Cidippe, with Soldiers. 

Aglau. Villain, what Cowards did you entertain. 

That two weak Men could not by you be slam ? 

Cid. Oh Heaven ! the Princes are with Psyche fled. 

Base Slave ! thou hast forfeited thy head. \Soldier runs out. 
Cupid descends. 

Cup. Oh envious Fools, that Psyche thus pursue 1 
You both shall soon a deserv’d vengeance find ; 

Hells everlasting pangs to you are due, 

Since she is gone you shall not Stay be hin d. 

’GahiSt PsycM you provok’d my Mothers rage, 
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And your deStru&ion must my wrath ass-wage 
When from below my Psyche shall return. 

You with damn’d Spirits shall for ever mourn 
Arise ye Furies, snatch ’em dtown to Hell. 

No place becomes such envious hags so well. [Aglaura and Cidippe spfk. 


A C T V 

The Scene represents Hell, consisting of many burning Ruines of Buildings 
on each side : In the foremost Pieces are^the Figures of Prometheus and 
Sisyphus, Lews and Tantalus. Beyond those are a grea^ number of 
Furies and Devils, tormenting’ the damned. In the middJ^ arises the 
Throne of Pluto, consisting of Pillars of Fire ; with hipi y Proserpina; at 
their feet sit Minos, Mam, and Rhadamanthus. Wjth the Throne of Pluto 
arise a great number of Devils and Furies, coming up at every rising 
about thq House. Through therPillars of Pluto’s Throne, at a great 
distance, is seed, the Gate of Hell, through \fhich a Lake of Fire is 
seen , and at a huge distance, on the farther side of that Lake, are vaSt 
Crowds of the Dead, waiting for Charon’s Boat. The follpwmg Song 
is sung by Furies and Devils. 

T O “what great distresses proud Psyche u bought ? 

Oh the brave mischiefs our malice has wrought ' 

Such Actions become the black Subfefts of Hell, 

Our great Prince of Darkness whoe’T will swerve well, 

£, f MuB to all Mortals, nay Gods shew their fpigbt, 

° ‘ \And in honour and torments of others delight 

How cool are our Flames, and how light are our Chains, 

If our craft or our cruelty Souls enow gams : 

In perpetual bowlings and groans^ we take pleasure. 

Our joys by the torments of others 'we measure 
£, f To rob Heav’n of the fair is our greateB delight, 

ot \To darkness seducing the Subjects of Tight. 

Honi little did Heav’n of its 'Empire take care. 

To let Pluto take the Rich, Witty and Fair : 

While it does for it self Fools and MonBers preserve, 

. The Blind, Ugly and Poor , and the Cripple reserve 
r , / Heav’n all the worB SubjeBs for it self does prepare, 

^ not '\And leaves all the beB for the Prince of the Air. 

[A D^nce of Furies. 
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Cidip. Some ea^e they fig.d 1’ th’ midst of pain. 

When Hell does" a new Sub] eft gain. 

Agjau: But in the hottest flames this sight would please. 
And Psyche’s howling will our greatest torments ease. 

r C{d. Were mine the hottest Furnace of* all Hell, 

If she were there, my flames I could bear well. 

Atglau.' Were I intp some dreadful Cavern toSt, 

Where the Damn’d are bound in eternal FroSt ; 

Where gnashing teeth and shuddeling they he. 

Cursing their Births, wishing m vain to die : 

To see her there would warm my #cy chain. 

And 1 her' extream damnation thaw my pain 
Cidip. But oh our Hell ls'yft to come l 
With horror I expeft my doom. 

Aglau. There our eternal Judges are. 

By their Stern looks of mercy I despair. 

Psyc. Does my too criminal Love deserve this pain ? 
Circl’d with horror must I here remain ? 

Through thousand terrors I have been convey’d. 

With dismal yelkngs, shrieks and groans dismay’d': 

O’er fEoubl’d Billows of eternal Fire, 

Where tortui’d GhoSts must howl, and ne’r expire : 
Where Souls ne’r rest, but feel fresh torments Still, 

Where furious Fiends their utmost rage fulfil ; 

Tossing poor howlmg W’retches to and fro, 

Froifi raging Fires Into eternal Snow. 

From theijce to Flames, from thence to Ice again, h 
In these extreams th’ encounter equal pain, > 

And no refreshing intervals can gam. J 

The cursed Fiends Still laughmg at their moans. 

Hugging themselves to hear their shrieks and groans ; 
Upbraiding them with all their crimes on earth. 

Each miserable GhoSt curses, urvaCtn, his birth. 

Encompass’d with these horrors round, 

No beam of comfort have I found. 

Oh cruel Venus 1 wilt thou ne’r relent ? 

CanSt thou of Love such an example make > 

Can Love deserve such punishment > 

Oh cruel God, thus to forsake. 

Me at the moment when I need him most ! 

I fear he is for ever lost. 

I could endure the horrors of this place, 

Coul&J again .behold his much-low'd Fate. 
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Pluto sings. 1 A Ef ram your Tears, you shall po Pris'ner be , 

Beauty and Innocence in' lie ll are free : 

They’re Treasons, Murders, Papes, and Thefts that bring 
Subjects h th’ infernal King, 
ffou are no subjeB of 4his place, 

A God you mult embrace. 

From Hell to Heaven you must translated, be. 

Where you shall live and love 'to all eternity 

Proserp. Psyche, draw near : with thee this present take. 

Which given to Venus, sooh thy Peace will make 
Of Beauty, ’tis a Treasury Divine, 

And you’ re^the Messenger She did design 
Loft Beauty tftis will soon reflore. 

And all defeats rlpthr : 

Mortals will now afresh her Beams adore. 

And ease her mind of jealousie and care. 

No Beauty that has thU can e’re deSpair . 

Pluto. Here are your Sifters, who your life once sought 
Their malice to this place has Psyche brought, 

And agajnft her all these dire mischiefs wrought. J 
For ever here they shall remain , 

And shall in Hell suffer eternal pam. 

But Psyche shall a Deity embrace 
Ptosetp . Be gone , fair Psyche > 

Pluto. Be gone, fair Psyche ' 

Both. Be gone, fair Psyche ! from this place. 

Chor. of all. For Psyche muft the God of Love embrace 
For Psyche muft the God of Love embrace. 

Aglau. O mercy, mercy, SiSter, we implore ; 

You’ll intercede for a Reprieve. 

Ctdtp. No more our malice can fair Psyche grieve ; 

You’ll be a Goddess, we must you adore. 

Minos. No*grace for you she shall obtain, ~j 
For you mu§t here remain. 

Yet for her sake we’ll ease you of some pam. J 
No raging pangs of sense here you shall know, 

But mu§t eternal labours undergo ; 

And with the Behdes for ever live. 

Still shall wish death' but ’never dye , 
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Each of you muft draw waj$r in a Sieve 

To all Eternity. 

[The envious Sifters sink , with all the Devils and 
Furies, and thC' Throne^ of Pluto vanishes. 
Psys. In vain, poor Sifters, I deplore your Fate I 
Though living, you pursu’d me with your hate ? 

’Ti^ a* dark Cloud upon my happiness. 

But I’ll ftrive to forget what’s paft redress. 

Were’t not for this, my Joys I could not bear. 

Immoderate joy would overthrow, 

Were it not baflafted wvh care. 

My Love ! I shall enjoy thee now. 

Together we shall happy be. 

And live and Jove to all Eternity > 

Ente? the Ghofts of Poiymces and Nicander. 

[Psyche Harts. 

This was a dismal Tragedy. 

These am the Princes Ghofts we see . 

Oh jvhat sad chance has brought you«downJ:o me 1 
Nicah. We felt the extreams of love and grief, 

'Which "never cou’d have found relief : 

And hand in hand wer plung’d into the deep, 

-To seek repose by deaths laft sleep. 

Polyn. Since you are loft, to ease us of our care. 

We both obey’d a generous despair ' 

t For since we could not live for you, 

Our miserable lives we could not bear. 

To all th’ insipid World we bad adieu, 

Smce nothing that remain’d could please us there. 

Nican. Death we enjoy’d, and heavy life remov’d. 

For we in death behold your charms again : 

ThSse charms which both in life 'and death we lov’d, 

Which we had sigh’d and wept for there in vain. 

Psyc. Poor Ghofts ! why should you suffer for my sake ? 

In vain too ’twas your death design’d, 

Now I no recompence can make , 

And then by force I was ungrateful and unkind . 

Could I have lov’d, your merits were so much, 

Your equal greatness and your vertues such : 

I ne’r had fix’d my choice on one of you. 

But muft eternally have waver’d betwixt two 

Nicop. Who-would not wilhngly'resign his breath, 
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Who by a glorious death. 

The honor of your Tears might'gain ? 

Polyn I cannot now of Fate complain ; 

Nor would with tedious fo^ls fbove remam. 

Nor can you pity ^w or love implore. , 

Since you from hence must mount’ above. 

And muSt embrace th’ all pow’rful God of Love, 

And at ai^timble distance we must you ’adore. 

Nican. Nor can we you of cruelty accuse, 

Who for a God all mortal Kings refuse. 

Volyn. Farewel ! bur Destiny recalls us now,’ 

And we t’ immortal happiness should gp, , 

If without jo's, it could be so. 

Psyc. Stay, Princes ! and declare where, and what it is. 
This everlasting place oh Bliss ? 

Nican. In cool sweet shades, and in immortal Qrovds, 

By ChryStal Rivulets, and eternal Springs , 

Where thq^moSt beauteous Queens^nd greatest Kings, 

Do celebrate theft; everlasting, Loves . 

Polyn. In ever peaceful, fresh, and fragrant Bowers, 
Adorn’d with never-fading Fruits and Flowers ; 

Where perfunS’d Winds refresh their heat, 

And where immortal '’Quires their Loves repeat. 

There your great Father we have seen. 

Where he afresh enjoys his beauteous Queen. 

Nican. Who did for hopeless Loves them elves destroy, 
Are there the greatest Hero’s far ; 

Your God with infinite and endless joy, 

Rewards their meritorious despair. 

Polyn. Each moment there does far out-go 
The happiest minute earthly Lovers know. 

With soft eternal Chains of Love combin’d 
There they are ever youthful, ever kind :* 

Their endless pleasure is all Extasie, 

And not like Earthly joys disturb’d with care ; 

Each fruitful minute does new pleasures bear : 

From all unwelcome interruption free , 

Each moment there more pleasure is design’d. 

Than mortal Lovers can, when first united, find. 

Psyc.' ’Tis fit that you those glorious Crowns should wear. 
Of Friends and Rivals, the unequall’d pair. 

Nican. The splendid Crowns of Lovers we’ve receiv’d, 
But are by Heav’n of you bfcreav’d. 
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Strangers to Love <we are alone ; 

Our Love is up to Adoration grown : 

Our hours in contemplation we’ll employ. 

Of the transcendent glory which you share f ; 

Our amorous sighs shall turn to Holy Pray’r ; 

While, we that friendship, which you made, enjoy. 

Poljn. For ever without you we must remain. 

And now we muSt no lbnger Stay, 

LeSt we corftrihute to your pain. 

And your immortal happmess delay. 

Farewel for ever, and remember mer 

Nican. Farewel for ever, and remember me. [Ex. Nic. and Polyn. 

? syc. Farev^el * such Friends and Rivals ne’r were foun$. 

How much am I by Love and Honour bound ? 

[Exit Psyc. 

The Scene changes to the Mansh which wax in the former Act. 

Enter Psyche. 

Psyc. These Lovers mu& for ever in my thoughts remain ; 

And would for ever give Ine pain. 

Did not the thoughts of him my mind employ. 

Who’ll banish all my cares, and will compleat my joy. 

But ah ! my sufferings have transform’d me so, F 
*My decay’d Face, and languid Eyes , 

My runj’d Beauty he’ll not know. 

Or if he does, he will my dooks despise. 

But I have^here a sacred Treasury, 

Which all my ruines may repair ; 

Since it can make Venus her self more fair, 

Is’t an offence if it be us’d by me ? [She opens the Box. 

Oh ' what dark fumes oppress my clouded brain ' 

I go, and never shall return again. „ 

Farewel, my Love, for ever fare the well. [She swounds. 

Cupid descends. 

Cup. Love o’re my anger has the Victory gain’d ; 

Thy pardon is at length obtain’d : 

Thy dangers and thy sufferings I have known. 

My Love has made them all my own : 

With thee I languish’d, with thee did complain. 

With thee I sigh’d and wept, and suffer’d all thy pain, 

Why doSt thou hide thy conqu’ring Eyes ? 

Dost thou a Lover and a God despise ? 
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% Open thy pretty Eies, I am Still the same 
I Still retain my unresisted flame ; 

And all my vows are Still paid to thy sacred natnp. , 

She’s dead, she’s dead ! %p whither art thou gone $ 

O Tyrant death' 'what has lhy,bold hand done ? 

O cruel Mother'^ whose insatiate ragfe 
Could thee against such innocence engage ? 

Thou ha^by this, all ties of duty broke; 

No longer I’ll endure thy yoke : 

My fihal duty to revenge shall turn, 

You soon shall feel what to my poy’r you ewe ; 

With hopeless Love you shall for ever burn, 

Your unregarded pains,no ease shalj'kriow : 

You Still shall rage with’ Love, and to despair shall bow. 

Venus descends ifi her Chariot . 

Ven. What insolence is this I hear ? 

This from a Son I can 410 longer hpar. 

Resume yT>ur Duty, and put on your fear. 

Cup. 'Duty to her, who ha5 mad^ Psyche dye ? 

Revenge shall Piety succeed. 

Revenge shall make your cruel heart to bleed. 

And by your’ torments you shall find that I 
Am much the greater Deity. 

Ven. Sure the great Thunderer asleep does lye. 

Or does not hear this Blasphemy.'* 

Cup. My pow’r can make the ThurMYer bow ; 

You all the dire effects of it shall know. 

For thee, dear Psyche, full revenge I’ll take. 

And of my Mother first I’ll the example make. 

What hellish Rage provok’d you to this deed ? 

Whom MonSters would have spar’d, you have made bleed.. 

Ven. You suffer’d her my glory’ to invade ; 

And when I call’d Apollo to my aid, 

You did the fraudulent God suborne. 

For you he that ambiguous Riddle made. 

And promis’d Judgement did to mercy turn , 

And by that Oracle I was betray’d. 

Now to deceive me is beyond his power. 

Not, all his Art can make her live one hour , 

For none but I could Psyche’s Life restore. 

Cup. Can you ? Oh do, and punish me , 

If there were any Crime, Was mine. 
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For her I’d lose my immortality. 

Oh give me her, I’ll all my power resign 

r Here take my Quiver, take my Darts ; 

You wherj, you please shall rule all Ijearts : 

You shall the power of Love to that; of beauty join 
tVen. Psyche and you have so provok’d my hate. 

Your Pray’rs as soon may alter Fate 
Cup. Behold the all-commanding Deity, [ Kneels . 

An humble suppliant on hie knee • 

Look orumy Love ! can you this form destroy ? 

Oh my lov’d Psyche 1 Oh my only Joy ! 

OK give fne her ' my duty I’ll retain. 

Your Son forever shall your humblest Slave remain ' 

Veti. I muSt be gone, you sigh and beg„in vain- 
Cup. Oh hear, my Pray’rs 1 do not my Tears despise ; 

Behold the huthbJe offerings of my Eyes. 

If ever yet true grief y’ave felt. 

Your marble heart will at this obj eft, melt. 

Ah think what pity to your Son is due ' 

'Hunk but what wonders he has wrought" for yon 1 
flow'" many hearts he’s wounded for your sake ' 

Remember “this, and then some pity take. 

Ven. No more for her will I neglefted be, 

Nor will J be affronted more by thee : 

I’ll be reveng’d on all your insolence. 

And with eternal "death i’ll pumsh-her offence. 

Cup. Oh cruel Mur dress"! 1 will take her part,"! 

And will revenge my self upon your heart ; y 
AgarnSt your BreaSt I’ll sharpen every Dart. J 
You in despair shall languish and decay : 

Those feeble charms y’ have left shall fly away. 

Languid shall be your looks, and weak your Eyes, 

Your former Worshippers shall your faint Beams despise I 
No Lover more you e’r shall gam,) 

I will be deaf when ever you complain ; 

Without Love’s pow’r, all Beauty is but vain. 

Its seeming Essence Beauty does derive 

Only from the reflefhon which Love makes 
Likv that 

Which from reflected Light a colour takes. 

The Body does no being to it give. 

Tremble at my revenge, for well you know, 

Wha^, I by my resistless pow’r can do 
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Ven. Farewel you insolent and daring Boy : 

A living Psyche you shall ne’er enjoy. J ) 3 1 

[She mounts her Chariot and' flies away. 
Cup. Oh cruel Mother^ do not fly ; 

Oh think how Me'at must be 1 that misery. 

Makes an lmmol^l Bemg wish to dye*. 

Spighf of my self I must for ever live, 

And without her, eternally must grieve*: 

You I conjure by all the Heavenly Race, 

By all the .pleasure of each Stollen embrace ; 

By the most ravishing moment of delight 
You ever had free from your Husbands sight, 

By all the joys of day, and raptures of 1 the night. 

Return, returH. 

Venus being almost Jo H in the Clouds. Qupld flies up and 
gets into her Chariot, and brings herdihck. 

Do but my Psyche’ % Life restore, * 

And I will pever ask ypu more : 

Do it, and all your pleasures I’ll renew. 

And add a thousand-, which 'you n^ver knew. 

Ven. At length jour sad complaints have soften’d me 

Psyche shall live — — «- 
Cup. OhHeav’n^ 

Ven. But not for thee ; 

Naturevreturns, and I forgive my Boy. 

Restor’d you her shall see, but nevsr shall enjoy. 

Cup. What dreadful words are these 'I Hear! 

Jupiter appears upon his Eagle. 

But lo ! the mighty Thund’rer does appear. 

To him your cruelty I will reveal : 

To the great Jupiter I now appeal. 

Soul of the World, I beg you’ll do me-nght. 

Against my savage Mothers rage and spight. 

Jup. Goddess of Beauty, you must gentle grow. 

And your severe Decree recal ; 

T’ almighty Love the Universe must bow. 

And without him must to confusion fall : 

On Earth no Prince, in Heav’n no Deity, 

Is from his pow’rful Scepter free. 

Do not the God of Union provoke, 

LeSt Heav’n and Earth feel his revengmg Stroke. 

Should he the utmost of his Rage 'employ, 
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He might the frame o’ th’ Universe destroy. 

Ven. Should he a Morfai for his Wife embrace ! 

And by this hated Match blemish my heavenly Race I 
Jup. Psyche to him shall equal be. 

She is no Mortal, she shall never dye 
For i will give her immorality. c 

Vsn. This puts a happy end to all our Strife. 

Psyche , arise : from seeming death return, 

And with my Son enjoy immortal -Life, 

Where you shall ever love, and never mourn. [Psyche revives. 

Psyc. Who is it calls mf from deaths silent night. 

And makes me r thus revisit Light 
Oh Gods, afa I again bleSt with thy sight ! 

Cup. For ever both your Godheads I’ll adore. 

Who did my Psyche to my arms restore. 

Nor Hell nor Heaven shall make r me quit thee more. 

Psyc. Do I again vie^ thy Celestial Face 1 
Cup. Do I again my Dear, my Lovp embrace > 

Jup. Come, happy Loyers, you with me shall go, 

Where you the utmost Joys of Love < shall know : 

AmorfgSt the Gods I Psyche will translate. 

And they shall these bleSt Nuptials celebrate : 

In honour of them, I will summon all 
The po-y’rs of Heaven to keep a Festival. 


The^S CENE changes to a Heav’n. 

In the hfgheSt part is the Palace of Jupiter; the Columns and all the 
Ornaments of it of Gold. The lower part is all fill’d with Angels and 
Cupids, with a round open Temple in the midst of it. This Temple is 
juSt before the Sun, whose Beams break fiercely through it in divers 
places : Below the Heav’ns, several Semi-circular Clouds, of the breadth 
•of the whole House, descend* In these Clouds sit the Musicians, 
richly Habited. On the front-Cloud sits Apollo alone. While the 
Musicians are descending, they play a Symphony, till Apollo begins, and 
sings as follows. 




Psyche 

ChCrus of Apollo's (With his immortal Psyche He 
followers with Fla-< Now tatts those Joys whicfyught to he 
gellets and Recor- Air lading as Eternity . 
ders. 

Apollo. Come Lwe.^ jrom the Elizian Groves , 

* And celebrate these Heavenly Loves. 

[A Symphony of Pipes, then Enter six 
Princes Eluvium, with six 
Ladies.' 

Apollo. Bacchus with all your jolly Creiv, 

Come revel at these Nuptials too 

[A Symphony of Hoboys, then Enter Bacchus, 
with the Manacles and JEgipaaes. 

Apollo. Come all ye winged Spirits of the Skies, 

And all ye mighty Deities. 

* [A Symphony of R ecorders. Cupids and Spirits 
descend, hanging n*i the Skies, Gods and 
Goddesses in Chariots and Clouds. 

*<• 

Apollo. You all his humble Vassals are 

And 'in this Jcy should have a share. 

Chorus. With' his immortal Psyche He 

Now tatfes , &c. 

i Elman ") On Earth by unkmdness are ofteh destroy’d 
Lover sings > The Delights in the Nymphs, who are so much ador’d, 
a Treble. J Or Else the poor Lovers by kindness are cloy’d. 

So faint are the pleasures their Love does afford. 

2 Treble. With Sighs and with Tears, 

With Jealousies, griefs, and with fears. 

The wretched poor Lober'is toll. 

For a few moments Pleasure his Liberty’s loB. 

5 Treble. How short are those moments, yet how few they employ’d 
Ah how short 1 ah how short is the joy 1 
2 Treble. Ah how short ! ah how short is the joy > 

i Treble. Ah how short ! ah how short is the joy l 

Chorus, of three*] Thus wretched Mankind does suffer below * 

Trebles to the Re- V And in Heav’n each Godhead to Cupid does bow, 
corder, Organ, and J But Love, Love was ne’r perfeB till now, 
Harpsicals. 
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A Symphony o£ soft Mustek of all the Instruments. Then Jupiter 

descends in a Machine, wfth Cupid on one side, and Psyche on the other. 

Then 'a Dance of six Bhutan Princes, gloriously habited. 

*Mars usings, to"! Behold the God, whose mighty pow ’ 

Warlike Move- V We all have felt, and all adore ; 
meijt. 1 To hm I all my Triumphs owe, 

' To hm my. Trophies I muB yield : 

He makes victorious Monarchs how , 

And from the Conqu’ror gams the Field . 

Chorus fo Trum-"| He ‘ turns all floe Horrors of War h Delight, 
pets, Kettle-Drums, >And were there no Love, no Heroes would fight. 

Flutes, and Warlike J [A Returnello "by MartiaHnStruments, <&c. 

Mustek. 

Mars. Honour to Battel Spurs them on. 

Honour brings Pow’rs, when War is done : 

But who would venture Life for Pow’r, 

Only to govern dull Mankind / 

’Tis Woman, Woman they adore ; 

For Beauty they those Dangersypnd. 

Chorus to War-") No Princes the Toils of Ambition would- prove, 
like Musick. J Or Dominion would privy if it were not for Love . 

[A Retumello again. 

Bacchus. The Delights^ of the IBottle, and the Charms of good Wine, 

To the power and the pleasures of Love muB resign : 

Though the Night in the joys of good Drinking be paB, 

The debauches but till the next Morning will laB. 

Chorus to Ho-") But Loves great Debauch is more laBmg and Brong ; 
boys and RuStick For that often laBs a Man all his Life long, 

Musick of Me- jr A Returnello agam. 

nades and Mgi- I 
panes. J 

Bacchus. Love and Wine are the Bonds which faBen us all ; 

The World but for these to confusion would fall ; 

Were it not for the Pleasures of Love and good Wine, 

Mankind for each trifle their lives would resign. 

Chorus. They’d not value dull Life, or would live without thinking , 

Nor would Kings rule the World, but for Love and good drinking. 

A Returnello agam. 


c 338 ) 


Psyche 


Apollo. But to Love ! to Love the great Union they owe 

All tn Earth and m Heav’n to hu Seethe mutf bow. 

A general ChoO 

rus of all the Voi-*| All Joy it? t\u CeleBial Bair, 
ces and InStru- (Who thus, by Heav’tl, united are : 
ments. The Dan- f’Tis a great thing worth Heav'ns Design, 
cers mingle with To make Love’s Pow’r with Beauty’s join. 
the Singers J 

[Six Attendants to the Eh^ian Pilnces bring in Portico’s 
of Arbours, adorn’d with FeStoons and Garlands, 
through which the Princls and they d^nce , .the 
Attendants Still plagng them in several Figures. 

Jup. For ever ftappy in*your Psyche be. 

Who now is crown’d with Immortality ; 

On Earth Love never is from Troubles fr*ee, 

But here ’tis one Eternal Extasie : 

’MongSt all the Joys which Heav’n apd Earth can find, 

Love’s the hfeSt gl nous Objedt of the Mind. 
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Hat e’ec the Poet has deserv’d from you, -j 


W 'Would you the Actors for his faults u do, 
The Painter, Dancer, and Musician too ? J 
For you those Men of skill have done their bell : 

But we deserve much more then all the reft. 

We have flak’d all we have to treat you here , 

And therefore, Sirs, you should not be severe. 

We in one Vessel have adventur’d all ; 

The loss, should we 'be Shtpwrack*d, r were not small. 
But if it be decreed that we 'muft fall, 

fall with honour : ' Gallants you can tell, \ 

No foreign Stage can ours m Pomp excel, | 

And here none e’r shall treat you half so well. J 

Poor Players have this day that Splendor shown , 

Which y el but by Great Monafchs has been Hone 
Whufl our rich neighbours mock us for’ t, we know 
Already th ’ utmost they intend to do. 

Yet all the Fame you give ’em we allow. 

To their belt Plays, and their belt AMcrs too. 

But, Sirs 

Good Playp from Censure here y oil U not exempt. 

Yet can like Tapes, 'there below contempt 
Drolls which so course, so dull, so bawdy are. 

The dirty Rout would damn ’em in a Fair : 

Yet Gentlemen such Stuff will daily see ; 

Nay, Ladies too , will in the Boxes be : 

What is become of former Mode fly ? 

Yet 

Bell' Judges will our Ornaments allow. 

Though they the wrong-side of the Arras show 
But Oh a long farewell to all this sort 
Of Plays, which this vafl Town can not support. 

If you could be content th’ Expence to bear. 

We ivould improve and treat you better ev’ryyear. 


FINIS. 
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The Miser 

p 7 , 1 13. 1672 1691 has: “A | Comedy f Called, The | Miser: I Afted I At Tbs 

| Theater Royal | Written by Thomas ShadweU | Londpt, j printed for 
H H and T C and sold by Francis— Saunders at the Anchor in tne 
New-Exchange, | and James Knap Con at the Crown m St. Paul's I Church- 
Yard. 1691 | ” 

p. 15 , 1 . 3- 5 uckhurU 1691 has “Charles, Earl of Dorset and Middlesex, Lord 

Chamberlain of His Majesties Houshold” ~ 
p. 1 8 , 1 . 1 . Epilogue 1691 gives this at the end oPthe play 

p 19* h The Aftors Names So in Sir Edjnund Gosse’s copy. Bi^. many copies 

o^the First ^Q&arto, 1672, of* The Miser , which I have lexamined, lack 
this leaf Tiae same 1$ the case with the 4to 1691 Some copies of the 
i2mo 1720 of The Miser , wjuch is the first play in \ol III, may give a 
h§t of characters, but this leaHs not foundnn tbe’many copies I have 
seen 

p. 2i,l 2. Aff I See 1 1691: Aft I Scene I. 

p 21 , 1 3. Hazard, Theodore 1691 . Hazard and Theodore 

p 21, Y %. tooney<\ 1691, save in one instance where to 1672 has “ Money,” reads 

“ Money ’<* throughout ^The first 4to also reads “ man ”, i6%i, 
“ Maq^’ throughout There is an abundant use of initial capitals m 
4to 1651, t*ut I have not thought it necessary to mafk each several 
^divergence in this particular respeft from 4to 1672 
p 22, 1 8. Anchovee 1691 • Anchovy * 

p 22 , 1 28. Blew Falcone 1691 Blue Balcony, 
p. 23, 1 33*. helpe 1691 • help, 

p. 24, 1 14. ont 1691 : on’t 

p, 26, 1 26 Cloths . 1691 Cloaths 

p. 26, 1 27. Joyn 1691 join 

p. 26, 1 34. reply es 1691 replies 

p. 27, 1 . 20. scorne. 1691 scorn 

p. 28, 1 8. selfe . 1691 self 

p. 28, 1 17. summes 1691 Sums 

p. 28 , 1 40 KaiUerie 1691 • Raillery, 
p. 29, 1 20. six and thirty shillings a year 1(591 : 3 6 s a year 
p. 29 , 1 22. twenty Pound 1691 20/ 

p. 30, 1 14 toUerable 1691 tolerable 
p. 30 , 1 34. sixty per Cent 1691 * 60 per Cent . 

p 31, 1 6. choyce 1691 • choice 

p. 33 , 1 7. 'Velvit 1691 Velvet, 

p 33,1 14. ^WbetHon 1691 . WhetHone 
p. 33,1 18 Hears 1691 Hearse 

p. 34, 1 . 1. Aft II See. I So i2mo 1720. 4to 1672 . Aft II. See II 4to 1691 

Aft II Scene II 

p. 34 , 1 6. Cheere 1691 Cheer 

p. 34, 1 34, an I were 1691 • and I were 
p. 34 , 1 38 Gemini 1691 Gimim 

p. 33,1.20. accomplish. 1691: accomplisnd. 
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p. 35,1.25. im 7 . r 1691: we’l. 

p. 37,1 7. Burr r 1693 3 *ir. 

p. 38, 1 , 2. Mtdmves 1672 Misprints “ Wid-wifes.” 

p 39, r l. 24. reformation . 1691 : Reformation. 

p. 39, x 42. 1691 • Raisins. 

p r 40, 1 . Flayes. 1691 : plays, 

<p 41, 1 17. ayr 1691 : aif 
pv £i, 1 ,.35. MB* 1691 : haste 
p 42, 1. 20. tnjoy 7 d 7691 • enjoyed 

p 43, 1 . 1. Ladies your servant 1S91 misprints “ Ladies you servant.^’ 

p. 44, 1 . 26. CountreyfSong 1691 : Country-Song. ^ 

p 44, 1 . 27. Girles 1691 : Girls. 

p. 44, 1 . 27. Voyces. 1691^: Voices. 

p 46 , 1 zSr- termes 1691 • Terms. 

p 47, 1. iA tn-layd 1691 : m-laid v 

p, 47 , 1 5. r Trump-Mann 1691 . Trump Mann. 

p 48, 1 . 25. Aft III Scene 1 So 1720. 4to r, 1672 • Aft III. Scene. III. (as here) 
4to 1691 : Aft III. Scei^e III 
p 50,1. 4. defp&re. 1-691 despaix. 
p 50, 1 . 41. Frownes 1691 : Frowns . 
p. 52,1.38. Fiddles 1691 Fiddlers, 
p. 54, 1. 19. twenty Found. 1691 . 20/ 
p. 56, 1 . 1. C loathe 7 s 1691 : Cloaths. 

57, 1 . 26 Chameltons. 1691 • Camehops . 
p 61/L 2. suspttion 1691 . suspicion. 

p. 63. 1 . 1. ''Aft IV Scene 1. So 1720. 4to 1, 1672 Act^ [V. See. IV. 4to 1691 : 
Aft IV Scene IV. 

p. 63, 1 . 22. Souldier . r 1691 : ^Soldier, 
p. 64, 1. 12- <& not 1691 : and not. 
p 65, 1. 21. I will wait. 1691 • I wait, 
p.^ 6^,1 33, Fnity. * 1691 : ^Pretty, 
p 66, 1 ' 6. Coven garden r 1691 1* Covent Garden. 
p. 68, 1. z r £. vt et armu. 1691 vt <& armis. 
p. 69 , 1 18. Gumnes 1691 • Guinea’s 
p. 74, 1. 1. well, & did. 1691 well, and did. 
p. 74, 1. 14. myfticaU. 1691 • mystical, 
p 74, 1. 38. dore ) 1691 • door] 

p 75,1. 7. upon these Termes 1691 prints upon these Terms as though it were a Stage- 
r dire6hon. 

p 75, 1 . 26. SicknesscS 1691 sickness, 
p. 76 , 1 14 Moneths. 1691 : months, 
p 77, 1. 18 bam the dores. 1691 * bar the doors, 
p 77 , 1 21, wtndowes 1691 : Windows, 
p. 78, 1. 1. noyse 1691 : noise 

p. 81, 1. 17 on my conscience. 1672 misprints : cnoscience. 
p. 82^1 r 2 begon. 1691 begone 

p. 82,1 26. Oh Sir, your Servant . Obviously the continuation of Cheatly’s speech, 
but both 4to 1672 and 1691 give speech-prefix Gold 1720 is co>u:e&. 
p. 82, 1 . 39. Oh Thieves , Thieves 1672 : Oh, Theeves, theives. 
p 83,1.19. Came.] 1691* Cam] 
p. 83,1.29. Gallowes. 1691. Gallows, 
p. 84, t 5, Speake . 1691* Speak. 
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pi ^84, 1 . 34 pvffe. 1691 : puff 
p. 85, 1 . 26. devtU . 1691 • devil 

p 85, 1 . 40.. stoUen . 1691 . Stolen 

p. 86 , 1 19 ViUatne . 1691 Villain, 
p, 87, 1. 18. peace . ,^691 Peac$ 

p. 88, 1 . 19 Capital an offender 16^1 : Capital and Offender. 

p. 88, 1 37 ReleaB. 1*691 : Releas’d. 

p. 88, 1. 4*r. extreamities 1691 : extremities. 

p 89, 1 30 wr, 1691 : nearer. 

p. 90, 1 V 1691 . tie 

p. 90 , 1 27. IOditement 1691 : IndiBment . 

p. 92, 1 . 23. Qosset . 1691 . Closet. 


Epsom- Wells 

p. 95, 1 . 1. Epsom-Wells* | A | COMEDY, | Aftedat the I DUKE’S THEATRE. 

| [r^le] | Written By | THO. SHAPWELL. | [rule] | Mey&ms 
a 7 To\i 6 atv€w dfLafn^fia evyeves | [rule] | LICENSED, Feb 17. 167^ 
Roger L’Estrange | [double rule] | LONDON, | Printed by }M tor 
Henry rymnsj an at the Sign of the I Blew Anchor m the Lower Walk 
of the New Exchange | M.DC.LXXVI | 

p. 95,1. 1. Epsom-Well* 4to, 1693, has title-page »Epsom- Wells I A ] COMEDY, 

| As ’it is Afted I By Their MAJESTIES j SERVANTS I [rule] I 
Written By | THO SHADWELL | [rule] | MeydXos dvoXiQaiveiv 
dfjidpTqfxa ivyevis | [double rule] | IiONDON | Printed fo* fJ 
Hernngman , and Sold by K Bentley? J Jonson , | F. Saunders , and T. 
Bennet \ 1693 ) 

p 101, 1 . 1. Dramatis Personae . In 1693 the lift follows the Prologue to the King and 
Queen 

p. 104, 1 . 15. Citts 1693 : Cits 
p 104, 1 27 Burgers 1693 Burghers . 
p. 107, 1 15 youT . 1693 you’ll 

p 108 , 1 14. Raines 1676 and 1693 vary between c Raines ’ and ‘ Rains.’ 
p. 108, 1 25 fpleenattck 1693 splenetick. 
p 109 , 1 5. fellow 1693 • Fellow 

p. no, 1 13. Tearm 1693* Term 

p. in, 1 8. He's m the right 1693 omits the remainder of the sentence The Wits 
are . . almost undone 
p. in, 1 . 14 vorse 1693 • Horse 
p 111,1.40 Sponge 1693 Spunge 
p 112,1 17 Ball 1693 haul 
p iy, 1 26. God-by 1693 God-b’w’y’ 
p 1 1 2, 1 32. extreamly 1693 * extremely 
p 1 1 2 , 1 38 Masques 1693 Masks 
p.113,1 21 wtne 1693* Wine 
p.113,1.37. wall fac'd 1693 well-fac’d. 
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P ” 3.1 
P ”4.1 
P 114,1. 
P lr 4^1 
P 1I 5, •* 
P'”5,l 
p 116, 1 
P Jt< 6, 1 
P iP8,l 
P ”9,1 
p 120 , 1 
p. 121, 1 
p. 122, 1 
p 122, 1 

{> ”3,1 
p. 124, 1 
p. 125, 1 
p 126, 1 
P ” 8,1 
p. 128, 1 
P 130,1 
P r 3 2 , 1 
P 133,1 ■ 
•>^ 137,1 : 
p. 138,4 
P 138,1 • 
p. 147, 1 
P 147,1 : 
P H8,l ; 
P M9,l 
P r i?i, 1 J 
P I5i,l '2 
P 154,1 2 
p 161, 1 i 
p 162, 1. 2 
P 162,1 3 
p. 166, 1. 
p 166, 1 3 
p, 168,1 3 

P 169, 1 1 

p 169, 1 2 

P 173,1 x 
P *73, 1 2 
P 175,1 3 
p. 176, 1 1 
P 180 , lj 
p. 18CL 


. Perru^ues. 1693 ,, Peruques. 

fellows. 1693 ? Fellows 
. wee’ d 169} we^d 

Owns 1676, 1693 Own 
tnfaUabk . 1693 infallible 

■ Tigers. 1693 Tygers 
Hayed 1695 . r Staid. 
f/vgor-Masque. 1693 Vizor-Mask. 

Wife Allens. 1693 . Wife alone 
I’ll meet you 1693 has accidentally omitted “ you.” 

joynture m 1(^93 jointure 
Pothecaries 1693 • Pothecary’s. 

Tie not i 6 93< I’ll not 
- Guds sooks 1693 Gad-sooks. 
extreamity 1693 extremity 
-agen 1693 again 
, popuh 1693 Popish 
Cajgdel 1693 Caudle 
Molhe , 1693 • Molly 
humours 1693 . humors. 

[Enter Woodly The quarto by error read [Exit Woodly 
Battaille 1693 Battle r y 

Vi’gpr Masks 4 1676,1693 Vizor Mask 
Love-letters 1693 : Love-Letters 
Coven-garden . 1693 . Covent-Garden 

rowne. r 1693 • own 
Eccho 1693 : Echo. 
tho\ 1693 : thoSigh. 

Jigue 1693 . Jig 
Joynts 1693 Joints 
Fy 1693 F*e 
fox’t 1693 v foa’d <r. 

Mawses 1693 • Mawse’s 
Bowling-green 1693: Bowling-Green 
joynd 1693 join’d 
I’de 1693 . I’d 

at 5 1693 : at five. 

Ambush 1693 : ambush 
unty 1693 : untie 
Godsbud r 1693 : Gacfsbud 
Errant. 1693 Errand 
Ladtship. 1693 • Ladyship 
S’death. 1676, 1693 s’Death 
Slife 1693 ’sLife 
busie 1693 busy. 

Farewell 1693 : Farewel 
tearms . 1693 terms 
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^TEXtUAL NOTES 

The Tempest, or the Enchanted 

Island 

* <% 

A. TEXTUAL NOTES 

p 183, 1 THE TEMPEST The two quartos of’ 1676 have THE TEMPEST 
>v LONDON , Printed by J Macock fqf Hbnry Hernngman . 

p 183, 1 . 1 THE TEMPEST The title-page of 1690 has THE I TEMPEST, I 
OR THE | Enchanted Island | A | CQMEDY I As it is now A&ed 
| At Their Majesties Theatre 1 ) IN | DOTS ET-G ARDEN | [rule] I 
Printer’s device | [rule] j LONDON, | Printed by/ M\otH Hernng- 
, and |old by R Bentley, | at the Po$t-House 4n Russel-Sireet, 
Covent-Garden | 1690' | 

p 202, 1. 28, pray too 1674 pray to 1(376, 1690 pray too 

p 205,1 21 Reeds then Hair 1676, 1690 than Hair 

p.205,1 33 the Marriners 1690 the Mariners 

p. 206 , 1 31. age and envy 1690 Age and Envy 

p 206, 1 43 ^blew-efd 1690 blue-ey’d 

p. 206, T. 43 ^}hild ^690 Child 

p.207,1 1. slave 1690^ Slave * 

p. 207 , 1 2 servant *4690 Servant. 

p. 207, 1 . 3 Spirit 1690 * spirit 

p. 207 , 1 4. Earthy and abhor* d 1690 • Earthy and Abhor’d 

p. 207, 1 . 4 commands *1690 Commands 

p 207,1 18. torment ' 1690* Torment. 

p. 207 , 1 2f. entrails 1690 Entrails 

p. 207 , 1 30. VI discharge 1690 I’ll 

p 207,1 32. Spirit 1690. Spirit 

p.207,1 35. years 1690 Years 

p.207,1 35 freedom 1690 Freedom 

p 207,1 42. my dear 1690* my Dear 

p 208, 1 . 2. diligence 1690 Diligence 

p.208,1. 5. sadness . 1690 Sadness 

p 208, 1 . 5. Story. 1690 Story 

p. 208 , 1 6. Shake 1690 shake 

p.208,1 18 cramps 1690 Cramps 

p.208,1 18. side-Stiches 1690 Side-SUches 

p. 208, 1 . 26. day and night 1690 Day and Night 

p 208, 1 . 27. barren places and fertile 1690 . Barren Places and Fertile 

p. 208 , 1 32. Stripes . 1690 Stripes 

p 208 , 1 32 kindness 1690 Kindness 

p 208,1 33 filth 1690. Filth 

p 208 , 1 43 race 1690 Race 

p *09, 1 .* 3 language 1690 * Language 

p. 209, 1 . 3 profit . 1690 Profit 

p.209,1 11, Dim 1690 Dm 

p. 209, 1 . 16 ProSpero and Caliban 1690 : Prosp and Calib 
p. 209, 1 . 31. head. 1690 : Head. 

( 547) 


THE TEMPEST 


P 20 9,1 3 6 
p. 210, 1 16 

P 2X1, 1 14 
P 21 1, ^ 25 
P 2X1, 1 38 
p 2X3,1 29 ^. 

P 214, 1 15 
p *1^1 3P* 
P 2I 4. 1 37 
P 214.1 38 

p 2l6, 1 l6 

P 217.1 35 . 
P 2X8,1 10 
p 218, 1 38 . 

P, 219,1. 7 

p. 219, 1 16 
p 22i,l 31. 
p 221,1 37 
p 224,1 25. 

P 226, 1. J 

p 226,1 1 6. 
p. 228, 1 18 
p 228,1 39 
2 7 

p 230, 11 r 

P 231,1 8 

p 231,1 21 
p 232,1 38 
p. 233,1 13 . 
p 233,1 40 
p 234^1 7 

P 235,1. n 
p 236, 1 2^ 

p. 236, 1 34 
P 23<$,1 36 
P- 2 37, 1 23 
P* 239,1 15 * 
P 239,1 42. 
P 24 °, 1 36 
P 241,1. 4 
p. 241,1 15. 
p 241, 1 22 
p 241,1 28. 
P 242J 7 
p. 242, 1 9 

P 242,1 3# 
p. 242, 1. 39 
p. 244, 1 23 
P 244J 39 
P 245,1 6 
p. 246 , 3 7 

P* 247,1^ 8 


crack his belly 169P Crack his Belly 
ground' 1690 ^Ground 
eyes 1690 Eyesf 
Marmner 1690 Manner. 

IT 1690 Fll 

Laws of tie Countrey 1690 Gouncry 

VI do. 1690 £11 do. 

IT swear 1674 *1 swear , in some copies. 1676 I’le swear* 

VI pluck *1676 Fie pluck 1690 Fll pluck 

V II fish 1676 Tlefish^i69o Fll fish 
prisoner r i 690 Prisoner r 

Ij the man 1690 Man 

nine moneths 1^90 nine months. 

- then lose 1676 , 1 6 90 * than 
r men and Spirits 1690^ Men and Spirits 
fame man 1690 . Man. r 
jowder 167 6, 1690 louder . 

Voyres 1676, 1690 Voices 

Aft eftds r 1*690 The End of the Second A£t. 

geti'rous soul *1690 . gen’rous Soul 

nobler gue ft 1690 • GueSt. 

promue 1690 Promise 

weather fends c6 90* weather fends 

wrack'd Marriners . 1690 M a nners. r 

ftomack 1676 , 1690 Stomach 

then 'em 1690 than ’em. 

Vibe 1690 Fll be 
VI not accept . 1696 . I’ll not 

good tongues 1674 good tungs. 

Eccho 1690 Echo 

VI not. *1690: Fll not 

own Countrey r\6^C own Country. 

Traitor 1690: Traytor 
friends. 1690 Friends 
prison 1690 Prison. 
woman 1690 Woman 
beauty 1690 Beauty. 

of 'em 1690 ptin&uates • of ’em * 
friendship 1690 * Friendship 
Aft IV ' "1676 misprints “ Aft VI.” 
souls 1690 . Souls. 
joyn'd 1690 join’d. 

then your. 1690 * than your. 
captivity 1690 Captivity. 
fool 1690 Fool 
onely. 1690 only 
potson 1690 Poison 

enjoynd 1690 enjoin’d. 
onely him. 1690 only him. 

IT see 1690 Fll see 

your fiend. 1690 • your Friend.,. 

jrilndship 1690 Friendship 
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p. 247, 1 . 9 sword 1690 : Sword 

p 2*47,1 34 I '/ fight 1690 Til fight 

p 248, 1 . 10. fundamental 1690 . Fundamental. 

p. 248, 1. 24 ghess 1674 ; 1690 guess 

p 248,1 36. bellies 1^90: Belies 

p 249, 1 37. sheets tiphng 1690 • *he’§ tiphng. 

p 249 , 1 40 virtuous ^690 Virtuous 

p 250, 1 26 onely 1690 • only. 

p 250, 1 . 19 eye, 1690 : Eye 

p 250J 1 . 2§? Countrey 1690 Country. 

p 251,1 19 s?wrds 1690 Swords 

p 253,1 8. fhckrup. 1690: Hickup 

p.253,1 12 thenjuSi ^1676; 1690 than juft 

p.253,1 31 your eyes 1690* your Eyes 1 

p. 254, 1 . 19. Mtllain f 1690 Milam ! 

p. 254, 1 . 42. my Millam 169^ my Milam 

p.255,1 42 he* l Time* i6fo he’ll -come 

p 256,1 31. his fortune 1690 his Fortune. 

p 257 , 1 8. F l never. 1690: I’ll never 

p 257, 1. 12 eccho to each blatt 1690 : echo to each bias* 

p 257,1 15. ill Spirits. 1690* Spirits 

p 257,1 26. subjects 1 690 Subje&s 

p 257,4* 29 * passion^ 1690 : Passions 

p 258 , 1 ?7 deHroy the Son 167^ misprints “ thee Son ” 

p 258, 1 . 25. mischief Wilt thou be 1690 prints in two lines, concluding the firft with 
“ mischief ” and commencing the second . “ Wj.lt then be 
p 258,1 38. His onely danger. 1690 only 

p 259,1 33 small blew thing 1690 small blue thmg. 

p 260 , 1 12 VI beg ' 1690 *.ni beg 

p 261,1 i> another man. 1690* another Man 
p 261, 1 40 I onely love 1690 I only love 

p 262, 1 . 7 Recompense 1676 Recompehce J 

p. 262 , 1 41 Young Prince I render 1690 : Young Prince, I render 

p 263, 1 5 o’ re 1690 o’r 

p 264, 1 28 mishapen 1690 • mis-shapen, 

p 264 , 1 31. command 1690 . Command, 

p 264 , 1 32. power. 1690 . Power 
p 264,1.38 in the world 1690 in the World 
p 266,1 12 Afford ’em onely 1690* Afford ’em only, 
p 266 , 1 17 Amphitrites 1690 Amphitrite’s’ 
p 267 , 1 21 heavenly power 1690 Heavenly Power 
p 267,1 31. O wondrous skill 1690* O wonderful skill, 
p 268, 1 30 onely like 1690 only like 

p 268,1 34 other men 1690: other Men 

B. VARIANTS 

Variants betw een the D’Avenant-Dryden Comedy, 

4T0, 1670, and the Opera, 4T0, 1674 

Although considerable attention has been given to the Comedy The Tempest, 4to, 
1670, and the Opera The TempeSt, 4to, 1*674, s?nd the obvious elaboratson of tke latter 
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m the matter of Stage directions pore than once emphasized, the many and important 
divergences between" the two texts have by no means received that notice which is ‘their 
meed Their importance, however, must be recognized, since it is clear that the altera- 
tions vrffcuch prevail m the Opera are all planned upon deliberate and definite lines For 
the mos'trpart they are excisions of dialogue to allow time for the new songs, dances, and 
spectacular ^ffe&s* without unduly prolonging ther performance r For the Opera Ad II 
<?f the Comedy has been wholly re-arranged This was necessitated by practical Stage 
work, to allow of the setting and convenient changing of the scenes It ^difficult to 
suppose tKat these variations were made by Dryden, and here we have another argument 
m favour of ShadwelTs re-handling 6f the Comedy This, and similar points, may be 
small, but they are accumulative in their evidence It were perhafs over-subtile to 
point out that m the Opera lines of rare beauty have often been thrown overboard when 
others coul<f have been equally well spared, and poetic phrase has on several occasions 
becojne commonplace, e g , “ Absolute Millan 99 of the Comedy' 1670 (and Shakespeare), 
m 1674 is “ absolute m Millan.” 

p 199 , 1 3 ffhe Front of the Stage "The whole of this preliminary direction occurs 

for the first time m 4to, 1674 167 <T commences • ACt I Enter 

MuStacho and Ventoso. 

p 200,1 3 what <?ay your? 1670 whai cheer ^ 
p 200,1. 7 Boy f Boy f *1670 Boy! once only 

p 200,1.11. Trine Bnng the Cable 1670* Trine Heigh, my hearts, chearly, 
chearly, my hearts, yare, ya*e 
p 200,1 33. let's weigh 1 (470 only once 
«g^20i , 1 6 lubbord Not in 1670 

p 201, l zfr "Let him alone 1670 Furle r him again 

p 201, 1 30. qeeres forward 1670 grows scant, 

p 202, 1 9 and be pox’t. 1670 omits 

p 202,1 12. Ease the Fore-brace; 1670 Brace off the Fore-yard, 
p 202, 1 . 22, a long f ar ewe 1 1670 here has a speech for Ferdinand : Some lucky Plank, 
when we are lost by Ship-wrack, waft hither, and submit it self beneath 
you. r 

Your Blessing^ and I dye contented. [ Embrace and Exeunt. 
p 202, 1 . zt our case is now alike Here 1670 has : 

Ant . We are meerly cheated of our lives by Drunkards 

This wide chopt Rascal would thou might’St lye drowning 
The long washing of ten Tides 

[Exeunt Tnnculo, MuStacho, and Ventoso 

Gon% He’ll be hang’d yet, though every drop of Water swears against it , 
now ould I give tefo thousand Furlongs of Sea for one Acre of barren 
ground Long-heath, Broom-furs, or anything The Wills above 
be done, but I would fain dye a dry death [A confused noise within 
p 202 , 1 37. Scene II In the midH of the Shower . This Stage direChon does not occur 
in 1670 

p 203 , 1 11 allay ’em quickly 1670 adds Had I been any God of Fower, I would 
have sunk the Sea into the Earth, before it should the Vessel so have 
swallowed 

■Prof ColleCi: your self, and tell your piteous heart There’s no harm 
done * ^ 

Mir O woe the day I 
Pros . There is no harm 

I have done nothing 
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p 203, 1 20 


p. 204, 1 I. 

p 204,1. 5 
p. 204, 1. 16. 


p.204,1 29. 

p. 205,1. 15. 
p. 207,1. 31. 


p 208, 1. 12 


p. 210, 1. 26. 


p 224, 1 26. 


tnjor thee farther. 1670 adds: wipe *hou thine Eyes, have cdmfort, 
the direful Speftacle of the Wrack, vtfirch touche the very virtue of 
compassion in thee, I have with such a pity safely order’d, th^t not one 
Creature m the Ship is lost 

Both, both my Girl 1670 • Mir How my heart bleeds to think what you 
have suffer’d But, Sir, X pray proceed 3 

That false Itycle 1670 continues *(do’St thou attend me Child >) 

Mir Sir, moSt heedfully. 

Profp. Thu false Duke 1670 : 

Prolp. To have no screen between the part he plaid. 

And whom he plaid it for he needs would be 

Absolute MiUati , and confederates 

(So dry he was for, Sway) wi% Savoy 9 s Duke, 

To give him Tribute, and to do him homage.^ 

quit it^ 1670 continues They hoisted us, to cry to Seas which roar’d to 
us ; to sigh to Winds," whose pity sighing back again, did seem to do 
us loving wrong 

flame difiinfily 1670 ends Ariel’s’ speech here 11 The\hower of fire was 
only in the Opera 

Thanks my great Mailer Milcha does not appear here in 1 670, which runs 

Ami. That’s my noble Master. 

* What shall I do ? say ! what, what shall I do ^ 

ProZJ). Be subje& . . . 1 

Wood enough within. 1670 continues . 

Pro^f "Come forth, I say, there’s Other business for thee. 

Come thou Tortoise, when ? [Enter Ariel* 

Fine Apparition, my quaint Ariel , 

Hark in thy Ear 

Ariel My Lord, it shall be dcme' , [Exit 

Prolp . Thou poisonous Slave 

The Scene changes This Stage direftion is not m 1670 In Aft II, for the 
Opera of 1674, there is wholesale rearrangement. The Comedy, 1670, 
commences with the scene between Alonzo, Antonio, Gonzalo, and 
Attendants There are many verbal changes m the songs of the Devils 
The scene closes at 44 Before I know thy fortune p ” It is followed by 
the Ferdinand- Ariel scene whlclTin the Opera 'begins A& III Milcha 
does not here appear m the Comedy Then 1670 proceeds to the scene 
between Stephano, MuStacho, and Ventoso, 44 The Runlet of Brandy 
was a loving Runlet, ” with which A 61 II of the Opera opens 
Then follow, the Stage diredhon Scene Cypress Trees and Cave being 
omitted, the scenes between Prospero and Hippohto , Prospero, 
Miranda, and Donnda , Hippohto, Miranda, and Donnda, where in 
place of The Scene continues we have The Scene changes and ducov?rs Hippo- 
lito tn a Cave walking hu face from the Audience , and the A& concludes 
with the duologue between Hippohto and Donnda, which m the 
Opera closes the second scene only 

AS III 1670 opens with Enter Prospero and Miranda The Stage- 
diredhon The Cypress-Trees and Cave is omitted 
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r /, f , r f 
p. 226, 1. 21. 

p 227, 1. 18. 

p 229, l v 22. 


p 229, 1 37. 
P ^ 9,1 39, 


p 23O, 1. I 
p 230, 1. 4. 


230,1 6. 

p 230, 1 10. 

p. 230, 1 1? 
p 230,1 25. 


p 231, 1 26 
p 232,1 17. 
P 233,1 12. 


make thee fortunate $ 1670 adds a speech of eight lines 
0 fea? not him, Sif 1670 here has- twelve lines omitted by 1674. 

With a twinkle, Ape l 1670 adds 

Ariel Before you can say come and go. 

And breathe twice, apd r cry so, so r 
Each Spirit tfhppmg on his toe. 

Shall bring ’em Meat with mop and moe 
Do you love me, Master, I or no ? 

Prolf Dearly, my dainty Ariel , but Stay, Spirit 

Scene III * JjTzId Island \ 6 jo omits this Stage-dire£hc 5 
no further , Sir 1670 adds 

My £>ld Bones ake, here’s a Maze trod indeed, 

Through Forth-rights and Meanders, by your Patience 
I needs'mCSt rest 

f Spirits 1670 adds • Sit and reSf 

tofnd ^ ifoo adds and the Sea mocks 

«Our frustrate Search on Land Well ! let him go 
Ant Do not for one repulse forego the purpose 
Which you resolv’d t’ effeft 
Alon^ Lm faint with hunger 

delpair of food. 1670 adds • ^Heav’n hath incens d 

The Seas and Shores against us for^our crimes 
What Harmony agen ! 

unlike the ftrfi 1G70 adds • 

And seems as if ’twere meant t’ unbend our cares, 

Apd calm your troubled thoughts. 

Mdcha 167^ omits iVtilcha here 

Dance of fantastick Spirits 1670 • Enter eight fat Spirits with Cornu-Copia 
in their hands This is laughed at m The Rehearsal, III, 5, where Bayes 
cries to his soldiers “ Udzookers, you dance worse than the Angels 
in Harry the Eight, or the fat Spirits m The TempeB , I gad ” 

From this point for the rest of the scene (nineteen lines) the Comedy, 
1670, differs" very much from the Opera No Table, it will be noted, 
has been brought in Cn the Stage in 1670, and the business of two 
Spirits bearing off the table was new to the Opera, as Downes remarks 
joung Trmcalo The Comedy here introduces various comical speeches 
which the Opera has omitted 

these Devils 1670 adds I never loved ’em from my Childhood The 
Devil take ’em I would 
let him , my Lord ? 1670 adds 

Vent Lord 1 Quoth he * the Monster’s a very natural. 
r Syc Lo ! lo I agen, bite him to death I prithee 
Trine . Vice-Roys ! . . . 

business 1670 adds for I have other affairs to dispatch of more lm- 
rportance betwixt Queetl Slobber-Chop, and my self 
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p: 253,1 18. 


p 233,1 3*> 


p 233,1 32 
p 234, 1. 39 
p. 241, 1 4- 

p 241,1 29. 

p 242, 1*^0 

p 243,1 29 
p 247,1 38. 
p 249, 1. xo. 


p 249,1 24. 

p 251,1 l8. 
P 254,1 14 
p 254,1 26. 
P 25 5 , 1 15. 
p. 258 , 1 II 


p 258, 1. 14 . 


p 258,1 31 


Comprehended in the Treaty . 1670 continues 

Mu ft \ Is the Butt* safe, Duke Trinwh ? 

Trine. The Butt is partly safe bujt to comprehend it in the Treaty, 
or indeed to make any Treaty, I cannot, with my honour, vTthout 
your ^submission. ^ These two, and the Spirits (> under me, Stjnd like- 
wise upon their honours. 

Cahb Kee$ the liquor for us, my 1 Lord, and let then* drink Brine , fon 
I will not show ’em the quick freshes of the Island 
Steph I understand . . . 

wittyn 1670 adds 

Syc May I not Marry that other King and his two Subjects .to help you 
~ a Nights > 

Trine Wfiat a careful Spouse Lhve I ? VWM 1 1 If she does£ornute>me, 
the care is taken 

WheA underneath my Power my Foes have truckl’d. 

To be a Prihce, who would not be a Cuckolc^ [Exeunt 

Mzlcha Not in 1670 . ^ 

Scene IV. 1670 has no Stage-diredhon as to the scene 
Aft IV. Cypres Trees and Cave 1670 omits scene-dire£hon 
griefs are vanis&d 1670 here* has thirteen lines which the Opera omits 
'wpom yotrpraue 1670 follows with eleven ljnes omitted by the Opera 
even to Imocenq 1670 here has thirty-one lines omitted by the Opera. 

The Wild Island. Not m 1673. 

pay nothing for* t In the place of the table nsmg, thq danc of spirits and 
the vanishing of the table, the Comedy, 1670, continues the dialogue 
Much unt^jl “ Stephano , give me thy hand,” the Opera omits 
Pledge my Grace faithfully 1670 here has more dialogue omjtted in the 
Opera until “ Caliban , Go to the Butt 99 
The Cypress-trees and Cave Scene-dire£ho%omitted*m 1670. 
nothing else 1670 continues with teq lmes the Opera omits. 
you mere ShipwracU d 1670 has * you Shipwrackt 

Beak for pity 1670 follows with thirteen lines the Opera omits 
resemble them 1670 has eleven lines which the Opera omits. This is a 
sensible gap, for in the Comedy Miranda employs an argument to 
which Prosperous reply is apt, but in the Opera “ The Argument is 
weak ” seems abrupt to say the least 
Tray for him. 1670: 

Mir O Stay, Sir, I have yet more Arguments 

Profp. But none of any weight 

Mir Have you not said you are his Judge ? 

Profp. Tis true, I am , what then? 

Mir And can you be his Executioner 5 

If that be so, then all Men may declare 
Their Enemies in fault , and Pow’r without 
The Sword of Justice, will presume to punish 
What e’er it calls a Crime. 

Profp. I cannot force . . . 

Ariel. When I mac chidden This speech of Ariel’s condenses a dialogue 
of some forty lines between Paospero and Ariel in the Comedy 
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p 25 9J £ 3 5. smoakmgfrom my Mouth Seven rather absurd lines of 1670 are here well 
omitted in *vhe Opera 

p 265, 1 . 5. yira/ Tie do tt Matter In the Comedy Ariel here sings Where the Bee 
sucks > and, the song done, the play concludes thus 

Syc I’ll to Sea with thee, and keep £hee warm irvthy Cabin. 

Thrift No my dainty Dy-dappei; you have a tender Constitution, and 
will be sick 3. Ship-board You are partly Fish and may swim after me. 
I wish you a good Voyage. 

Protf Now to^this Royal Company, my Servant 
Be visible, ^nd entertain them with 
A Dance before they part 
Ariel I have a gentle Spirit for my Love, 

Who twice geven years hath waited for my Freedom, 

It shall appear and foot it featly with me 
Milcha r 9 my Love, thy Ariel calls thee. 
r Enter Milcha.- 

r 

r * Milch a Here ! [They dance a Saraband 

P/o$> Henceforth thi§ Ide to the affli&ed be 

[Exeunt. 

It may be noted that Milcha only appears once, in this place, in the Comedy 
whilst in the Opera Ariel^and Milcha are constantly together when 
songs have to be rendered 


Psyche 

p 2rji> 1 . 3. Tragedy 1699, • “ As it is now Afted | At Their Majesties Theatre | In 
Dorset-Garden \ ^7ntte°i by | Tho Shadwell 9 Laur. London, | 
Printed by r J M. for H Hernngman , and sold by R Bentley 9 at the PoSt- 
House in Russel-Breet , Covent-Garden | 1690. | 
p 277, 1 . 1 moH 1690 Most 
p 277, 1 . 6. Grace ? 1690 Grace , 

p. 277, 1 . 19 Honour then that 1690 • Honour than that, 

p 278, 1 9. onely free i%o only free 
p 278,1 35. more then I, 1690 more than I 
p 279,1,13 French'.]? syche 1690 misprints . Phyche 

p 280 , 1 31 to rob my self \ In the first quarto, 1675, the Postscript continues * “ The 
Reader may please to take note of several Errata’s,” and five errata are 
there listed and corre&ed In Sir Edmund Gosse’s copy these have 
been amended in a contemporary hand, and I have printed them aright 
m this edition The Postscript concludes “ Several odier errors there 
are, which the sense will help you to corred ” 
p 28c, l r 14 labour wrought 1690 labor wrought 

p. 284 , 1 10. thfcgross Earth exhales 4to, 1675 “ The bright Sun exhales ” Noted 

as an Erratum 

p. 285, 1 10 o*re the Fawns 1690 o’er the Lawns, 

p 285,1 19. Eccho. 1690 Echo, 

p 286 r 1 5 /oyn . 1690 . join 


( $54 ) 


TEXTUAL N OTEls 


p *286, 1.30. retirment 1690* retirement, 
p 286, 1 34. tmwelcom \1S90 unwelcome 

p 287 , 1 1 5. , Wttb all the Treasures of the Eaff and West ’1675 drops this line, and notes 
the omission as an Erratum. 

p 292,1 40. Nicander <&Polymces. 1690- Nicander and Polymces. 
p. 294,1. 3°* of Apollo before nfhtc\ Hands the Tnpod 1675.: Image of Apollo 

upon the Tnpod, which is noted as, an Erratum. * 
p 295 , 1 4 * Wreathes 1090 Wreaths 
p 295,1 5. Cedippe 1690 Cidippe 

p 295,^ % "Hymn. 1690 Hymen 
p 296, 1 23. Famous 1690 F annus 

p 297 , 1 20 As the Prieltess Pythia u mounting the Tnpod ’ 1675 drops this to com- 
mence Stage-dire£hon with “ It Thunders ” The omissior? is noted as 
an Erratum 

p 299 , 1 9 more Errors 1690 * more Err ours 

p. 301, 1. 4 a grave 1690 a fhave 
p 302, 1 28. dye 2690 dia 
p 303 , 1 7 eyes 1690 Eyes 

p 303,1.22 Kejoyce 1690. Rejoice 
p. 304, 1 . 9. Psyche give 1690 misprints • Physche give 

p 308,1 18 cruelty 1690 Cruelty 
p 309, 1 7 poison 1690 ,poyson 

p 310,1^33. fir It surprise. 1690 first surprize 
p 311,1.14: pfarthly Princes^ 1(390,* earthly Princes 
p 311,1 20. palatte 1690 Palate 

p 313,1.11. Cydippe 1690: Cidippe There are several variants, it may be noted, of 
tins name * 

p 313,1 23. lowdly 1690, loudly 
p 314,1.17. enjoyn 5690 enjoin 
p 315, 1. 29. ^ give o*r 1690 ^ive o’er. 

p 316 , 1 8. Great Statues of Gold . at their feet i6tj has * “ great Statues, Figure 

of Gold Handing on Pedelials , aid smqll fitting at their feet ” Attention is 
drawn to this in the note to the Postscript' where it appears *mong the 
Errata 

p 318, 1 6 sower. 1690* sowre 

p 319,1.12. lefsjoyn 1690 let’s join 

p 322,1 19 whate’rs 1690 what e’ers. 

p 323,1 32 lye 1690* he. 

p.323,1 33 dye 1690 die 

p 323,1 34 Exit Soldier 1690 [Exit Souldier* 

p 324, 1 33. ne'r shall dye 1690 . ne'er shall die , and so in the repetition, 

p 326,1 13 Soldier 1690 Souldier, throughout 

p 327 , 1 7 Paines 1690 Rums 

p 330,1 41 [She weeps 1690 [Shee weeps 

p 331, 1 2 honor 1690 honour 

P 33*5 1 4 fools 1690 Fools 

p 332,1 26. mines 1690 rums 
p.333,1 1 Eies 1690 Eyes 

P 33 # 3>1 ?4 suborne 1690. subborn 
p 337,1 21 Now talies 1690 Now tails 
p 337,1.22. I Elman 1690 I Elysian 

p 337, 1 . 27, griefs, and with fears 169c'. Grefs , and with Fears . 

( 35? ) 


PSYCHE 


p. 33f, I 31. joy f 1690 Joy, f 

P 33 M 23. power and the pleasures 1690 "Bower and the, Pleasures 
p 338, 1 25 debauches 1690 Debauches 

p 3 3*9, 1 14 Extasie 1690 r EcStasie 
p 340,/ 17 neighbours 1690 Neighbours 

jr 249/I 35 improve and treat 1690* Improve* and Treat 

p 340/I yeah 1690 Y^r. 
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The Miser 


Charles Lord IJjjckhurst, 163*8-17079 In the second, quarto^ he vs called" 
^Charles Earl oi Dorset and Middlesex He N^as created Earl of Middlesex’ 
m 1674, and m 1677 he succeeded his father as sixth Earl of*Dorset 
* L’AVare UAvare was produced on 9 September, *7668, 

Fatal F^e On 25 January* 1672* the Theatre Ro^al was burned to the 
grovtnd by a disastrous fire, which did terrible damage in Russell Street and 
Vinegar Yard. Richard Bell, a young a&or of great merit, uahappily lost 
his life 

Pudden Fools Jack Puddings. It may be noted that “ PuddenV is Nortolk, 
and puddm’-head is Northampton fo2 a fool Pease, Mark o’Deil , 1894, 75 \ 

“ Ye darZ fried clutasy-footed puddin-head ” There is also West Yorkshire 
ce puddm’-heead,” Leeds Mercury Supplement , 26 May, 1896 
English Monsieurs. French fashaon$ and Frenc^ affe&atfons were greatly 
exaggerated by the English Gallomaniacs, who,are s <5 frequently portrayed 
in contemporary drama The English Mounsieur is actually the title of a play 
by James Howasd, which Pep$rs, who saw it 8 December, 1666, judged to 
be “ very witty and pjeasant 99 It is indeed an amusing piece Wycherley 
* satirizes the sarqe foppishness m the persoi! of Monsieur de Pans, The 
Gentleman Dancing-Mafler , and Dry den’s Melantha, Marriage q-la-^iode, 3 
a complete'portrait * 

Fashions In October, 1666, the King adopted a new costume, a veSt, as 
it was termed n Evelyn and Pepys give fu^l descriptions of the new mode^ 
In The Character of a Trimmer (“ Miscellanies by the Marquis of Halifax,” 
^704, p 164), it isSated “that one of the m&ruChons Madame brought 
along with her was to laugh us out of those vefts % which she performed 
so effectually, that m a moment,? like ^so, many footmen who had quitted 
their master’s hvery, we all took it again, andhreturned to our old service 
the French fashion Henrietta, Duchess of Orleans, was at Dover in May, 

Tu Quooue This comedy, TuQuoque , or, The Citie Gallant, is often known 
as Greene's Tu Quoque, from the afting of Thomas Greene, a famous low- 
comedian, in the part of Bubble. The earlier extant edition is dated 1614. 
The play was revived after the Restoration on Thursday, 12 September, 
1667, at the Duke’s House Pepys” tells us that some alterations were made 
by Sir William Davenant The play seems to have been very successful 
and to have gteatly amused the audiences , , 

Sieges The opening lines of this .Epilogue particularly refer to Dryden s 
heroic plays ? The Indian-Queen, produced at the Theatre Royal “ 

1663-4 , The Indian Emperour, or. The Conquest of Mexico by the Spaniards, 
produced at the Theatre Royal in the spring of 1665 , Tyranmck Love, or. 
The Loyal Martyr, produced at the Theatre Royal in the summer o£ 1669 , 
and The Conquest of Granada by the Spaniards, Part I, Theatre Royal, December, 
1670, Part II, at 4 e same house, January, 1671 There is no doubt also a- 
hit at Davenant’s popular The Siege of Rhodes 

Morocco had probably been produced at court in 1671 J, ^ , 

tragedy The Roman Empress,^ roducedatthe Theatre Royal in 1670, has the 
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scene on the banks of the Tiber, where Valentius/'s encamped in the nature 
of a besieger agafxi$t Hoftilius, who is on the Ro/aan side of the river/ The 
Earl of Orrery’s dramas, which were then so much admired, are almost 
wholly concerned with Love and War 

p 1 8 Mogul Dryden’s last rhymed tragedy, produced at Dmry Lane late m 1675, 
r probabF t November, was Apireng-Zelr, and the folio of 1701 gives as title 
jtureng-Asbe, or, The Great-Mogul 

p T8 Prester John Many are the legends which colle&ed about this mythical 
Eastern pneSt and King The first authentic mention of PreSter JoJjh is to 
be found in Lie Chronicle' of Otto, Bishop of Freising, m 1145 r Already the 
most extravagant Stories had gathered, and these increased apace during the 
centuries Even the country ruled over by this Presbyter-King wz? 
uncertain The oldest map, on which America is mentioned 1507, places 
$us realm in Tibet : r This is r the land of the good King and Lord, known as 
PreSter John, lord of aty Eastern and Southern India, lord of all the kings of 
In^ia, in whose mountains are found all kinds of precipus Stones ” In later 
times general opinion had it* that Abyssinia r was the JPresbyter’s territory 
C&f the Carta Marina (1 5 16) it is placed m Africa “ Regnum Habesch et 
Habaca Presbten Ioh siue India Maior Ethiopie ” 
p. 18. American Prince^ eg, Montezuma m Dryden’s The Indian Umperour Some 
quarter of a century later Southerne’s great tragedy Oroonoko was produced 
at Drury Lane, and proved one r of the moSt r popular dramas the English 
Stage has ever se^n In imitation of Southerne, Wjlliam Walk^er^ the son 
of a wealthy Barbadoes planter, wrote Kis Vittonom 'Love , produced at Drury 
r Lane in 1698, and this is very" remimscent of the heroic plays Shadwell is 
aiming at here 

p. 21. Groom Porters The groom porter was an official of the court, who regu- 
lated all matters connected with gaming and 'provided the players with 
cards, dice and other accessories He also^ettled all disputes which might 
arise The office lapsed entirely during the reign of George III 
p. r ip. White Periwig Arfiaxen or white periwig was greatly affe&ed by young 
fops of the day r Itr the Prologue to the second part of The Conquest of 
Granada, 4to, 1672, Dryden’s Gallant m the pit ee With his white Wigg sets 
off his Nut-brown Face ” Cf the Song, Covent Garden Drollery, p 73 

The Husband has all the vexation. 

The quarrels and care of the Sheets, 

Fai£ Pernwigs and Fops, in th’ Fashion, 

For nothing enjoy all the sweets. 

r f 

Bow Street/ Bow Street, Covent Garden, was built m 1637, and so called 
“ as running in shape of a bent bow ” Styrpe says “ The Street is open 
and large, with very good houses, well inhabited, and resorted unto by 
gentry for lodgings, as are mo$t of the other Streets m this parish ” This 
was about 1720 Among the residents in Bow Street were ^Wallis, 1654- 
1656 , the Earl of Dorset, 1684 and 1685 , Michael Mohun, 1671-1676, 
Grinling Gibbons, 1678-1721, the year of his death 
Hopkins and Sternhold Authors of the famous metrical version of the 
Psalms The first edition appeared early m 1549 “ Certayne Vsalmes / 

drawen into English meter by Thomas Sternhold” In 1549 appeared a 
second edition with a supplement of seven Psalms by Hopkins, who 
requested that his additions should not be cc fathered on the dead man,” 
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because they&rere not “ in any* part to be compared with his most Requisite 
doinges 99 Tfe British Museum has more tfoah six hundred editions p rin ted 
between 1549 fend 1828 These verses were said to have be*?n recited 
extempore at Bodicote Church, in the pansL of Adderbury (Cf. AdSfrbury, 
by H. Gej>p,’*i924 ) These metrical Psalms were often sung by x nminal s 
on the way to, and at, the place of execution, 
p 22. Lean Judge G? Love for Love, I, where Jeremy says* ** I have Sispatc’d 
some half a Dozen Duns, with as much Dexterity as a hungry Judge* do’s 
Causes at Dinner-time 99 Also The Rape of the Lock. . II, 21-22 * 

The hungry Judges so»n the Sentence fign. 

And Wretches hang that Jury-men hiay Dme. 

p 22. Party per pale* Pale is a heraldiotferm signifying the vertical Stripe iijl the 
middle of a shield '” 1 ' 

p. 22 Bear at Charing Cro§s A small hoi 3 .se 'of indifferent reputation 
p 22 Ex traducX TradtiX, from txaduco,^ is led or brought over ” \ and so a vine- 
layer trained for propagation, as in Varro, Columella and Sther writers o 
husbandry Hence the technical? thfological wcyrd TrajMciamsm This is 
m general the dodnne that, in the process of gegeratifln, the human spiritual 
soul is transmitted (ex traduce) to the the parents * Traducian- 

lsm is opposed to Creatiomsip, the * • . 1 every soul is created by 

Gbd Although it c#n hardly be maintained that Creationism is Stri&ly de 
fide, smce there ^s no phcit definition authoritatively laid down by the 
Church, yet it is theologically certain that corporeal Trackiciapism is 
heretical *A 11 the Schoolmen uphold Creationism, and £ Thomas em- 
phatically says It is heretical to assert that the mtelle&ual soul is trans- 
mitted by process of generation ” (I, Q qprin a a) 
p. 23. Cater-deuce'AZEs Cater is four at dice or cards Deuce is two 

p 23 Sh^tolins The famous French ordinary in Covent Garden, much frequented 
by the wits There are innumerable allusions Pepys, 22 April, • 

“ To Chatelm’s, the French house* m Q>v$nt Garden, and there with musick 
and good company . and mighty merry till ten at night ” 
p 24 Filius ante diem. Ovid, Metamorphoses , I, 148 : Filius ante diem patnos 

mquint m annos. 

p 25. Scommatically A scomm is a Flout or Scoff, aKdmrziv = to jeer Macro- 
blus. Saturnalia, VII, 3, has S comma, but notes “ AoiSop/a et crm>/x^a, 
quibus nec uocabula Latina repeno 99 Edyard Howard in the epiStle 
preceding The Usurper , 4to, 1668, writes “ The other extream . is 
that of Farce or Scommatick Plays*” Cf Six Lessons (1656), VI, 5? . 

“ Whatsoever is added of contumely, either dire&ly or scommatically, is 
want of C har ity and uncivil 99 Scomm and its derivatives were fairly 
common from area 1600-1720 

p 27. Killed seven men Cf Otway’s The Cheats of Scapin , Dorset Garden, 

J uary, 1676-7, III, where Scapin, speaking of the pretended Bully, savs 
He <c makes no more conscience of killing a Man, than cracking o£a Lowse , 
he has killed sixteen, four for taking the Wall of him, five for lc£)kdg too 
big upon him, two he shot pissing against the Wall ” 
p. 27. Darnock Carpet Darnock, dormck, or dornex, a worsted or woollen fabric* 
used for curtains, hangings and the like, so called from Tournai, where 
chiefly manufactured In Mrs Behn’s The Luckey Chance , or , An Aider- 
man’s Bargain , produced at D'rury Itane in the winter of 16 6, 1 , 3, §redwel, 
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\ * 
describing Gayman’s poor bed m his Alsatian lodging, says * “ There had 
been Doinex CurCams to’t in the days o£ Yore , f \ but they were now Anni- 
hilated ” Also cf Wit and Drollery (1681) Pen' dope to Ulysses — 


P 
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P- 

P 


P 
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The Stools of Dormx winch that you may know well 
Are certain Stuffs 'UpholSterers'use to sell 

aS. r DiVFS Tha Parable of Dives and Lazarus was a ve^y common subjeffc for old 
paintings and tapestries The word Dives is not used m the*Bible as a 
proper noun , but m the Middle Ages it came to be employed as the aCtual 
name of the £ich man mentioned in S Luke xvi, 19-31 It has often been 
thought that our Lord wag" speaking of real persons a^id a&ual events 
The e< House or Dives ” is Still pointed out in Jerusalem ,-rbut, of course 
u such a house ever existed, it muft have long since disappeared 
79. Ribands It was a r F£ench fashion to wear quantities of ribbands on one’s 
clothes So m The Gentleman Dancing-Matter Don Diego reproaches Mon- 
sieur De Parris for wearing J c all those gew-gaw Ribbons ” The coxcomb 
was imitating the gallants and ladies" at the French CotSt who covered their 
dresses with yards and yards of gay ribbon This is satirized by Madame 
d’Aulnoy whe^ in La Bonne Petite Souris she describes the Princess Joliette, 
“ qui avoit unehelle robe de satm blanc, toute en brodene d’or, avec des 
cuamants rouges, et plus de mille aunes de rubans partout ” 

29 Flaxen mop So old Gripe in Lore in a Wood, III, speaks of <c Prodigals m 
white Penuques ” In UEcole des Marts? produced 24 Ji^ie, i66r, I, ix, 
Sganarelle, who has been declaiming ag&inSt th<? luxury of the age, addresses 
'Valere as “ Monsieur aux blonds cheveux ” 

29. Flankers I+kce London Gazette, No 2170/4,^168$ c< An open Flanders- 

lac’d Neckcloth ” 

30. Aqua vitae Harpago^a is more m keeping with his chara&er when he says 

“ Allez vite boire dans la cuisine un verred’eau clalre ” UAvare , I, v 
32 Nurs-keepers A nurse-keeper is a sick-nufle London Gazette, No 6250/11, 
1724 “ Mary Ea&on, Widow and Nursekeeper ” 

33. Whetston Whetstone-- Park l^a narrow roadway, of which the name Still 
^remains, between the north side of Lincoln’s Inn Fields and the south side 
of Holborn In the reign of Charles II this diSlriCt was infamous, and the 
abode of the lowest kind of prostitute There are innumerable allusions, 
all of which are injurious and insulting Thus in Love in a Wood , I, Dapper- 
wit, as the greatest rudeness of which he is capable, says to Lady Flippant 
<c If I had met you in Wheatstone’ s-Park, with a drunken Foot-Soldier, I 
should not have been jealgus of you” Lee m the Dedication to The 
Princess of {Sieve, 4to, 1689^ writes “ When they expected the most polish’d 
Hero in Nemours , I gave ’em a Ruffian reeking from Wbetttone'T^ark ” 

3 3 Mantoplicee Manteau phsse , a pleated cloak 

3 3. Aqua-Vitae Bottle In Duffett’s The Mock-TempeSt , or. The Enchanted Cattle, 
4to, 1675, 1 , 1, Stephama, the bawd, cries <c Stir about, or I’l beat thy brains 
out with my Bottle ” A goodly sized case-bottle was considered part of 
the essential equipment of a procuress An ancient sibyl of this profession, 
with her rundlet of Nancy, figures prominently m the sixth pi&ure of 
Hogarth’s <c The Harlot’s Progress,” and one may remember FoQte’s M rs 
Cole (a satire on Mother Douglas), with her modest demand for mint-water 
— but on occasion quaffing French drams supernaculum — and her parting 
instructions to Sir George’s man “ Richard, you may as well give me the 
bottfc into the chair for fear I should be taken ill on the rpad ” 
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P 33 Hackky. Thf^adbare , worn out by use A Hackney Trunipe&r is an 
^itinerant musician of the lowest class W *BoghurSt, Loimographia , 1 666, 
Speaks of “ your wild, wanton, hackney fiddlers ” 

p 33. Bever. A chapeau d^ poll, a mark of some distinction in those days * fience 
the title *>f Rubens’ famous pifture, a lady in a beaver hat or chapeau de 
poll, which, being corrupted to chapeau de paiHe^ed to much ttfto* 
Stubbes, The Anatomie of Abuses (1 fB 3), ha§ <c These they^call Bever hate 
of xx, xxx, or xl shillings price, fetched from beyond %e sea ” Pepys, 
2$ January, 1660-61, writes* “ At Mr Holden’s, where I bought’a Ihat, 
cost me 3 jj* ” But 27 June, 1661 ‘ <v This day Mt Holden sent me a bever, 
which cost me £ 4 5 s 99 

'p* 33. Ab inyeris “ O spes mams, o falsa prsesumptio*! Non credat fruftra errore 
deceptus, qqod ahquo pretio sit redimendus, quomam m inferno nulla eft 
redemptio ” Pope Innocent II? (ob De Contemptu Mundi s e De 

Muena Hommis , m Migne’s Patrologia,,vol ccxvii, column 741B 

(Acc to J A^Fabncius, Bibliotheca Latina Mediae et Infynae Aetatis , the 
firft editfcn of this treatise was printed in 1496 at Cologne Other edd at 
Lyons, 1554 & 1641, Douai, 1633. There were also cplle&ed editions 
his works ) 1 

But I also find the following in Josephus Langius’s Flonlmum Magnum 
seu Foljanthea, , col 1359, m the 1659 (Lyons) edit, under the Heading, 
Infernus 

Tin inferno nulla eft redemptio quoman^ qui like damnatus et demersus 
*fuerit, ultenus non exiftit In inferno nulla redemptio • quomam nec patpr 
lbi poteft ^diuuare filium nec films patrem Ibi non inuemtur ailncua vel pro- 
pinquus, qm uateat et argumentiyn et diuitias dare, quas snunc congregant 
aua#, uidentes pauperes mopia tabescere, et prae mmia fame et siti nuditatem 
et mortem mourrere , non poterunt sibi praeftare?aliquod refugium • unde 
misen prae mmia^oloris amantudine amanssime flentes et prae anguftia 
^spintus gementes, dicent m inferno Quid profuit nobis superbia noftra, 
diuitiae, honores, digmtates, luxuna, gufositas, et omnes dele£tati(2nes 
carnales quid profuerunt nobis*^ Efcc£ onjma transienmt caiasi somma, 
quasi fumus et umbra, et quasi non fuennt, et nos cruciatibus deputati 
sumus et suppliciis asterms In inferno nulla eft redemptio quomam ibi 
gemitus sunt et suspina, et non eft qui misereatur Ibi eft dolor et plan&us, 
et clamor, et non eft qui audiat S Augustinus in sermones ad Er emit as 
I do not find this passage m any of the Sermones ad Fratres in Eremo in the 
Benedi£hne edition of S Auguftme Moft of this set of sermons are placed 
by the Benedi&ine edd m the Appendix as not by S Auguftme 

p 34. Cittern. Or Cithern, an instrument o£ the guitar kind, but ftrung with wire, 
and played with a plectrum or quill It was commonly kept m barbers 
shops for the use of customers, and often had a grotesquely carved head 
The Tyrolese form of the instrument, which is known of recent years in 
England, is generally called the Zither 

p. 34 Gemini G emini , a mild exclamation or petty oath in use principally by the 
i nn ocent and vulgar It generally conveys an idea of childishness, real or 
assumed It was often corrupted, and we have Jemmy, J muni, *Leminy , 
Lemme, etc Cf Otway’s The Souldzer’s Fortune , produced at Dorset Garden 
m the spring of 1679-80, where Sir Jolly, bantering, cries out . e Gemini * 
what would become of me * 99 

p 35. Stumme S turned wine, or ftujn, is dead and insipid wme mvigorated by mixing 
new »wme with it, and so raising a fresh fermentation * Cf sla g (Still in 
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'common use) “ Stumir,” a generic name for anything worthless, especially 
a worthless cheque Cf also the Epilogue (spokeli by Mrs Barry) to Mrs 
Behn’s The False Count , produced at Dorset Garden m the aut umn of 1682 
when she greets the fops of the pit with 

You everlasting grievance of the BoxeS, 

You wither’d Ruins or Stum’d Wine and Poxes 

Absqjom and Achitophel , II (1682), has the following line (481) addressed to 
Shadwell 

Eat Opium, mingle Arsenick m thy Drink 

Cf also the Verse Letter from Mr Shadwell, who was staying at Chatterto# 
Hill, near Oldham, Lancashire, to, Wycherley (first printed m a Miscellany 
of 1698) He praises <the country tipple “ Nappy, Clear and Stale,” 

While you of Sjum, Alom and Sloes, 

Molossus, Arsmek, Lime, takeOqse, 

From Roguy Vinter, ancf do venture 
Your Life, when ypu m Tavern enter , 

In White-wine, Claret, Sack, or Hockum 

In Love tn a Wood, m. Gripe, bribing Mrs Joyner, gives her a groat with 
which to go to the next cellar, ai>d says “ Come, the Wine has Arsenick 
in’t ” 

p 36. Protections Protections were writs issued by the King, which r guaranteed 
immumty from arrest to those engaged m his particular service In Love m 
a Wfiod , I v 1, Gripe, abusing Dapperwit, says r “ He "had the impudence to 
hold an Argument against me in the defence of VeSts and Protections , and 
therefore I fcttbid him- my house 99 

p 36 Whjte Wine In Love tn a Wood , II, 1, Lady Flippant cries • “ Oh drink, 
abominable drmk ! instead of inflaming JbtSve, it quenches it. „ . Curse 
on all Wine, even Rhemsh-Wme and Sugar ” 
p 36 Pope’s Head A well-known tavern in Lombard Street On Monday, 26 
March, 1665-6, Fkpys went with Lord Bruncker “to the Pope’s Head 
Taverne in Lumbard Streete to dine by appointment with Captain Taylor ” 
There were several taverns of this name, one in Chancery Lane, one m 
Cornhill, and others, which were very much frequented 
p 37 Pauca verba An old Elizabethan catch-phrase In Every Man tn His Humour 9 
IV, 2, Wel-bred says “ O the Benchers phrase pauca verba, pauca verba 99 
[Benchers = the loungers on tavern benches ] In The Silent Woman, 
III, 1, Otter protests • “ Nay, good princess, hear me pauca verba 99 Cf Love's 
Labour's Lotf, IV, 2, Holofernes’ “ pauca verba 99 Also The MeriyWives of 
Windsor, I, 1, Sir Hugh Evans’ “ Pauca verba, Sir John , good worts ” 
A Spanish form, “ Paucos Pakbros,” occurs m Jonson’s Masque of Augers, 
and in The Taming of the Shrew, InduChon, 1, Sly hiccups out “ Paucas 
Pallabns ” “ Sed paucis uerbis te uolo,” Plautus, Miles GlCftosus , II, iv, 
*2 

p 37 CcJVent Garden Church. S Paul’s, Covent Garden, the design of which is 
attributed to Inigo Jones, was commenced in 1631, and having been built 
at the charge of the Earl of Bedford, was consecrated by Dr Juxon^ Bishop 
of London, 27 September, 1638 The Rev. William Bray, Vicar of S 
Martm’s-in-the-Field, claimed it as a chapel of ease, but in 1645 was 
constituted a separate parish r In Love tn a Wood , produced at the Theatre 
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Royal, Bridges Street, in the? autumn of'i67i, I, My Lady Fh£pant says • 
Have I noL constantly kept Covent Garde© Church, -St Martin’s, the Play- 
houses, Hid^-Park, Mulbery-Garden, and all other the Pubkck Marts 
where Widows and Mayds are expos’d*” In Otway’s The Ath&#,fpxo- 
duced atJDQrset Garden in the autumn of 1683, 1 , among the daily busi- 
nesses of London are ihejitioped “Assignations at <Jov2at Gardeil Chumh^’ 
p. 37 Feck I feck, v$Juch signifies m earned As an asseveration Ifgck is-»a form qf 
* 1’ faith This mild expression, which was efen used by Puritans, is laughed 

at by Jonson, The AlchemtH (1610), I, 2 “ I-fac’s no o&h ” ’Cf *lst> m 

<*The Old Batchelour Fondlewife’s constant exclamation “ Ifeck,” IV, 1. 
p 37 Shrove. Tuesday On Shrove Tuesday in each ye^r, as also during Ea&er- 
tid£, it was customary for the apprentices of the metropohs to avail them- 
selves of their holidays by assembling in large numbers and m aki n g organ- 
ized assaults' upon notorious houses of lllfaijpe, which they sacked an<J even 
demolished In Middleton’s Inner Temple Masque (4to, 1649^ we have 

“ Sta^d forth, throve Tuesday,’ one a ’ the silenc’ft bricklayers , 

’Tis m your charge to pull down bawdy-houses ” 

And m Marmion’s Holland', s Leag r, afted at Salisbury Court, December, 
1631, Aft IV, 3, which scene is the exterior df the Leaguer • 


P 37 
P 3 ^ 


“ Good sif, let’s think on some revenge I call up 
The gentlemen%’orenticts and make a SJirove Tuesday ” 

’Holland’s Leaguer was a celebrated brothel, which Stood wherg is noV 
Holland Street, Blackfriars. 

Deus Deuced * , - . 

Viper Wine Wine medicated by some egtraft or decoction obt^ned trom 
vipers, and formerly much drunk on account of its supposed restorative 
and proparties In Tom Brown’s Letters from the Bead to the 

' Lmn Cresswell to Mod Quarles says : “ I was never without 

Viper-mne for a fumbler, to give a spur^td old age and assist nppotency 
Cf Massinger, Believe as You Lj 3 9 163 1, IV, 1 * 


p. 40. 


Your viper wine 

So much in pra&ise with gray bearded gallants, 

[is] But vappa to the ne&ar of her lippe. 

Also, Qu arles, Htft Samson , 1631, Works y ed. Grosart, II, 149 1 1 

Their Viper-wines to "make old age p*qsume 
To feele new luSt, and youthfull flames agin. 


Iarpsical-Masters A harpsichord is an instrument larger than a spinet 
with two or three Strings to a note. On Sunday, 31 March, 1661, Pepys 
notes <e To Mrs Turner’s, where I could not woo The to give me a lesson 
upon the harpsicon and was angry at it ” There are many variants and 
corruptions <5 the word “ Harpsichord ” In She Stoops to P& 

ducea at Covent Garden 15 March, i773.IV, Tony Lumplon says I 
always loved cousm Con’s hazle eyes, and her pretty iong fingers that she 
twists this way and that, over the haspicholls, like a parcel of bobbms 
This popular malapropism, haspicholls, is also found in a letter written 
by Gray to Chute in 1746 
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p 41 J(?hn of the Times Both these jfctnarchs are meiTfioned by Oldham m his 
Chm after* as typical of venerable antiquity <c His* Age u out of Knowledge 
'Every Limb afout him is Chronicle . Parr $nd John of tfe- Times were 
short-Livers to him * They say , be can remember when Pauls was founded , and 
London-Bridge built ” The exaft age of "John of the Times, as he was 
generally dabbed, seems uncertain, bjit # chere can*be*no doubt that he had 
lived majjy decades beyond the ordinary span of human kind 

Thomas Parr xf an even more famous example of antediluvian age, of 
wh6m there is an ample account in the Dictionary of National Biography He,, 
is said to have been born m 1483, and he died m 1635 He was btiried m 
the south transept of Westminster Abbey, where is an inscription (recut in 
1870) which rums “ Tho Parr of y c county of Sallop 'Borne m A 0 
Me lived m y° reignes of Ten Princes, viz , K Edw 4 K Ed V K. Rich 3. 
K Hen 7 K Hep 8 K Edw 6 Q Ma Q Eta K Ja and K Charles, 
aged 152 yeares, and* was buried here Nov 15 1635 ” Rubens painted his 
portrait from memory,* and engravings are not uncommon 
p 43 Beer-Glasses A beer-glass is r a»glass to hold ha^f a pint * “ A Silver cup 
tlferForm of a Beer Glass ” London Gazette, 1707, 4391-3 
p 45. Wear t?le willow Cf Much* Ado About Nothing , II, 1, where Benedick 
says “ I 'offeiejl him my company to a willow tree, either to make him a 
garland, as being forsaken, or to bind him up a rod, as worthy to be 
whipped ” 

p 45. Innocent Sheet Cf. Love for Love III, Ben’s ballad 

For now the Time w£s ended. 

When she no 'more intended. 

To lick her Lips at Men, Sit> 

And gnaw the Sheets in vam. Sir, 

And lie o’ Nights alone 

p. 45 . Chalk, Lime, or Oatmeal Cf Love in a Wood$ 1 , 1, where Lady Flippant says : 

“ Wou’d you have us as tra&able as the" Wenches that eat Oatmeal, and 
fool’d like them tro ” Cf Gallantry A-la-Mode , A Satyrical Poem , i2mo, 

1674, II 

We Matrons it Green-sickness call. 

Or Fits of th’ Mother , that befall 
Young Virgins , ’cause they Charcoale eate. 

Or Chalk , and nauceate wholesome meat 

p 45. Livery-Man A freeman of the City of London, who is entitled to wear the 
“livery” of the’ Company to which he belongs, and to exercise other 
privileges « 

p. 47. Arch Lute Chambers, Cyclopaedia (1727-51), explams “ Arcileyto, Arch- 
lute , a long and large lute, having its bass Strings lengthened after the 
manner of a theorbo, and each row doubled either with a little octave or a 
unison It is used by the Italians for playing a thorough bass ” 
p. 47. A Pair of Tables Tables is the old name for backgammon P^pys, Monday, 
11 September, 1665, notes “I by water to Woolwich, where with my 
wife to a game of tables, and to bed.” Various other obsolete games were 
played^with Tables , Irish, Tick-tack, Dubblets, Sice-Ace, and Ketch-Dott 
'P* 47 * Cornues A cornue is a retort, a limbeck of glass Cotgrave gives Frehch 
cornue , “ a kind of bending Limbecke of glasse ” Latin, comuta In the 
parallel passage of UAvare , II, 1, we have “ Un fourneau de bnque, avec 
deus^ cornues et trois recipients ” 
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p. 49 Shovel-Board^ Shovel-board was a game in which a coin, a counOeT^r some 
other disk was driven by %smart blow with the hand along a highly 'polished 
,^oard, or table, marked with transverse lines Among the Herbert docu- 
ments is a Licence for the 44 Use of one -Shovelboard,” Dramatic Rgczrds, 
edited by^T Q Adams, 1917, p 1 31 

p 49. Broad-Pieces. * After the' introduction of the guinea in 1663 the name Bro^d- 
piece was applied to the fc< Unite 0 \ twenty-shilling apiece (“ Jacobus 99 or 
44 Carolus ”) or the preceding reigns, which Vas much thinner and broader 
than the new-milled coinage The term is common In Crowne’s % Sir Qotrtly 
Nice , 1685, 1 , Lord Bellguard says : “A rambling Woman, let her be never 
so good a manager, will be apt tojbring her Virtue as a Travellei does his 
Money, from a Broad-Piece to a Brass-Farthing ” * 
p 50. Sink-cater Cinq quatre 

p 51. Wear the sur?lice Cf Love in a Wood, 1 , 3 i, where Lady Flippant speaks of 
44 This counter fashion Brother of mine \ who hates a Vefthis much 3 as a 
Surplice) ” There are many allusions to the mordinate and irrational hatred 
of the P^itans the surplice, an’ abhorrence which amongst the ignorant 
and vulgar persu&s even to the present day Cf All’s We% 1 hat Ends W$p+ 
I, 3, where the Clown says 44 Though honesty be no PuSitan, yet it will do 
no hurt it will wear the surplice of humility 9ver thelDlack gown of a big 
heart ” In A Match at Midnight (4to, 1633), I, Sim cries 44 W has turned 
his Stomach, for^all the world like a Puritan’s at the sight of a surplice 99 
p 52* Xoc? To cog is quoted m 133) among “ Ruffian’s terms ” of dice-play It 
seeihs that' 44 cogging ’’©generally meant somb sleight of hand, made use of 
to control the falling of a die ,0 occasionally it may signify the, substitution 
of a false *die for the true one To cog a die is a very common phrase, 
meaning fraudulently to direct the fall of the dice 
p. 32. Swear'not James Howell, Paroimiologta, fplio, 1659, has * 44 Who^sweareth 
when he playeth at dice, may challenge his damnation by way of purchase ” 
p. 53. Musicianers Hide Pwrk Pepys, Saturday, 4 July, 1663, notes that there 
Vas 44 a general muSter of the King’s Guards, Horse and Foot, m^Htfle 
Park ” He was present at similar mi}§te?s*in the Park on Wednesday, 16 
September, 1668, and on Wednesday, 19 May, 1669 These rau§ters were 
attended by very fashionable crowds, and probably Timothy is only boasting 
when he says that the city Militia, to which he must have belonged, were 
reviewed here 

p 53 Sink, 1 e , keep back any of the money, and cheat me of my share, 

p. 53. A Boat, A Boat The popular tune otherwise known as Hafte to the Ferry 
In the extraordinary Epilogue, burlesquing Macbeth , to Duffett s skit The 
Empress of Morocco, Drury Lane, 167^ the witches smg their ballad [A Health, 
a Health , to the tune of A Boat , a Boat Here’s a health unto His Majefiy as a 
loyal old favourite The words as found in Catch that catch can , or , The 
Musical Companion , containing Catches and Rounds for three and jour voices , 410, 
1667, are as follows • 

Here’s a health unto his Majesty, with a fa, la, la. 

Co nf usion to his enemies, with a fa, la, la. 

And he that will not pledge his health, 

I wish him neither wit nor wealth, 

Nor yet a rope to hang himself 
With a fa, la, la, la, 

With a fa, la, la, la 

The jjtusic is sometimes ascribed to Jeremy Savile. 
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p f ;3*r 6 mKis “The Humdurs of Simpkin, A continued Farce,” Droll nineteen m 
Kirkman’s colle&ion The Wits , or, §port upon Sport “ Drols and Forces, 
Presented and Shewn For the Merriment and Delight of Wise,Men, and the 
Ignorant As they have been sundry times A&ed In Publique and Private, 
In London at Bartholomew, In the Countrey at other, Faires In Halls and 
Taver On several Mountebancks Stages, At < Charing Cross , Lincoln-Inn- 
Fielck, apd other places r By Severaf Strolling Players, Fools, and Fidlers, 
Ancktfhe Mountebancks Zanies With loud Laughter and great ^Applause ” 
1 have used the edition with date 1673 Simpkin is a Clown, and the^ 
a&ors m the JLittle interlude are Simpkin , Blunter, a Roarer , oan otd Man * 
his Wife, a Servant The ^lfe is entertaining Simpkin, when they are dis- 
turbed by #luS*er Simpkin is hidden in a cheSt , the husband next appear 
and the wife feigns that BluSter^has pursued his enemy* into the house, 
whereupon she conceal’d h^m Blunter departs,* and Simpkin is let free 
'But the Old Man an f i the servant when supposed to be gone to the Tavern 
overhear Simpkin and the Wife m very familiar discourse A general 
scuffle ensues which, we may well suppose, fgave boundless amusement to 
rrSMc audiences 

p. 54 As great as a king There Y) an interesting anecdote of Charles II, who 
very apty and wittily quoted this line of the old Bacchanahan Song upon an 
occasion thus related in The Spectator, Wednesday, 20 August, 1712 (No 
462 , Steele) King Charles “ more than once* dined with his good Citizens 
of London on their Lord-Mayor’* Day, and did so the Year that $ix Robert 
Viner was Mayot r Sir Robert was a very Loyal Maxt, and Tf you will allow 
r the Expression, very fond of h^s Sovereign , but what with tfie Joy he felt 
at Heart for the Honour done him by his Prince, aifj thro’ the Warmth he 
was in with continual Healths to tKe Royal Family, his Lordship 

grew a little fond of h N . 1 , and entered into a Familiarity not alto- 
gether so graceful m so publick a Place The^Kmg understood very well 
now to extricate himself on all kinds oiLDifficulties, and with an Hint to 
the Company to avoid Ceremony, Stole off, and made towards his Coach, 
which Stood ready" fpr Jhim jn Guildhall Yard But the Mayor liked his 
Company so weli, and was giown so intimate, that he pursued him hastily, 
and catching him fast by the Hand, cried out with a vehement Oath and 
Accent, Sir , you shall Hay and take f other Bottle The airy Monarch looked 
kindly at him over his Shoulder, and with a Smile and graceful Air, (for I 
saw him at the Time, and do now) repeated this Line of the old Song . 

He that's drunk ts as great as a King . 

and immediately returned back and complied with his Landlord ” 
p 54. Bacon did his brazen head In allusion to the famous old StoryLf Roger 
Bacon This is told in a prose tra&. The famous hiHory of Friar Bacon One 
chapter relates “ How Fryer r Bacon made a Brasen Head to speake, by the 
which hee would have walled England about with brasse” It will be 
remembered that it was necessary to watch the magic head until it spoke 
words of wisdom Unfortunately after three weeks of vigil the weary friar 
fell asleep, his Stupid servant negle&ed to awake him, the head spoke thrice, 
and then was silent for ever, and all their labour was lost 
p 56. Palates Ox tongues Mrs Haywood, A. New Present for a Servant-Maid* 
(1743), 1771, gives dire£hons “ To fncassy Ox Palates ” 

Dotrjl. Dotterel A kind of plover 
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p 57. Ruffs The ru 5 is the male of a bird of the sandpiper family, his £ m e Being 
x the reeve Ruffs were accounted a great jkJlicacy €f The Wild Gallant 
(4to, 1669), I, yhere old Justice Trice boasts “ I have a delicate Dish of 
Ruffs to Dinner ” So in The Gentleman ''Dancing- blaster, I, 2, whefl. Mrs. 
Flirt is ordering an* extravagant supper at the expense of her gallant, she 
insists upon “ Some Ruffes ” being included 
p 57. Gnats, Godwits* The gnat or knot is the red-breaSted ^andpiger. The* god, 
vit is a marsh bird Both were considered most epicur^a dishes. Cf The 
AlchemtSl, a&ed in 1610, II, 2, where Sir Mammon, in his*dreams ofrfe&Sts 
that shall outvie Lucullus, exclaims lmgorg^ous fanfaronade : 

My foot-boy shall eate pfiesants, calved almons, 

Knots, godwits, lampreys 

■> A 1 

p. 57, Heath Pouts 1 Heath-poults , heaii-birds,® especially the female or young 
A heath-bird is a bird which lives on heatAs, particularly the Slack Grouse 
Cf Ray, \\ illughby’s Ornithology, ik-fi \ The* Merlin . . They fly alsb 
Heath-pcS^ts witb^it ” 

p 57, Rails Rallus, represented in Europe by the Water-Rail. Th£ Bird is a part!** 
migrant m Britain, a shy creature, s|ow to take ying. jThe ne$t is ade in 
sedge and grasses near water 

p. 57. Pickthanks A pickthank is one who curries favour; a tell-^ie. Cooper, 
Thesaurus, 1565-73 “Delator* ... a secrete accusour or complaynor , a 
tell-tale , a^picke-th^nke.” 

p. 58. POv^ey Pepys notes excursions to Putney by water. Tuesday, 11 May 4 
1669 . “ In the evening my wife and I all alone, with the boy, by ater up 
as high as* Putney almost, with the tide, and back agam^neither Staying 
going nor coming , . and then home to bed ” 

p. 58. Barreter A barrator is a mahcious quarreUer or fi hter, and esppsially one 
who deals’ fraudulently m his business or office. Itahan ba?atiatore — a 
Cfheat, a trickster Legally a barrator is one who for his own profit vexa- 
tiously foments and incites to litigation 
p. 59. As some have to cats. Cf The Merchant of Venice, IV : 

Some men there are love not a gaping pig ; 

Some, that are mad if they behold a cat. 

In Otway’s The Souldiers Fortune , produced at Dorset Garden early in 1680, 
I, Sylvia speaks of “ some that always sweat when a Cat’s in the Room ” 
p. 61, China Oranges Citrus Aurantium , originally from China, a favourite sweet 
orange Pepys, Tuesday, 5 March, 1665-6, entertaining Lord Brouncker 
and his mistress, “made them welcome with wine £q.d China oranges (now 
a great rarity since the war, none to be had) ” 
p 61. Limonades Lemonade occurs, probably for the first time, in Thomas Kilk- 
grew’s comedy The Parson 9 s Wedding, folio, 1663 (in the coile&ed folio 
Kilhgrew with general title 1664) IV, 5, Wild says . “ Captain, make some 
Lemonade, and send it by the Boy to my Chamber ” The obsolete lemonado 
is found in the Duke of Newcastle’s The Country Captain , 
m St Serfe’s Tarugo 9 s Wiles, 4to, 1668 See my edition 
Parson’s Wedding, Restoration Comedies, 1921 . „ 

p. 61. Sherbets The forms Zerbet and Cerbet occur in Knolles Hiftone of the Turkes, 
1603 Sandys, Travels, 1615, has Shurbets and Sherbets It was a fairly 
common d** 11 *^ m England among the quality in the seventeenth century. 
Captain Smith, Travels, 1630," describes the Turks’ Sherbecke as being only 
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p 66 . 


P $6 

p 66 


P 67., 


P' <V- 


p ; <$7- 


honey and water ” There were-, of course, man f imitations and svruns in 
use which assum<?d,an Oriental nomenclature r 

Walks One of the most fashionaljle promenaded of the day 
On Sunday, 23 Junfc,^ 1661, Pepys notes “ So I and the young company 
to walk first to Graye s Inn Walks, where great Store- of gallants, but above 
all the tidies that I there saw, or ewer did see, Mrs Frances Butler (Monsieur 
I^Impertment’s siSter) is the greatest beauty ” ' 

Mulberry-Garden ' The Mulberry-Garden, on the site of the prfcsent Buck- 
ingnam Palace and gardens, was largely frequented Pepys, however,, 
thought it <-a very silly place and but httle company* and* those a 
rascally whoring, rogumg»sort of people, only a wilderness here, that is 
somewhat pretty, but rude ” See Sir Charles Sedley’s famous comedy The* 
Mulberry-Garden, Theatre Royal, l8 May, 1668 (4to, 1668) 

Hackney Parson , A; hireling cleric Cf Wood,' Life (Oxford Historical 
society), I, 361 a here were some hackney preachers in the University 
at this tirife 1 

Canonical Hour Cf The W,y of tbs World, % MiraM “ Betty, what says 
J^adock? Betty “ Turn’d of the last Canonical Hour, Sir ” Mirabel. 

How r pertin£ntly the Jad<? answers me ! Hal almost one a clock (Look- 
wg on hufatch >” In The Country-Wife, IV, i, Sparkish says to Alithea on 
&eir wedding morning, “ Come my dearest, pray let us go to Church before 
the Canonical Hour is past ” Apd a few minutes later he urges her again . 

Come Madam, ’tis e’ne twelve' a Clock and my Moth* chang’d -me never 
to be married out of the Canonical He*urs ” ' 

Gampaicne Butler, Hudibras, *66 4, has Campaign. Etherege, The Man of 
Mope, 4to, 1676, IV, 1 • Champaigne In /I Satyr by Buckingham and 
.Rochester, circa 1675-6, we find Champoon Champagne, when first intro- 
duced into <EnglancLin 1662, was a greyish or yellowish effervescent wine, 
w cr earning, if not a&ually sparkling It was the favourite beverage of St. 
-fcvremond, gourmet and connoisseur 

Rant, and B£>ar TJie usual contemporary phrases for behaving noisily and 
tipsily To rant^is <*Orbe boisterously merry, eg, Mrs Behn’s The City 
Heiress, produced at Dorset Garden m the spring of 1682, II, 2, where 
Wilding says to Diana “ Before the old Gentleman, you must behave 
yourself very soberly, simple, and demure, and look as prew as at a Con- 
venticle , and take heed you drink not off your glass at Table, nor rant, 
nor swear Roar has the same signification as rant, eg, Crowne’s The 
Lngluh Frier , or. The Town Sparks, produced at Drury Lane in the spring 
or 1690, 1, where young Ranter and his drunken companions seize on Lord 

bt Tc Y A C ^ ch > *\ * nd the y dnve > Peking and whippmg, and smging 
and fiddling, and bawling and roaring, all to the devil ” To«*ar was to 
rush swaggering along, elbowing and knocking all other persons out of 
n / C /I ay l , t “ e T wo , rd Tearf, r came to mean a ruffian or a whore Cf The 
atchelour , IV, where Sir Joseph and Bluffe, meeting Arammta and Be- 

1, ln b J^ es ® Park mlStake the Iadies for prostitutes, aSid Sir Joseph 
calls out, HiSt, hist, Bully, dost thou see those Tearers > ” He then 
attempts to be grossly famihar 

Drunk a* a drum This is a fairly common expression It seems somewhat 
meaningless, and was probably used juSt because of the jingling alliteration, 
n Farquhar s Sir Harry Wildair, produced at Drury Lane in 1701, probably 
April, I V, 2, Sir Harry says of Clincher, “ You must know that the Fool got 
presently as drunk as a Drurfi ” “ 
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p. 69. 
p. 72. 


p. 74. 


p. 76. 


The expression “ As drunk as David’s sow ” was vulgar f an usua^ 
Enough It occurs in Gay's New Songs 

p. 67. Poisis Or, more^usually, Pize. Pi2e, which was vulgarly used 1 tf various 
imprecatory expressions, is a word of uncertain origin It has beefit-j ell 
suggested shafrit may b^an arbitrary substitute for PeSt or Pox, which latter 
cam e into common speech mca iioo Pize is a favourite word Vida oid* 
Bellair in Ethe*ege’s The Man of Mode, 4to, 1676. Gf jjlso JDuflFett’s* The 
'Mock-Tempeft, 4to, 1675, II, 2 “ Fortune has cheated of all, p tzb on 

her ” M A pize take ’em,” says Sir Sampson, “ meer Outsides,” wheat fhe 
modern young man was mentioned Hove for Love*, V, 1 
p. 67 Disguise A very common expressicSh for drunk S$> in Dryden’s The Wild 
GaUant , 4to, 1669, I, 1, we have the following dialogue Bibber My 
Business is to drink my Mormng’s-draught in Sack with you Waiter Will 
not Ale serve \hy turn, Will ? Bilker I hhdftoo much of thatjtast Night , 

I was a little disguis’d, as they say Vaijer • Why disguis’d > ' HadSt thou 
put on a clean Band, <©r Wash’d ih P tc \ > THose are f thy Disguises; 
Bibber . B fibber Well, in short, I*was drunk , damnably drunk with Ale. 
Cf also Mrs Behn’s The Rover , Part I, 4to, 1677, IE, 3 % *Efoer Wiilmomr- 
drunk And presently he says . I’m as honest* Fellow as breathes, tho 
I am a little disguis’d at present ” 

Phanatick Cf Fuller, Mixt Contemplations, 1660 • “A new ^ord coined 
within these few rilonths called fenatic . seemeth well . . proportioned to 

signify ' ^ the se£t les of oilr age ” 

The* Rose I'he Rase Tatem was on the weft side of Bow Street, Covent; 
Garden, and at the comer of Russell Street It was one of the nJoSt femous 
houses in Town, and there are innumerable reference? to lfr It was even 
better known as Will's Coffee House, the name being taken from Will 
Unwin, who w the Landlord The Rost was demolished in 1 76, when 
a new front' was being built to Drury Lane Theatre 
p. 74. Mysstcall With the meaning of “ mysterious,” and hence implying non- 
sensical” So Otway in The Poet's Complaint of Hu Muse, 4 to, 1680, speaks 
of a “ Leader in a famous CreV,” Shaftesbury’s adherents, ^becoming 
notorious for “ wearmg of a MySticall green Ribband in his Hat 
I’le watch your Waters. To watch one’s waters is to keep a sharp eye on 
anv one’s actions Grose’s Classical Dictionary of the Vulgar Tongue , 
Revised and correded by Pierce Egan, 1823. The phrase is not ufoqpnt. 
Cf Tie Plain-Dealer, where Jerry cries to Freeman, who is making advances 
to Widow Blackacre, “ I’ll watch your waters. Bully, 1 fac. Come away. 

Where is your ladyship ? Mrs. Cheatiy. The title ".Lady was derisively 
given to bawds So Mother Bennett, a notorious procuress was kaown as 
" Lady Bennett ” Pepys, Saturday, 22 September, 1660, mentions her as 
“ the Lady Bennett (a famous Strumpet),” and again, Saturday, 30 May, 
1668, he speaks of “my Lady Bennet and her ladies as tatogpart man 
Aoam and Eve ball Wycherley with inimitable satire, dedicated Tie Plain- 
Dealer to the same daughter of Pandarus, commencing J^yLady 
B ,” and grinding “ Your Ladyship’s most obedient, faithftR, haimbie 

p. 78. Window* The permanent balcony over one 

Squeeze is discovered to have been in bed with Lettice, g P 8 
her red silk Stockings in mistake for his own, so in Mrs Behn s lie City 

tagL « 5 b S11 Taaoty-s bmOfe Sepue ■ 
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found to have been sleeping with the old Knight, since m bolting out of 
his roofri, half uhdressed, she wrapped his velvet coat about her in ruiStake 
for her gown 

p x 79 Scouring. Rampagirig violently and noting in the Streets 
p. 80. Stars, Moons, Suns In The Extravagant Shepherd ^the anti-romance, or The 
Nutqry of the shepherd Lyu, London, 1653, and another edition, 1660, 
we %aw an illustration of a Poet's dream realized. The conventional 
description of a heroine in epic and romance has been taken literally by 
the engraver Two suns have taken the place of the lady's eyes, Jher teeth 
are a&ual pearls, there ale lilies and roses in full bloom on hercheeks, Cupid 
is seated o*i her forehead, £tc 

p. 80. Creswell or Gff ford Mother Cresswell There are very many references tCT 
*this most notorious procuress Before the Restoration she was keeping 
house in MoorfWds The "Proceedings, Votes, J&esolves, and AUs of the late 
\ Half-quarter Parliament Called The Pump As it was taken out of their own 
Journal-Books and Printed jof the general Satisfaction of the Nation, folio 1660 (a 
MS note upon the British r Museum copy has 6 M&rch, 1659), a pleasant 
safire upon the Rump Parliament, notes ££ Ordered, That the Earl of 
Pemvrsike^ do<*s very well *tn "going to Mistress Cresmls in Moor-fields, to 
mortifie fiis pamper'd flesh, and that it is no sm for a Quaker to go a whoring 
Ifter Strange women, provided he did not go a whoring after Strange gods " 
In Duffett’s extraordinary Epilogue to The Empress of Morocco, a farce pro- 
duced at Drury JLane m 1674, Fieccate and the thtpe Witches sirijj" 

To the Tune of, A Boat, a Boat, <&c. 

A health, a health to Mother C- 

From Moor-fields fled to Mill-bank Cattle 

She puts off rotten new-ng'd Vessel 

Perhaps the mo§t famous mention of afl is that in the Prologue to Otway's 
Venice Preserv'd, produced at Dorset Garden 9 February, 1681-2, when, 
alluding to the £harl£&r of' "Antonio, the old senator, a portrait of Shaftes- 
bury, he says 

Next u a Senatour that keeps a Whore , 

In Venice none a higher office bore ; 

To lewdness every night the Letcher ran 
Shew me all London, such another Man, 

Match him at Mother Creswold's if you can. 

Gallantry SA- la- mode, A *Satyncal Poem , 1674, which bears the motto from 
Mantuan, Seme l msamuimus omnes, has (p 8) . 

At Giffords, Creswels, and elsewhere 
Where precue Damsel does appear. 

Perhaps you've bin, no greater Cheat 
Is shewn than Lady spruce and neat* 

A New Ballad of Londons Loyalty, 1681 : 

Player, now grows dull for want of Common-whore, 

Poor Creswell, she can take his word no more. 

Three Hundred pocgids is such a heavy yoak, 

Which not being pay'd the worn-out Bawd is broak. 
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War Horns , Make Roo for the Bucks with Green Boms, 1682 • 

Non eft Inuentus y£t ? Then, Doftarl go 
To Ctyssmls , he’s there may be, who does know ^ 

Radcliffe’s<T/fo Ramble, 35682, The Poor Whore's Song (p. 26) : 

Fr<«tn thence I march’d to* Creswels House; 

Under the name of a Merchants spouse , 

And there I play’d the secret Lover, 

Left jealous Husband shoifd discover? 

Iif Duke’s Epilogue to The AtheiB, Dorset Garden, autumn of 1683, we 
have • * 

Shou'd the Wise City n&w, to east yytr Fears , 

Eretf an Office to Insure your ^a?s , 

Thither sack numerous Shqals of Witnesses, 

And Juries, conscious of their Guilt mu' d press 
That to the Chamber hence might more be gain'd 
Than ever Mother Criswell from it dmn’d ^ 

Oldham’s A Satyr . . . Dissuading the Author fro the Stfdy of Poetry , 
1(^84 : 

Should mighty Sa)pho m these d^ys revive, 

And*hope d£on her ftick of Wit to live , 

She muft to CreswePs trudg to mend her Gams, 

And tet her Tail to him, as well as Brains., 

t, * 

John Phillips’ Bern Quixote , folio, 1687 (p. *95) • Hte “ carry’d hgf to much 
such another House as Mother Creswel' s , and left her in the custody of an 
Aunt of his, not so mean as Mrs Buly, and yet a little below the Degree of 
Madam Bennet ” 

Robert Gould’s A Satyr Again 7 t WmSn, Writ in the Year 1680, Poems, 
1689 (p 145) 

Creswel and Stratford the same footsteps tread , 

In Sin’s black Volume so profoundly read. 

That, whensoere they dy, we well may fear. 

The very tin&ure of the Crimes tjiey bare. 

With Strange Infusion will inspire the duSt, 

And in the Grave comma true afis of \uSt 

A Choice Collection of 1 80 Loyal Songs • Fanattck Zeal (p 38) : 

* 

Example, we do own 
Then Precept better is ; 

For Creswel she was safe, 

When she liv’d a Private Miss . 

It would seem that Mother Cresswell was celebrated for the same 
Erotic specialities as in later days won no small renown for a whole 
Bevy of lufty ladies, Mrs Collet, Mrs James, Emma Lee, Mrs. Shepherd, 
Mrs. Chalmers, Mrs. Price, and, above all, the famous Mrs^ Teresa Berkeley. 
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A Song at the "Loyal Feaft at VPJeSimmfier Kail (pf 344) 

No m<5re can Sedition and Church-Kef ormation 
Come from flogging at Creswels to having the Nation. 

The Jiunf mg of the Fox (p. 364) 

Scouf the Globe to the Axles, 

From Pole to Pole , then retire 
And center at Mother Creswels 
TKe Fox us'd to harbour there 

A Collet£ionrf 80 Loyal Foems, 1685 (p 86) 

That's worse than Mother CresweTs flogging is 

The Chapter { p 154)' 

Shall double Drink place? to feeling %o give * 

Shall't be Mzdzm^Creswel and not Mis Keeling ? 

Mrs CressweU's hospitality was greatly enjoyed by the Whigs, whose 
pirty she affe&ed, and so became especially notorious as being very adive 
m ministering to the private pleasures of Shaftesbury Her Puritan piety 
is admirably satirized by Tom }jkown m his Letters frorg the Detfl to the 
Living * cc From Madam Creswel of pious Memory'/# her Sitter in Iniquity 
'Moll Quarles of known Integrity ” The answer f;om Moll Quarles has 
muph humour 

In Tempest's Cries of London may be found an engraving said to repre- 
sent Mrs GresswelL concerning whom some ^particulars, which are, per- 
Jhaps, not very authentic, have been colle&ed in r Grainger's Hiftory of 
England , Vol VI 

The Obsfrvator,FJo 78, Wednesday, 7 December, 1681 . cc Whig Yes, 
yes, Madam Creswelk is* Convicted Tory So says Dick Janeway (No 
*04) [after above Thirty Years Practice of Bawdry ] Well ! 'Tis an unknown 
deal of mony that Good Woman has got by the way of True-ProteBant 
Concupiscence , But Moor-Fields Stands in so Pleasant an Air , and then 
there’s the FmeSt Walk there, for Meditation , from a Wench to a Sacrament ” 
Presumably Mother Cresswell died about 1683, as The Observatory Monday, 
2 June, 1684, h^s : “ What an Encouragement and matter of Edification , 
would it be to Youth, to sep a Grave Senator , doing his Gamboles m Moor- 
Fields at tfy£ Vanlting-SchCol of Mother Cresswell of Famous Memory ” 

In The Female Fire-Ships , A Satyr again ft Whoring, 4to, 1691, weJiave . 

Then would no Bewly, Stratford , Temple , Whipple , 

Cresswell nor Cozens, who so lov’d the Nipple 
Nor other Female Fachesses unknown, 

Want that disgrace is due to Vice alone 

As Tyill be noted, Mother Gifford is mentioned (with Cresswell) 
Gallantry A- la-mode, 1674, cited above In Dryden’s Sir Martin ^ Mar- AU, 
produced at the Duke's House Thursday, 15 August, 1667, IV, 1, Lord 
Dartmouth says “ Every Night I fin’d out for a new Maiden-Head, and 
she has sold it to me as often ns evCr Mother Temple , Bennet , or Gifford , have 
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put off boiFt-S Capons for Quails and Partridges 99 Of Motibc- J^ifFor^too 
the burlesque epilogue to^Duffett’s The Empress of Mgrocco , 1674, \ells us*: 


Shi needs muH be tn fpight of fate Bach 
Who seSs tough Hen for Quail and Tartndg . 


p 81. 

p. 81 
p 81 
p. 83 

p. 87 


In Wycherley’s hove m a Wood, Drury Lane, autiymn' 0^16715 V2ncenf 
says to Rang er • “ I was going to look you out, betwefcn»the Scenes at the 
Play-House, the Coffee-house, Tennis-Court, or Gifford's ”* “ D 5 yoy want 
a pretence to go to a Bawdy-house ? *i laughs hisffnend 
OvERTAisyEN Still in use in dialed £®r drunk Cf Tfymht, II, 1, where Polo-, 
nius says • “ There was a’ gaming , there o’ertaok in’s rouse ” Also, 1 be 
Spectator, No 450, Wednesday, 6 August, 1712 (Steele), “Since my 
co min g into’ the World I do not*emembsr j. was ever overtaken in 
save nine times, once at the Christening elf my first Child, thrice at our lty 

FeaSts, and five timac at driving of Bargains’” ’ c p ,„ e 

What a dickens 1 Cf The Merry Wives of Windsor, IE, 2, where Mrs r g 
says “ I cannot tell what the dickens his name is ” Didtefts = devhkips 
Cawdle Latin caldeUum, a hot din* Especially an prorating dnnJr or 

warm wine with sugar and spices „ , rh , Wild 

Mittimus A warrant of commitment to prison Cf. Dryifen s ‘■b 

Gallant, 4to, i63 9 , IV, 1, whereJuStice Trice says . Hang him, rogue , 

make*his rpittimus immediately ” nhtam 

Without bail on mainI-rize That 15 to say, with no permission to obtain 
release by finding sureties Mhinprize is a legal term for suretyship- ^ 
Barham’s The Hiuse-Warmng, Ingoldsby Legends • 


— That as to Prince Hal’s being taken t» jail, 

’Ey the London Police, without mainprize or bail, 

For cuffing a judge, it’s a regular fudge , 

And that Chief-JuStice Gascoigne, it’s very well known, 
Was kick’d out the moment h% caipe to the throne 


P 87 
p. 89. 


p. 92. 


[ortmain The condition of lands or tenements held inalienably by ecclesi- 
astical and other corporations T *,li«n rbcrm when to 

pirit of Contention One may compare die dark Italian charm, w 

rouse bitter Strife between persons on their we g- takes 

impotency m a husband whilst inflaming t s w > httb ston- 

an orange flower pounded wither, pepper, “J^g dfess, 

<•*> c&»”? s»»° 

pemti, Del passa che tu fai „whired at the Theatre 

E’S MY wife F So in Wycherley’s Lmin a W od > “ dee ms 

Royal in the autumn of 1671, possibly Oftober, o in a very 

it convenient to marry Miss Lucy, with whom he has been Kty* » 
compromising situation. 
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Epsom-Wel]s 

p. 95. MET A ARE., Professor Bensly has obliged me with the following ^interesting 
f note 

The original author of this Greek quotation is unknown It opcurs as 
an anonymous quotation <n section 3 of the 3d chapter of the treatise which 
used to be known and is StiH, for convenience, describees “ Longinus on 
the Sublime*” though, as W Rhys Roberts says in the preface to his^d 
e coition of it (1907), <c the modern editor must . . challenge the ascription 

and explain the description He muSt point out that the author is probably 
not the historical Lofgmus, while the subject is not ‘ the Sublime 9 in the 
ordinary acceptation of "th£t ^term 99 

Tne text of the quotation is given thus in f modern editions (J. Vahlen, 
19*) 5e W Rhys Roberts, 1907) 

e peyaXcny dnoAtpOalvecv opens, eif/eves apapn^pay transl by Roberts “ failure 
in a great attempt is at least a noble error ” 

♦As regards the text of the quotation, in the edition by Paulus Manutius 
(Venice, 1555), it is printed as f ueyaXa>s a irdKicrQalveiv apapTqp cvyevis, 
thus forming an unsatisfa&ory lajjabic trimeter 

For the thought compare the epitaph cn Phaethon, Ovid Metamorphoses, 
w, 327-328. 

Hie situs eSt Phaethon, currus aurigSi paterm 
Quern si ’non tenuit, magnu tamcn excidit aus&. 

(& Browning, passim) 

The context m which the author of the Ttepi vifiovs introduces the 
quotation is this 

Writers find it >ard to avoid tumidity and fearing to be feeble they fall 
into the opposite extreme ir^iBop^voi rco ' pey aAcov airoAicrdalveiv opens evyeves 
dpaprrjpa 

The way m which the quotation is introduced by “ trusting in 11 
looks as though it was once well known I do not find it in th 
of old Greek proverbs 

The forms oAtcrflCuW & oXiadavco are both found, but oAt erdatven is later 
p. toi, Clodpate Thjp old^ nickname Vas given to Oliver Cromwell, and m ballads 
circa 1678 torScroggs Underhill excelled m this role Chatte ng^about 
the theatre, Sir Quibble Queere in D’Urfey’s The Richmond Heiress, pro- 
duced at Drury Lane m the spring of 1692-3, cries • “ And jolly Cave Under- 
hill m Epsom Wells ? How does my comical justice do, hah ? ” 
p. 101 Carolina This part was originally played by Mrs Johnson^ an aftress 
famous for her beauty Etherege, writing from Ratisbon to Lord Middleton 
in November, 1686, mentions that a company from Nuremberg has visited 
the local theatre. He adds “ There is a Comedian in the Troop as hand- 
som at least as the faire made of the West, wch you have seen at Newmarket, 
and makes as much noise m this little Town, & gives as much jealousies 
to ye Ladys as ever Mrs Wright, or Mrs Johnson did m London.” 
p. 104 Sir C. S Sir Charles Sedley, 
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p. 104. They did so to' Ben. The New Jw ; or, The Light Heart, was p d cecPic* 
January, 1629, but was received so unfavourably as not to be even heard 
te\ the end It was published by the author two years afterwards, with an 
angry title-pageMeclaring it to be here offered “ As it was never Aftejl, but 
mo§t negligently Played by some, the King’s Servants , and rfiore 
squeamishly beheld and cgnsiyred by others, the King’s Subjects, 1619. Nqw 
at last set at liberty to the Readers, % his Ma/eff/s Servants and Subje&s* 
1631 99 A Tale of a Tub , a&ed in 1633, the laft drarfcafcc Vork Jonson* 
brought on the Stage, seems to have fared little better 

p 104. Half crown The price of admittance* to the Pitt Pepys, Wednesday, 1- 
January, 1667-8, notes “ after dinner to the Du^e of York’s playhouse, 
and * there saw * Sir Martin Mar-all ’ H&:e a mighty company of 
citizens, ’prentices, and others , and it makes me observe,# that when I 
begun first to* be able to bestow a*play on* myself, I do not reijiember # that 
I saw so many by half of the ordinary ’prditices and mean people in the pit 
at zs 6d a-piece as now , I going fd* several years do high r than the izd. 
and then l%e 18 d places, though 5 Stramed hard to go in then when I did * 
so much the vanity and prodigality of the age is to be b erved in this 
particular 99 

In the Epilogue to The Generous Enemies, a medy by John Corye, pro- 
duced at Drury Lane in 1671, Mrs Boutell spoke the lines . 

Though there I see — Propitious Angels sit, (Points at the boxes . 

Still ihere’§ a NeS^of Devils in the Pit, 

By whom our Plays, like QuldrRn, juft alive. 

Pinch’d by the Fairies, never after thrive • 

’Tis bu? your Half-crown, Sirs , that wont undt>. 

In a snarli ng*§atire on Otway, printed 11! Poems dh State- Affai s, Vol HI. 
(The Second Edition,^ 1716, p no Also MS Harl 7317, folio 6b), the 
following couplet occurs * 

Was’t not enough, ithat *t W? tedious May 
I lavish’d half a Crown, and half a Day. 


p 104. Masks Cf Dryden’s Prologue to Marriage- A-la-Mode, produced at Lincoln’s 
Inn Fields about EaSter, 1672 * 

Poor pensive Punk now peeps ere Plays begin. 

Sees the bare Bench, and dares^not venture in 
But manages her laft. Half-crown with care. 

And trudges to the Mill, on foot, f<* Air 


p. 105 Whitehall. Epsom Wells was a£ed at Whitehall on the 27 December, 1672. 
p 105. Had been by others done It was- commonly rumoured that Sir Charles 
Sedley had revised Shadwell’s comedy So in Mac Elecknoe Dryden suggests 

ttiis „ _ ~ 

But let no alien S-dl-y interpose 
To lard with wit thy hungry Epsom prose 


p 105. 


Vour ROYAL lord forgave Charles II had seen Epsom Wells at the Theatre 
on a December, 167a, probably the day of the firft ^produ&on He d o 
was present on the 4 December following, so pleased was he with Shadwell s 

scenes 
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p 107 r Soteraignly A modish expressipn. Cf Marnagi-A-lorMode, III, 1, where 
• Melantha asks Fhilotis “ How does that Laugh become nly Face ? ” 

“ Sovereignly welf, Madam,” answers the Abigail “ Sovereignly ? 99 cries 
the lady, all ago g, “ Let me die that’s not ami& That Word shall not be 
yours , I’ll invent it, and bring it up my fdf My i?ew point Gorget shall 
be yours upon’t Not a wopd of f the # W r ord, I charge you ” 
jp. IC7 . The He^t It has been suggested that the name qf this dance (hey or hay) is 
^ d&riFed from the' French, haie = a hedge, the dancers, who $food m two 

rows, being compared to hedges It seems to have been a kind of reel, andr 
Thornot Arfceau describes one of the passages-at-arms m the BufFons or 
Matassms as the “ Passage <Je la Haye ” This was solely danced by men who 
imitated a cbmfoat In Playford’s Mustek! s Handmaid (1678^, an air is found** 
entitled ** The Canaries, or the Lfay 99 The Canaries was greatly m vogue 
in France temp Loms XIV Two partners dancerd, and it appears a variant 
of the jig 

p 107. Lyons in the Tower Until the reign of William IV, when the few animals 
th^c remained were removed m November, 1^34, to tfoc Zoological Gardens, 
Regent’s Park, the Town Menagerie ; was one of the sights of London. 
Stow^ays that m 123 5 the Emperor Frederick sent Henry III three leopards, 

<c smce r thC wfin^h time these lions and others have been kept in a part of 
this bulwark [the Tower] called the Lion Tower, and their keepers there 
lodged . In the 16th of Edward III, oise lion, one lioness, and one 
leopard, and two cat lions m the $aid Tow^r, were comnfitted'co the custody 
of Robert, the son of John Bown 99 For an apeourft of aVisi^fo the Lions 
*see Addison, The Freeholder , No 47 

p. 108. Rap and rend A common alliteration m fhe sixteenth and seventeenth 
centuries*' signifying to snatch and seize Chaucer, The Chanomns Yemannes 
Tale> G 14*2, Skeat,. 

Ye shul nat winne a myte on that chaffare, 

But waSten al that ye may rape and renne. 

■“ Rape and renrfe 99 is corrupted from an older phrase repen and men. 
Anglo-Saxon , hreptan and hnnan , / e , handle and touch 

Fuller, Church History, 1655, IV, 1, 12 cc She . snatched all she could 
rape and rend, unto herselfe ” 

p. 108 Galenists Those who followed, or were presumed to follow, the rules and 
prescriptions of the famous Galen, a d 130 — circa 200 It may be remarked 
that Galen refused absolutely to attach himself to any one medical school of 
thought, and dubbed the* exclusive followers of Hippocrates, Praxagoras, 
or any other master, mere slaves He himself chose from the tdhets of each 
what he believed to be good, pradhcal, and true. The Third Book of 
William Salmon’s Synopsis Medecmal , 8vo, 1671, shows “ the way of curing, 
according to the precepts of Galen and Paracelsus ” Gideon Harvey m 1675 
published “ The disease of London , or A new discovery of the ucurvey . 
'And several methods of curing the said Disease, by Remedies both Galemcal 
and Chymical ” 8vo 

p.109. At both,. ends Cotgrave has “ Brusler la chandelle par les dgux 

bouts ” 

p. no. Lock of Hay. A lock is a quantity, usually a small one, especially of hay or 
Straw. Prom . Paru , circa 1440 Lok of hey . . uola The phrase is Still 

in dialed use. 
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p. iio As FAT, AND a$ foggy Foggy is “ bloated,” “ pursy,” or as ften gay 
“ puffy ” Cf Etherege The Man of Mode , #0*1676, 1 , «, where the “ ovef- 
garown Jade with the Flasket of Guts before*her ” is dubbed “ Foggy Nan ” 
p. no. Frenchman. Pe>ys, Friday, 7 September, 1666, notes that SA X^illfflm 
Coventry*" hopes \fre shall have no pubhque diStraftions upon this* fire, 
which is what every bc?dyfea*s, because of the talkeof the French having a 
hand m it ” # 

p. no. The Second of September Under which date Evefy has*. “This* fata! 

night, about ten, began the deplorable fire, near Fish-StrSet, in* London ” 
The fire actually began at the house 0$ a baker najned Farryner, in Pudding. 
Lane, leading from EaStcheap to hower Thames Street 
p no Sodomy Evelyn speaking of the Great Fire, 3 September, 1666, writes • Thus, 
I left it this afternoon burning, a resemblance of Sodom, o$ the last day. 

. . Londoil was, but it is no mpre ! ” 

p. in. Sea-coal Coal brought to London by sea, ^nd as sea-coal diStihguished*from 
charcoal the common coal of the period Cf V mice Preserv'd, produced at 
Dorset G,%rden, ^February* 1681*1-2, II, 3, where Renault sa^s • 

Give but an Englishman his Whqre and*eise. 

Beef and a Sea-coal fire, he’s y rs for ever. 

p. iii % ^Gad-ooks Godsookers, Godsakers A combination of God’s and a second 
^ element \yhich is rrfeamngles^ or hopelessly corrupt These petty oaths 
Vere common Cf Tbe'Rehearsal, produced at the Theatre Royal, December, 
1671, III,* 2, where Bayes cries' “ Nay, pray, Sir, have a ht&e patience : 
Godsookers you 5 ! spoil all my Play ” 

p. 1 1 2. Piling Trees To pilL= to peel, to decorticate, to Strip off the bark Cf. 

The Merchant of Venice , I, 3, of Jacob : The sSilful shephesd pill’d e 
, certain wands ” , 

p. 1 12. Bury in flannel The Woollen Aft, 18 & 19 Charles II, c 4, made it obli- 
gatory for shrouds to be of flannel Cm Oldha , area 1683, Sabre* in 
Imitation of the Third of Juvenal , 1682 

To speak the truth great part of England now 
In their own Cloth will scarce vouchsafe to go : 

Only, the Statutes Penalty to save 

Some few perhaps wear Wollen in the Grave 

Shadwell himself in his will, for which see Introduction, direfted that lie 
should be buried in flannel 

When the executors of Sir Charles Sedley, who was buried 26 August, 
1701, in the fa mil y vault at Soutfcfleet Church, were unable to certify that 
the body had been clothed in cerements of wool according to the Statute 
fhey were mulfted m a fine of fifty shillings for the poor of the Parish 
p. «i 1 2. French Kick-shaws Kickshaw is a corruption of the French qyelque chose 
The word meaning a trifle, something quite unimportant, is conynon in 
contemporary literature Cf Timon A. Satyr, by Buckin ham and Rochester, 
where the very English host says 

As for Trench Kickshaws, Cellery, and Champoon, 

Ragous and FricasSes, in troth we’ave none. 
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p. m. r Stand of Ale. To du$t a Stand is tp toss off liquor , * to tipple merrily. Shad- 
well's own likmgf for ale was notorious, and this is a favourite phrase-with 
him. Cf the concluding couplet of his Letter m Verse to Wycherley : 

To Morrow he's to du& a Sfand, 

That is your Servant to Command* 

r r r 

p. in rW inowi^ky r 19 June, 1669, Michael Korybut ^lsmowiecki, a Lithuanian 
PikStr was ele&ed' by the Diet King of Poland Acceptmg the honour 
with tears, he proved indeed a timid sovereign, and on 18 O&ober,^ 
1672, became, a suppliant, foi peace against his Turkish foe This was only 
granted 011 the mo$t degrading terms Despised by his subje&s, King 
Michael diea life shame and sorrow, 10 November, 1673 * 
p. 1 1 3. Ninepins Mrs Pinchwife m The (fountry-Wife envying the JLondon ladies, 
cries * that they are V dre£t every day m their be£ Gowns , and I warrant 
yc 5 u, play at nine £ inf* every day of the week, so they do '' 
pc 1 1 3. Stum'd Wind To Stum is ten raise a new fermentation m wine by the tnckish 
addition of Stum or mu£t 

p v ii3. Wall-fac’d. Stupid ; expressionless as 4 blank wall 

p. 113. PantalOOns The fashionable -French canons or wide breeches In The 
Gentleman Dancing- Master, ifl, 1, the Spanish Don m mockery calls Monsieur 
f “ Monsieur de Pantalloons " 

p. 116/ Blunts and Sharps. Foils for fencing Sir W Hop <z. Swordsman’ s Vade 
Mecum, 1694, speaks of “ The onjy Safe and Secure Play,” withPeithsrdBlunts 
or Sharpes.” 

p. 1 1 8, p Co*d-sniggs A minang meaningless oath Cod is a corruption of God, and 
mgs, not being found in any other contest, is probably a fabrication 
Simpkm fne Clown m the little interlude Srnpkin , fOox’s Drolls , *672, swears 
“ Uds mgge*s nogg^rs ” 

p. 1 1 8 . Cribach A rare form of Cnbbage, not recorded by the N. E, D Cnbbage 
was introduced into England early m th® seventeenth century v and is fully 
described by Cotton,^ Compleat GameHer , 1672 
p. 1 19. The Church! S Marur’s r The old church was pulled down in 1824, when 
die present nave &nd aisles were built, and the only old part of the present 
edifice is the tower, which dates from the fifteenth century, but has been- 
recased and grossly modernized From a print circa 1800 it would seem 
that the chancel was of the thirteenth century. The first book of the 
registers has baptisms and marriages from 1695 to 1740 
p. 1 1 9. Buff Belts. In The Souldier’s Fortune, I, Sylvia describes Courtine as dressing 
“ Filthily enough of all Conscience, with a thred-bare Red-Coat, which his 
Taylor dunsdum for to this £)ay, over which a great broad greasie buff Belt, 
enough to turn any one's Stomach but a disbanded Souldier*' In Mrs 
Behn's The Luckey Chance , II, 1 , Gammer Grime, Gayman's Landlady m 
Alsatia, taunts her gueSt with wearing an “ old Campaign — with tan'd 
coloured Lining — once red — but now all the Colours of the Ram-bow, a 
Cloke to sculk m a N; rrd a pair of piss-bum'd shammy Breeches ” 
p. 121* Plain-dealing. “Plan d , ■ g is best ” is quoted as a proverb m the rough 
'old Tragical Comedy of Apiuz and Virginia, which was probably afted as early 
as 1563 ^although not printed until 1575 There was a game of cards called 
“ Plain Dealing,” which is described by Cotton m his Compleat GameHer, 
1680 

p 121. Pothecaries Shop In Killigrew's The Parson’s Wedding, I, 3, Jolly describes 
visitrvto his Cousin in the country r , “ I never visited such an hospital,” he 



cries, “ it Stunk like Bedlam , . She is my Cozen , but he Sdp stJch a 
complaint to me, I thought he had married thb Comp y of Surgeons-hall*- 
for his dire&ions to me for several things for his Wife’s use, were fitter for 
a pothecaries-shop than a Ladies Closet 0 % 

p. 1 21. Green-salve Or Green Butter This unguent is fully described fa A 
Chymtcal Difyensatory, i 6%, Boolean, c 87, p 146 - “ Written lmLatineobv 

^ Dr Joannes Sphroeder and Englished by W Rpwland ” 4 

p. 121. Sore Legs In The Beaux $trategem, produced at the Haymarket in March 
1706-7, Lady Bountiful is described as “ An old, civil counfry gerJtlewp an’ 
that cures all her neighbours of all diften^pers,” and at the beginning of 
A& iy a rustic goody makes application to her, sawing, <c I come seventeen 
long mail to have a cure for my husband’s so r* leg ” 
p. Tzi. Tongs and Key Cf A Midsummer Night's Dream (4to, 1600), I,V “ Clown : 

I have a reasonable good ease ir>» musicke Let us have the tongs ar^d the 
bones ” Musicke Tongs, Rurall Musicke Inigo Jones hash "sketch repre- 
senting this c< rural tnusic ” Tongs'* were StruCk by*a key, and they belong 
to the domain of*‘ kitchemmusicj for an account of whichhee The Spectator , 
570, Wednesday, 21 July, 1714, where Damtry’s concert is described* 
<c Fmdmg our Landlord so gre&t 3. Proficient jp Kitc^&i-Musick, I asked 
him if he was Master of the Tongs and Key He Ibid me that he had laid 
it down some years since, as a littie unfashionable , but thaf lfl pleased he 
would give me % lesson upoq the Gridiron ” 
p. 1 21^ * John IIopktns or Ro rt Wisdom. Hopkins, died 1570, part-translator wi<& 

* ■, Thomas Sie^nhold and** others of the famou * metrical version of the Psalms 
In 1549 $ternhold’s Certayne Primes, a&ually nineteen, was psmtefl, and m 
December of tha same year, the author being dead, the book was re-issued 
with additions, some^of the new versions being by Hopkins The British 
^Museum contains more than 600 edition of this* doggerel, between 1549 
and 1828! Robert Wisdom, died 1568, Archdeacon of Ely/ was a sour 

o fanatic, “ Archbotcher of a psalm or prayer.” His metrical translation of 
Psalm exxv, was in use as late as 1695 Cf Dr , Speed’s Bait upoq Baity 
written m 1679 

Could I with equal Metre Hopkins fit, 

Ou t-SternhoId Sternhold, Wudom eke out wit 

p. 123. Cross I win. Pile you lose. Croix ou pile As we cry * Heads I win, Tails 
you lose In Killigrew’s The Parson's Wedding, I, 3, Mrs Pleasant says : 
cc Cross or Pile, will you have hinj yet or no * ” # 

p. 1 23 . Tick The phrase “ on tick ” was thetf coming into general use Cf Dryden’s 

* An Evening's Love , Theatre Royal, June, 1668, where Wildblood says to 
Jacintha, who wishes to gamble “ Play on tick, and lose the Indies ” 

p. 123. 42. I <?., 1642 In allusion to the ore ceremonious gallantry of the Court of 

Charles I, and perhaps particularly to the fashion of the so-called Platonic 
'Love, which James Howell in a letter, 3 June, 1634, describes as consisting 
“ m contemplations, and ideas of the mind, not in any casual fruition ” 
He adds : “ This Love sets the Wits of the Town on work ” 
pw 123.* Combs his peruque In The Parson's Wedding , folio 1663 , 4 3, we have * ec Enter 
Jack Constant , Will S add. Jolly, and a Footman, they comb their heads, sfiid 
talk ” In Les Precieuses Ktdicules , fir& aded at Pans 18 November, 1659, 
Mascanlle, “ Apres s’etre |>eigne et avoir ajuSte ses canons,” seriously com- 
mences his conversation. 
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p. 123 Mother of the Maids The Maids of Honour had a Mother at least as early 

r as the reign of Elizabeth The office is supposed to have been abolished 

about the period ot tfye Revolution m 16B8 The Mother ofithe Maids in 

the Court of Q. was Sanderson, daughter of 

Sir Edward T^ wife ^ Sanderson, Gendeman 

of the Privy Chamber On Saturday*. 17 May, 1662, Pepys and Mr Moore 
“ to tfie Wardrobe to dinner where dined Mrs , Sanderson, the mother of 
the maids ” 19 July, 1676, Evelyn r notes “ Went to the funeral of Sir 
William Sanderson, husband to the Mother of the Maids . He was * 
buried at Westminster 99 rBut the Portuguese ladies attending 6n the Queen 
had their dyn Guarda-dames Evelyn, 2 June, 1662 “ Now saw I (the 

Queen’s) Portuguese ladies, and the Guarda-damas, or Mother of the Maids ” 

p 125. Lay, by your pleading In The Loyal Garland, , 5th edition, 1686, is g$ven 
** The Dominion pf -the SwcKd A Song made in the Rebellion,” which 
conamences — 

' Lay by your pleading. Law lies a-bleeding 
Burn all your Studies, and throw away y£ur reading, . . . 

It is a?sp in Loyal Songs , 1731, £, p 223, as “ The Tower of the Sword 99 , m 
t Merry Drollery Complete , 1661 and 1670 , in Tills to Purge Melancholy , VI, 
19^ , and m other collections Love lies a-bleeding , m imitation of Law lies 
a-bleeding, is given in Merry Drollery Complete , 1&61 and 1670. There are also 
copies in ballad form, in which the tune is entitled The Cyclops % it begins : 

Lay by your pleading. Love lies a-bleeding. 

Burn all your poetry, and throw $way your reading, . . . 

p. 123. Fire-ship A ^vessel freighted with combustibles and explosives, which is 
^ent adrift among the enemy’s ships to destroy ’em* Steele, Tailer , XXI, 
1709 “ Sir Edward Whitaker with five Men of War, four Transports, and 

two Fire-ships was arrived at that Port ” 

p. 12(5 Aqua Mirabtilis A- yell-known invigorating cordial Cf Dryden’s 
fylarnage-a-la-Moda, 4to, 1672, III, 1 “ The Country Gentlewoman 

who treats her with Furmity and CuStard, and opens her dear Bottle of^ 
Mirabilu beside, for a Jill-glass of it at parting 99 Also Mrs Behn’s Sir 
Patient Fancy, produced at Dorset Garden January, 1677-8, IV, 4, where 
Sir Patient exclaims “ Oh, I’m sick at Heart, Maundy fetch me the Bottle 
of Mirabilts in the Closet 99 

p. 127. If she would eat gcld Cf Dryden’s The Kind Keeper , or, Mr Limberham, 
Dorset Gar 4 en, March, 1677-8, II, 1, where Aldo says of Mrs Tricksy, 

<e Would I Were worthy to be a young Man, for her sake She»should eat 
Pearl, if she would have ’em 99 And Limberham replies “ She carf digest 
’em, and Gold too Let me tell you. Father Aldo, she has the Stomach of 
an EStrich ” 

p. 128. Tory Rory In a rowdy, boisterous way Cf Cotton’s Scarromdes, Virgil 
Traveshe, IV . 

She found him set among his Mates, 

The rest o’ th’ Trojan Runagates, 

Puff’d like a Foot-ball with Vam-glory, 

Roaring and drinking tory-rory 

The phrase is of somewhat obscure* origin , probably a rhjming expansion 
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of “ rory ” It has no connexipn with Tory, although after i68» iUs often' 

' linked up for the sake of the obvious jingle and application 
p 128. Mum, A kind of beer, originally brewed Brunswick Cf the Epilogue to 
Duffett’s skit The Empress of Morocco, produced at Drury Lane in die $>nng 
of 1674-s * ® 

Brums'ick, Morn’s rneer puddle. 

And Rhenish Wine h jure fuddle. 

But Brandy is the Liquor 
Makes alT your veins flow quicker. 

p 128. Lolpoop The Dictionary of the Canting Crew lias : "* “ Lolpoop , a Lazy, Idle* 
Drone*’ 7 

pi ZQ Gleek. An early French game at cards supposed to be derived in title from 
the German word Gluck, hazard or chance It is played by three persons 
who hold twelve cards 'each and draw from the remamder, which is called 
the Stock The players bid successively fior the Stock, and the successful 
bidder pays for hu> cards m^accor^ance with the value of the cards held by 
his opponents Cotton, The Compleat Game Her, 1680, pp ^41 sqq 
p. 134. Falstaff “ Beware inStm& , the fipn will not touch the trut prince Instinct 
is a great matter, I was a coward oh mStinfi 2 shall Think the better of 
myself and thee durmg my life , I for a valiant lion, and thou 1 for a true 
prince ” I King Henry IV , n, 4 

p. 134. ^ Scower -To scower was to rampage the Streets at night noisily and drunkenly 
-The ^ange$0us rowciies^who mfeSted London with their no&urnal black- 
guardism for well-nigh two huqdred^and fifty years were known in the 
reign of Ciiarles II as Scourers, which name seems to have come iSto use 
^fter the Restoration The Scourers were succeeded by 2 he Rake-hells ; 
and afterward by '•the Mohocks ^ 

p 134. Ombre It is. saicPthat this excellent and long fashionable card-game was 
introduced into England by Queen Catherme of Braganza, ahd that the 
name is from the Spanish Hombre, a man It can be played by three or % 
two persons Quadrille is a variety of ^on^re played by four T£ere?s an 
elaborate treatise on this interesting game ->by (> Lord Aldenham, Third 
Edition, 1902, Privately Printed for the Roxburghe Club 
p. 134 Langtriloo Or Lanterloo, an old form of the game now called Loo. It 
was exceedingly fashionable, and there are many references Cf Crowne, 
Sir Courtly Nice , produced at Drury Lane in the spring of 1685, III, Surly’s 
raillery of Sir Courtly “ thou art the only Court-Card Women love to 
play with * the very Pam at Lantereloo, the Kftave that picks up all ” Pam 
is the Knave of clubs, especially irf the game^of F^ve-card Loo, in which 
-this card is the highest trump Cf Pope, The Rap i of the Dock (1 71 2-14), 
III, 61-2 

Ev’n mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens o’er threw 
And mow’d down Armies in the Fights of Lu 

p 3*37. You had reason Avoir Raison = to be in the right The phrase is very 
frequent Cf The Gentleman Danang-MaHer , Dorset Garden, Ma»ch„i672 ; 
4to, 1672, IV, 1 “ The Fool has reason, I find, and J am the Coxcomb 

while I thought him so ” 

p. 137 Hockamore Hock, the Anglicized form of Hockheimer from Hockheim on 
the Mam, where this wine is chiefly vintaged Cf Sedley’s Bellamira , or. 
The MiHress , produced at Drhry Bane, May, 1687 (4to, 1^87), II, i s when 
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Lionel is rapturously talking of ^Isabella, and Meiryman asks “ Her Age 3 ” 

“ Seventeen/’ replies Lionel “ I have drunk excellent Hockaf/wre ©f that 
Age/ 9 refleds Merrypan, to be violently interrupted by L^pnel’s “ Damn 
thy dull Hockamore J 19 

p, 138. That’s once A vulgar phrase expressing 'determination Cf The Country - 
Wife, Eli, % where Mrs Pinchwtfe, Jpifging to see London sights, declares : 
“ N^y, I r will go abroad, jthat’s once 99 

p. 138. I am Tc-iBvDuKE of "Norfolk Or Paul’s Steeple This very old tune is fre- 
quently mentioned under both names In Playford’s Danctng Matter from 
1650 to 1695., it is called “ Paul’s Steeple 99 In his Division Violin, 1685, at 
p 2, it is tailed c< The Du fee of Norfolk, or, Paul’s Steeple ” , and at p 18 
“ Paul’s Steeple, or, the Duke of Norfolk ” The Steeple of r the old Cathedral 
pf S Paul which was proverbial £or height was set on fire by lightning and 
burned down 4 June, 156V The original ballad does not appear to be 
known, but there i£ a reference to it m Fletcher’s Monsieur Thomas , III, 3, 
where the fiddler when asked by Thoijias which ballads he best knows 
coxnmences his lift thus 

Under your masterships correction, I can sing 
The Duke of Norfolk 

Within recent memory there prevailed in Suffolk at the harvest suppers a 
curious custom of trolling out ?n old song Vhich began 

I am the Puke ot Norfolk, 

Newly come to Suffolk, 

Say shall I be attended, or no, no v no 
Good Duke be not offended. 

And .you shall be attended. 

And you shall be attended, now, now, now 

p, 138. Green Sleeves Or Which nobody can deny , has been a favourite tune from the 
days of Elizabeth i£stil;the present time The earliest mention seems to be 
M:he ballad o£ GPeen Sleeves , licensed September, 1580, c£ A new Northern 
Dittye of the Lady Greene Sleeves 99 But it was popular even earlier In Th&~ 
Dancing Matter , 1686, the tune appears as Green Sleeves and Pudding Pies 
p. 138. Virginals All instruments of the harpsichord and spinet kind were termed 
virginals, it is said because maidens were wont to play upon ’em 
p. 139. T e Suburb Debauches. In the days of Queen Elizabeth and for more than 
a century and a half after her reign the London suburbs were notorious for 
houses of dl-fame, so that*a “ suburbian ” meant a whore. In Heywood’s 
The Rape of Lucre ce, 4to, 1608, the merry lord Valerius sings <c a song of all 
the pretty suburbians,” II, 3 Dekker, Lanthorne and Candle-Light, 1608, 
IX, writes of e< The Infe&jon of the Suburbs,” and cries “ How happy 
therefore were Citties if they had no Suburbes ! ” He describes at length 
the brothels and dens of the London suburbs, “ the dores^of notorious 
„ Carted Bawdes , like Hell-gates ” 

p. 14^ New Inn The New Inn dates from about 1660 It Stood m the High Street, 
and ls^now called Waterloo House, being occupied by shops At present 
it is mainly an eighteenth century two-Story building of red brick with 
plastered quoins, and a low gable m the middle of the front , m the roof 
are attics lighted by good dormer windows. There is a fine gable end 
ove$. the original entrance, which leads into a narrow central courtyard, 
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whence there 'is an exit at the opposite end. On the firft floor, pproachet? 
by a wide Staircase with qarvfed balufter, was the Assembly Roolh, now* 
cut up by partitions 

p 143. Sir Pol Sir Pollack Would-Bee m Volpoue.^ 

p. 143. Rub, rub 'Qtfaonary Wanting Crew, area 1700: “Rub-rub, us’d qxi (Sheens 
when the Bowl flees tod faft, to have it forbear, if Words wou’d^lo it ” 
p. 144. The Window Supposed to loe thb window of the inn ^overlooking 

"bowling-green Actually the addresses would»use one*of ti^e balconies over* 
the permanent proscemuni doors. 

p. 145. Caqaracamouchi Edward Ravenscroft’s The Citizen Turn’d Gentlem&t was 
produced at Dorset Garden m the^ summer* of 1S723 probably on 4 JulyT 
This^ comedy was printed 4to, 1672/ and re-issue^ a QMama ouch , 4to, 1675 
It is largely borrowed from Le Bourgeois Genttlhomme , which was produced 
at Chambord->i4 Odfcober, 1670, ai^d at Pans 0G t ^ ie followmg £9 November 
It will readily be remembered that m Le Bourgeois Genttlhomme , IY*i/we Idkvc 

CoveiUe Savez-vous bien ce que veuf d?re casaracawouchen ? 

Monsteur Jour dam c ' Cacarafa oueftn? Non 

CoveiUe 3 C’eft a dire Ma chere ame. 

Monsieur Jourdatn . Cacaracamouchen veut dire : Ma che ame. 

CoveiUe. Oui 

Monsieur Jourdatn Voila qm eft merveill&x ! CacaracamoSchen : Ma 
chere ame. 

p. 145.^ Pigs p Nye.° Pet, darling* The wbrd is fro baby talk. Cf. Massinger’s Th%f> 
’'PiffurV), heeded 8_June, ^629, 4*1:0, 1630, II, 1 " 

If thou art. 

As I beDeve, the £%zney of his heart.” 

In The Temp ft, altered by Davenant and Bryden, 5 V, 4, TnncuJ,o addresses 
Sycorax •with “ how does y Pigs-nye 5 ” 

p. 148. Charm the air MacbetS, IV, 1, the First Witch, “ I’ll charm the r to give a 
sound In D’Avenant’s version this linens given to “ Heccate.” Mach fib 
was one of the moft popular of ShakSpSare’^ plays upon theReftoration 
Stage, and it was frequendy seen by Pepys * D’Avenant considerably 
the witch scenes with much theatrical effed, so that Downes 
considered the tragedy as “ bemg m the nature of an Opera ” and re arks 
“ it proves Sill a lasting play ” 

p. 149. Feed their dogs. Cf. in D’Urfey’s The Marrtage-Hater Match d, produced 
at Drury Lane in January, 1691-2, the charader of La Pupsey, aided by 
Charlotte Buder, “An Impertinent-Creature, always Stuffing her Discourse 
,with hard words, and perpetually kissing and talking to her Lapdog.” 
p 149.. Shop-lifts. An abbreviated for of Shop-lifter . 

p.150. Recullisence A corruption of Recognizance Cf Middleton s Michaelmas 
Term , 1607, III, 4 : “Co e then,' and be a witnesse to a Recullisence 
p.150. Stingo. Humming ale. Ingoldsbj Legends : 

Thys Franklyn, Syrs, he brewed goode ayle. 

And he called it Rare goode Styngo ! 

S,T,Y,N,G, 0 ! 

He call’d it Rare goode Styngo. 
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•SpBiESKi Prince Lubomirsky was^ a great Polish magnate, whose ambition 
juSt when the Peace of DaroviCha „was being concluded in 1&S4 cearlv 
wrecked his counfry by involving her in a bloody Civil War Mirkai 
Wisniowiecki was ejected King of Poland, 19 feme, 1669 Upon his death 
in 1674 he was succeeded by John Sobiesk>< 1624-1 696), the heroic deliverer 
of Vienna, and defender of Poland, against the Ottomans Wenceslaus 
PotoCki was, in his epic, poems, at the end of the seventeenth century a 
worthy representative of the true national spirit. 1 

Lattik Ware Latten, a mixed yellow metal like (or the same as) brass 
The Bishop of Munster phnStoph Bernhard Von Galen, Bishop of Munster 
1650-78, U most notable sgcular as well as ecclesiastical ruler He com- 
pelled the rebellious city of MunSter, after a long siege, to ^knowledge his 
sovran rights He succeeded in clearing his territory of foreign troops 
On 13 June, 1665, he made 3 private treaty with Charles II, and in August 
o* t ^ iat y£ ar invaded ^Holland In 1674-5, during the war with Sweden he 
overran Pomerania, and gained parts of the Archdiocese of Bremen and’the 
Diocese of Verdun At hoop he restored" Church discipline and established 
a? excellent school system throughouthis domam ' 

Fox t 'A common old word for drunk It is a favourite with Pepys E s 
Tuesday *4 July, 1663 I made him almost foxed, the poor man having’ 
but a bad head, and not used I believe now-a-days to drink much wine ” 
Bellarmine A large glazed dn-ki "g-jug with capacious belly and narrow 
neck, originally designed by the Protects of the L-ow Countries as a 
grotesque likeness of their great opponent the Bh&sed ftobert'Bellarmine, 
bj (1542-1621) Ainsworth’s Eatm Dictionary, 1783, has 'Amphithetu 

d i rea 5 J^ U P ° T r 1 U S • • a rrunmer , a bellarmine ' See also Chambers’s 
Botfe of Bays, I, 371 

Bon Nouscius^ Rather “ bonus noscius *’ The Spanish bZenat-noches passed 
into general parlance, just as since certain Frencn tag&have especially become 
popukr One may compare the use of-this phrase in Porter’s The Carnival 
(although here the scene is laid in Seville), 4 to, 1664, V, 2, where Felices 


oome it you will. 

If you won't, chuse, bonus Nochtos. 

Clay hill In Henry Pownall’s Hiflory of Epsom, 1825, Toland (1711) is 
quoted Two or three pleasant lanes branch out, being the extremity of 
the roads which lead to the town from the slow declivities of the neigh- 
bouring hills These are preferred to the principal Streets, by such as are 
lovers of silence and retirement and are known of the names of Clay Hill, 
New Inn thine, and Woo'dcote Green ” 

At the door One of the permanent proscenium doors 
To SHOW your breeding A frequent quotation from The Rehearsal, II, 2 : 
r You must begin Mon foy. 2 King Sweet Sir, Par domes moj, 

Bayes Mark tint I makes ’em both speak French, to shew their breeding. 
In her address To The Reader ’’ prefixed to Str Patient Fancy, 4 to, !6 7 8, 
rs Behp disclaiming plagiarism, writes “ Others to show their breeding 
(as Bays sayes) cryed it was made out of at least four French Plays ” 

Bugbears and bugaboos Cf Beaumont and Fletcher, T’he 
Prophetess , 1622, IV, 5, Geta’s cry 


My face was bad enough But now I look 

Like Bloody-Bone and Raw-head to frighten children. 
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Practice of Pilty. The Brattice of Piety was a popular little religious madfuai 
which with some shght alterations ran through many editions. Wc have 1 
Of the Daily Practice of Piety , also Devotions nd Praters tn ti e of (Captivity* 
London Printed by J F , for Richard* Roytton , at the Angel 19 lyy*La, 
1660 Al$o The Pmttue of Piety , direfting a Chrittian how to # walfe # . 
printed m Twelves , and in a small Volume for the Ppck$t in Twenty-Fours, 
1 6 84 There are cheap editions *of these as late as 17559 Cf. Th% 6 li 

Batchelour, IV, Vhere Bellmour’s book, Scarron’s Novels, ^ examined* and* 
he cries “ If I had gohe a-whonng with the Ptatttce f Piety in my 
Rocket, I had never been discover’d ” In Tom Brown’s Letters fr m the 
Dead to the Living , Mother Cresswell, waiting* t<& Moll Quarles, and 
describing her old bagnio, says • “*had every root in my house furnish’d 
with the Practice of Piety , and other good books, for the edification of my 
family ” # 

Bloodily A very early use of this expletive. Hhe phrase here ns “ shear- 
ing like a lord ” The adje&ve is ge#ersll/ used to qualify the word drunk, 
and it was not unjjtl towards the end of the seventeenth ce ury that its use 
became expended As employed *to-day it is vulgar and o^fe sive enough, 
but not swearing, as the v ord not conne&ed either with Our Lady ?>r 
with the Precious Blood of Christ. 

Bed-staff. Bed-Staves were of various sizes ancf had several uses % One kind 
was that used fo$ beating up the bed when it was made. In the senes of 
nineteen plates depiftmg hotrife hfe, designed by the French arti§t Abraham^ 
Bosses ancj^ engravecl |y le Blond and Tcvermer, the bedroom scene 
* La Nournce,”’* engraved by ^aver&er, shows a servant wljp is busied 
m making the bed, she smoothes the cloth with a shott Stick. 
Cf Brome’s Tbe'City Wit , or , The Woman wears tb* Breathes, 8vo, 1653, 
tV, 3, where Josma says . “If I do not make him an Example to all the 
bawdy Quacks 13 the Kingdome , say t ere is no virtue in Cudgels, and 

BedStaves ”, 1 _ r 

Dufe Correction. The law technically allowed a man to chastise his wi£e, 
who affer a 11 is his property and chajtel^vith a rod, provided that it was 

no thicker than a thumb. „ „ f , * _ , , r ^ 

Man and Wife Cf Mohere, Le Midecin Malgri L , I, 2, where M Robert 
intervenes betwixt Sganarelle and Martme , . 

Castxgo te This old flogging line is continually quoted with point and 
propriety Congreve in his A endments of Mr Collier , 1698, has a very 
apt reference In Tom Jones, III, 6, we are told that Mr Thwackum 
loved to repeat this adage : “ and this, indeed, he often had in his mouth, 
or rather, according to the old phrase mjver £ore properly apphed, 
.at his fingers’ ends.” S. Paul to the Hebrews, XII, 6, says . Quern 
emm dilifit Dominus, caStigat, flagellat ante omnem fihnm, quern 

TrTa^pluce. Wtat 

Progress, 1684, II, 158, margin • They being come to By-path Stile, have 

. N «“ s ssssssr. £.«. of 

slw written againB the R ump ; .Pells to Purge Melancholy, and others 
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The title is sometimes given as The Clear Cavahet The lines here quoted 

We’ll conq&er and come again, beat up the drum again 
H CavaL« ' efS ’ h ° f ° r Cavaliers > d#lnk for Cavaliers, fight for 
_ Xub-a-dub, dub-a-dub, have at oid Beelzebub, Ohver quakes for fear. 
Itm/y be remembered th'at in Pevenl of the Peal, chapter I, at pews of tb* 

loyal^ enthusiasm : ‘ Hey for Cavahers Ohver shakes^n his bier ” " ' 
Dapper sG> 5 g ' Tbe'AlchemtB, III, 5, where Face and Subtle thrust a gag of 
gingerbread- into Dapper’? mouth In Aft V, 4, Subtle enters l L 
Dapper and dies How ! ha’ you eaten your gag ? ” 'Dapper rephesl 
Yes, faith, it crumbled Away i fbny mouth ” ^ 

Whistling For fear.' Cf Bldr The Grave 

The school-bay^, with his satqjhel in his hand . 

Whistling aloud *0 keep his coufage up*. 

So lmDryden’s Amphitryon produced at Drury Lane early in October, 1690 
II, Sofia hi tfie night mutters to himself “ I am devilishly afraid, that’s 
c S, rtam 1 11 sing that I may seem valiant ” 

Bob A bitter jest, a sharp hit The word is- very common. Cf The Re- 
hearsal, III, 1, where Tom Thimble say*- “I’m sure. Sir,' I made your 
Cloaths, in theCGurt-fashion, for you pever p,aid tfie yet,-*' and Bayes inter- 
* rupts with There s a bob foj; the Court I ** * 

Almond Milk This wash for the face was vqry popular in the seventeenth 
century ' Thomas Goulard, who was a famous' physician o£ Montpellier 
and greatly esteemed by Kong Charles: II, has left three reripes for this 
cosmetic Goulard s Lotion or Milk of Almonds m “ Bknched Jordan almonds 
1 oz Bitter almonds 2 to 3 drachms Distilled water 2 pints Form into 
an emulsion. Strain, and add very gradually 15 grams of Bichloride of 
mercury m coarse powder, previously dissolved in half a pint of distilled 
•water, .after which add enough distilled water to make the whole measure 
1 pint. A Stronger Lotion of the same Nature “ Valencia almonds blanched 

L°L,?^fK^ 0nd f * r Z Water 1 plnt Add to the ftra “ed emulsion 
l g ^ s ° f bichloride of mercury previously dissolved in zi fluid drachms 
ot rectified spirit with water to make the whole measure 1 pint Goulard’s 
Lotion. Bitter almonds 3 oz Distilled water 16 oz Corrosive sublimate 
ii grains Sal afnmomac 2 drachms Alcohol 4 drachms. Cherry laurel 
T jf 4 drachma. Grind, tne almonds with the water and Strain through a 
tbe7w^ 1S i SO , 1VC S a h S [ n th f cherr y kurel water and alcohol, and mix 
hnt or wool Utl ° nS ' AU tkeSe IoUons were to be applied to the face with 

Window One of the balconies over a permanent proscenium door It 18 
certamiy curious that when the scene is a field. Rams and Mrs Woodly 

•Xl f P UAu a wmd °w> but Shadwell was very indifferent about these 
T d ks window as a part of the Strufture of the theatre, and he 

looking foefidd ^ Suppose “ to be the wmdow of a house over- 

An 1 afifeaed S allantr 7 fashionable at the court of Charles I. 
r v °well m a letter 3 June, 1634, givmg news of the court and its 
fash^n, says there is a Love called Platomck Love which much sways 

( 3 * ) 



p. 177. 


P 177 - 


p. 17 . 


P-J 79 - 
p. 180. 


EXPLANATORY NOTES 

— ^ — 

there of late'” Davenant has ? a play The Platomck Lovers , 4to, 6. •$Ir£ 
Centlivre’s The Platomck Lady , produced at tHe Haymarket, 25 Nove ber, 
1707, only lasted three or four nights. Jt Is an amusing enough comedy, 
but the name l&not particularly apt, for $1% character of Lucmda, rented &y 
Mrs Bracegirdle, if not sufficiently well drawn. 

Mall. Cutpurse The cdm^non name of Mary Frith, the virago daughter qf a 
shoemaker She was born in 1 5 84, or rather later, imAlcSbrsgate Sjreefc, an 
from her earliest years she showed a tnoft rsftnpadt ma^culiALty. Probably 
to-day she would pass unnoticed in the crowd, but a mor€ dece t age jras 
family scandalized at her exploits After being spnt to service, which sfye 
abandoned, this “ Lu§ty and Sturdy wench h assumed male attire, and <c to 
her ^dying day she would not leave it off” Mifldfeton and Dekker have a 
comedy The Roaring Girl ; or^ Mol Cutpurse , 4to, 1611. She is supposed to 
have been a hermaphrodite, and 11% any case she was 
a procuress, and a pickpocket She died of?a dro{ 
m Fleet Street. Shq is said to have l>een the fir& woman to indulge 
smoking, #nd certainly the woodsdt on the title-page of th^onginal edition 
of the play represents h§r puffing from a great pipe 
Doll Common A boisterous and^notous punk, the colleague of Subtle and 
Face m The Alche lit In Restoration days th$ part was* inimitably afted by 
Mrs Corey, whom Pepys so highly praises, and in our o^n time, when 
Jonson’s comedy was revive^ under my direction, for two special perform- 
ances at the Regent»Theatre, in March, 1923, the ^genius of Miss Margaret 
n yardvi nev£r shevie mo*e brilliantly tjpan in this role 
Cut your nqse Probably in allusion to the assault upon Sir John Coventry, 
a Member of Parliament, og the night of 21 December, 1670. Coventry 
> -had moved tliat a tax should be imposed upon the playhouses. This was 
Strongly opposed by the Court party, anc^Sir Johg Birkenhead argued that 
the a&ors Were me King’s servants and a part of his pleasure 'Whereupon 
.Coventry bitterly asked if the royal pleasure lay among the men or women 
players For this idle speech he was waylaid as he returned to his own 
house from supping abroad, an sei d^>y some nve-and-tw^qfy Guards 
of the Duke of Monmouth’s troop, who disarmed him and cut his nose to 
the bone, almost severing the end The House of Commons passed a bul of 
banishment against the offenders, and inserted a clause to prevent the King 
pardoning them, thus depriving His Majesty of a part of his prerogative 
The affair made a tremendous noise and is more than once very openly 
referred to by Marvell There is also a ballad * call'd the Hay-market Heitors, 
Poe s on Affairs of State, HI (1704), pp. 68-70, which was writ upon that 
occasion Stanza VIII runs — 


Beware all ye Parliamenteers, 

How each of his Voice disposes ; 

Bab May in the Comiflons, C Rex in the Peers, 
Sit telling your Fates on your Noses , 

And decree, at the mention of every Slut, 

Whose Nose shall continue, and whose shall be cut. 


Canonical The canonical hours are those during whi<£ marriages may be 

PullIhJ bh“ So at the end of The StUnt Woman | ^1^X5 
“ Do&or Cutbeard and Parson Otter,” and pulls off their . 
gowns. A mock-marriage, at wlfich a trumpeter, diesse<| as a clergyman, is 

( 39 ) 



said a&ually to have officiated, js mentioned by Grammont when Aubrey 
De Verd, Earl of Qxford, thus deceived Roxolana, the a&ress of Davenant’s 
company 

Witnesses to our agreement This scene possAly suggested to Farquhar 
the separation of Sullen and his wife at the eonclusion f of The Beaux Stratege 
prodycfcd £t the Haymarket* 8 March, *1707 It is said that Mrs Oldfield 
during a/ehearsal obje&ed to the very casual yr ay m which husband and 
wiferar^ separated at the end of the play When this was reported to him # 
Farquhar, who was incurably ill, replied “ Tell the lady I will tnarry her 
myself, and teave her a svidow in less than six weeks ” * 

5. 182. Epilogue ofjoken by Bisket* 

> 182 Black-Fryars* #The First Blackfriars was a roofed theatre conStru&e by 
Robert Farrant early in 1 5 77, and abandoned about May, 1 5 84 The Second 
JBlackfriars was a far more important and popular house, and it is to this 
that reference is here; intended It was a small roofed theatre, built in 1596 
by Burbagfc on the first floor of the soutlvse&ion of Blackfriars Priory ; it 
was pulled down 6 August/ *655 Tt must held £0 take its place as the 
fifSt 'organized private theatre, and isffiere mentioned as the typical Pre- 
ReStdr^tion playhouse 


The Tempest* 

193. An Imposition. A task imposed on us 
>. 193. Sea-voyage The Sea-voyage, a&ed at the Globe,* was licensed h v Sir Henry 
•Herbert, 22 June, 1622. It was first printed liTthe folio of 1647 After the 
Restoration it was revived 25 September 1667, at the Theatre Royal, when 
Mrs Knepp afted Ammta It seems to have been frequently played at this 
time as a £ounter-attm&jon tp The Tempeft at the rival tneatre 

In July- AuguS^ 1685, there was produced at the Theatre Royal A Com- 
onwealth of Women , an alteration of Fletcher’s play by Thomas D’Urfey, 
This proved very successful, and was seen at intervals for more than half 
a century. At Drury Lane, 21st April, 1746, Macklin, Peg Woffington, and 
Kitty Clive appeared in D’Urfey’s romantic drama 
?• 193. Goblins The Gobhns , adted at Blackfriars, was printed 8vo, 1646 It was 
revived at the Theatre Royal, 24 January, 1667. “ The Goblins are Tamoren 
and his friends, y/ho, having been defeated m a battle, retreat to a wood, 
turn thieves, and disguise themselves as Devils ” (GeneSt) The charafter 
of Regmella (not Regmella, as Dryden calls her) has considerable charm, 
but the course of aftion of the play on the whole is utterly bewildering and 
confused. 

?• ^ 94 - Old Latine Proverb. Cicero, Philippic, XII 2, 5, “ Curusuis*>hominis eSt 
errare, nulhus nisi msipientis m errore perseuerare PoSteriores ei#m 
cogitationes, ut aiunt, sapientiores solent esse ” The <c ut aiunt ” shows 
that thejsentiment was proverbial There is an earlier instance m Euripides, 
Hippolym , 434, 435 

*Ev PpOTOlS 

Al Bevrepal ttcos <f)povrLhzs acxjxhrepaL, 

(m a speech of the Nurse to Phaedra) 
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Cicero, Epitf ad Qmntum Fratrem , HI, i, 5, is, says, “Ego u§ro npilas 
Sevrepas foovrlBas habere possum m Caesans sebus ”, y 

The Greek proverbial saying A €vtIqu>& apeivovov is a little^ different 
in meaning, referring originally to the performance of a sacrificed sscorjd 
time whe& the firsts had been under unfavourable auspices. He&^e of 
making a second attempt in the hope of better fortune. 7 
p. 195. One of our women to present a Ioy. The r 61 e ( was tl^t of Hippplitb? 

"which was prooably taken in 1667 by "Moll Davis 
p. 196. Acted Woomen Stitl Cf "The new epilogue to the revival of The Parson’s 
Weddmg> as printed m Covent Garden Drollery , 1672 • 

When boys play’d women’s parts, you’d ^hink the Stage, 

Was innocent in that untempting Age* 

No for your amotous Fathers then, like you. 

Amongst those Boys had Play-hou^e Misses too . 

They set those bearded Beaupea on their laps. 

Men gave iem Kisses, and\he Ladies Clap^. ^ 

^But the^, poor hearts, eould not supply our room ; 

They went bu* Females to the Tyrmg-roo . 

While we, in kindness^to our selves, a$d you. 

Can hold out Women to our Lodgings to6, 

p. ig 6 The Best Poet’s Heads Cf. Tom D’Urfey’s Collin’s Walk ^Through* London 

(I690); Canto IV, T&here the’penpatetic, on visiting Dorset Garden : 

saw^each bbx with beauty crown d 
And pictures deck the Stru&ure round. 

Ben, fthakefpearfZnd the learned Rout, 

With nosss some and some without. 


Mr W. T? Lawrence tells us • “ These portraits remained in |itu until the 
idemohtton of the thekre in 1709 ” Cf also the smart reference toDorset 
Garden in Dryden’s Epilogue Spoken at the opening oj.the New Home (Thea*e 
Royal, Drury-Lane), 26 March, 26741 

Though in their House the Poets Heads appear, 

We hope we may presume their Wits are here. 

199. 24 VIOLINS. Pepys, Friday, 8 May, 1663, visited the Theatre Royal “ bang 

the second day of its being opened He remarks. The house is mad 
with extraordinary good contrivance, and* yet ha th some faults, as the 
narrowness of the passages in and ®utof thepittandthe chjance ftomA 
Stage to the boxes, which I am confident cannot.hear , but for aUothei 
things it is well, only, above all, the musique being below, and oft of 
soulding under the very ft age, there is no hearingof thebases^ata^nm 
verv weu of the trebles, which sdre must be mended Upon the ocrasioc 
ofL important produdhon the musicians of the King were ^quently 

emMovedrn the theatres On 20 March, .1664-5, a <*&P was *“f* 
to clothe 24 “violins,” and on 18 March an order was issued 
“ to^ke^TlSbiS of seurail coloured rich Taffataes for fewer 
txtrmnr violins ” The orchestra had no doubt been specially augmented foi 
twenty violin . VBurote Vrnnte, Geneva, 1667, mentions 

2Cd ItSvefo. apamedat ptoto 

£rSTl.«»ta «tat . tog, to rf th. Chap. 
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Royal boys had been specially introduced into the operatic Temped The 
following Orde* was issued on May, 1674 “ It is his Ma*^ pleasure 

that Mr Turner & Mr Hart or any other Men or Boyes belonging to His 
Ma ties Chappell RoyaJl that sing m y e Tempest at His Royall Highnesse 
Theatre doe remain in Towne all the \ 5 Cfceke (during his Ma ties absence 
from Whitehall) to perform that service, only Saterdayes to repaire to 
Wincjjsor & to returne to London fin Mundayes if there be occacon for 
thpm And that (they) also performe y e like Sefvice m y* Opera m y 6 said 
Theatre on any other thing in y e like Nature where their help may be 
desired ” 

Compas$-pedcm£Nt 'A circular, or curving pediment Cf Entick, London , 
17 66, IV, *00 * “The no?th front has a triangidar instead of two 
compass-pedmfents 99 

A Hoaming Sea Hoaming, a very*rare word for “^tempestuous ” 

When*a Strong sudden Flow and Hoaming Seas 
Our trembling* Fleet with uncputh Furies seize. 

Tfye Firft Book of Virgil's Aenetd, “ ]$ade English ” bf Luke Milbourne, 4to, 
168^ “ Hoaming ” also occui£ in Echird’s translation of the Rodens (1694) 

“ Now^tis^ueh a hoaming Sea, weVe little hopes o’ Sport ” 

Scud The light ftathery portions of cloud blown off the main clouds are 
technically known as “ scud 99 The sentence obscure 

Yaw, yaw A corruption of “ Yake, yare 99 Yare signifies eager*, ^eady , 
prepared, from th£ Anglo-Saxon “ gearo 99 Cf Pleasure for jSdeasure, IV, 
z . “ You shall find me r yare 55 Ray gives it as a Suffolk word, and the 
“ Hear, hear 99 of Lowestoft Soatmen of to-day is r probably a disguised 
ce Ycre, yare ” 

Capstorm A rare form of capstan 

Reef both topsails This is to reduce the are? of the sail by taking a sort 
of tuck in them (like the tuck in a shirt-sleeve) by means of reef points. 

Seere Capstorm The Stern or aftermost capstan The order r direfts that 
more men ‘should be^pt on to work it round and round** 

Nippers A piece of braided cordage used to prevent a cable from slipping. 

Lubbord. Larboard This older term, in order to save confusion with Star; 
board, is now replaced by port 

Vial-block Vial or Vial-block, <c a large single-sheaved block through 
which the messenger passed when the anchor was weighed by the fore or 
jeer capstan ” Admiral Smyth, Sailor's Word-Book , 1867 

A peek. cc The anchor is apeek when the cable has been sufficiently hove in 
to bring the^ship^over it 'Smyth, Sailor's Word-Book , 1867. 

Cut the anchor. X misprint for “ Cat the anchor ” 

Haul catt “ Cat is . . . a . . . Strong tackle, or complication of phlleys, 
to hook and draw the anchor^ ... up to the cat head ” Falconer, Marine 
Dictionary, 1789 

Haul aft misen-sheet The sheet is the rope at the bottom corner of a sail 
to haul it round m a different dire&ion. 

MaCkrel-Gale A strong breeze such as when mackerel are caught. Cf.« 
Dryden, Tie Hind and the P anther. III, 456 

The wind was fair, but blew a mackrel gale 

Flat in the fore-sheet. The fore-sheet is the rope by which the lee corner 
of the foresail is kept in place* To* fiat m a sail is to draw in the aftermost 
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lower corner or clue of a sail towards the middll of a ship in order to m ive 
the sail greater power to turn the vessel * . 

p 202. Overhaul your fore boling A “ fore bowline ” is a rope on a sail, 
and to “ overhaul ” it you let it go looseWd slack on the sail, 
p 202. Brace in the lar-board. To brace in is* to lay the yards less obliquely 
athwartships # 

p. 202. Blasphemous, uncharitable * dog * This is Shakespearian. IJ&t why* 

Tnncalo, or m Shakespeare, the Boatswain^ blasphemous £ Triftcafo hzf 
certainly said nothing prbfane, but in Shakespeare? tb (Jonzalp’s remon- 
strances the Boatswam rephes “ What care these roarers for the nftmh of 
King ^ 55 And when he is told to remember Vhbm he has aboard, he 
ans$ve 3 s “ None that I more love Shan myself ” erhaps this was regarded 
as blasphemy against the divimty of the monarch who was in the ship. 

"there’s such divinity doth hedge a king 
That treason can but peep ro^wnat it would. 

Luff Wheia a ship is sailing* sidev ys m a slantmg dire&ioi? the wind bemg 
m the wrong quarter, and it is needful to use the wind as ch as possiljje, 
the ship goes to one side and is In $nore or less ganger. •When getting too 
much over it is necessary to luff, that is th^ship ftiu$ be brought round 
with the rudder to catch the wind full behind her, to drive bft along evenly 
although she wiS not be goiqg in the exaft direction required 
%-op, for over-toppinjg Shakespeare has “Trash for over-topping” To 
^rasli'has been explained as to cut $own <fr lop trees and hedges whith 
are overgrown Also as a hunting term, to keep in check hounds which 
outdistance {he pack 

IJrom this present passage it would app r that the first explanation of 
** e To trash 99 is more exad 

Boresprit. ^Bowsprit, a spar running out from the ship’s Ste , tfb which fore- 
% Stays are fastened 

Bermoothes The Bermudas In 1610 Sylvester Jourdam pubhshed his 
Dtscoverj of the Bermuda <r, otherwise called M/e Isle of Divels . Theirs mention 
of “ the dreadful coaSt of the Bermudas 99 in Howe’s supplem t to Stowe’s 
Annals 

Blew-ey’d Sycorax is termed blue-eyed, because her eyes were dark and 
sunken, a sign of pregnancy So in The Duichesse of Malfy , 4to, 1623, D, 1, 
Bosola says that he suspe£ts that the Duchess is with child because 

The fins of her eie-hds look moSf teeming blew, 

She waines 1’ th’ cheeke,«and waxes fat«f th’ flanke , 

And (contrary to our Italian fashion) 

Weares a loose-bodied gowne 

And in Otway’s Friendship and'Fathton , Dorset Garden, April, 1678, II, 
Mrs Goodvile and Lettice rally Vi&oria. “Mrs Goodvile Lord, you are 
paler than you use to be Lettice Ay, and then that blewness under the 
eyes Mrs Goodvile . Besides, you are not so lively as I hav$ Jpown you • 
pardon me, Cousin Lettice . Well, if there be a fault, Marriage toll cure 
all ” 

p. 208. Abhor’d slave It may be noticed that in the First Folio Shakespeare, 1623, 
this speech, which Dryden assigns to Prospero, is given (improperly, as I 
am convinced) to Miranda* Theobald well says “I am persuaded the 
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author never designed the speech for Miranda*” and Capell supports him* 
‘§everal jnodern authors justly follow Theobald* 
p 209 Red Botch An inflamed ulcer. 

p%2oc> 'Sjstebos This name is Evidently formed from th^t of Settabothl M A divinity 
of the Patagonians, described by Master Bcancis Fletrher m an account of 
Drake’s, great voyage ” 

p f 2i 1 Salvages This obsolete form 'of savage is found m Gower, and persisted for 
# ' ' several centuries * Thus In Tate and Brady's version (1696) of the Psalms, 

vu, \fre have 

LeSt; like a 
My helpless 

p 212. Old Simon the King Simon Wadloe, landlord of the Old Devil Tavra, 
Temple Bar, which was frequented and made famous by Ben Jonson. 
Wadloe was the original of tKe popular old song Old Simon the King, which 
was, it may be remembered, the favourite air of Squire Western m Tom 
Jones, IV, 5 

p. 214. Mooncalf An abortion, a monstrosity Moon-calf^ partus lunarts was an 
old njme for a false conception — mola tarnea, or foetus imperfe&ly formed, 
being supppsed to be occasioned by the influence of the moon 
p. 214. Out of the moon r> There is a French legend that the Man m the Moon is 
Jutlas Iscariot Others say Cam An English superstition prefers that he 
should be the man who gathered Sticks upon the SabbathrDay, Numbers, xv, 1 
32-36 A more gleeful classical mythology fables »tjiat h^ was^Endymion, 
a shepherd boy of Mount Latmus m Caria, who was beloved by Selene, the 
goddess of the moon Cicero,' Tusculanae Dtsputationes , I, 38, 92. 
p 214. PiG-Nurs The tuber of Bumum flexuolum , earta-nuts 
p 221. Blood pursu’d my hand Cf Vergil, Aenerd , III* 24-33 : 

Accessi, uindemque ab humo conueilere" siluam 
conatus, ramis tegerem ut frdndentibus aras, 
horrendum et di&u uideo mirabile monStruru. 

Nam qua&prima ^olo ruptis radicibus arbos 
ueWitdr, huic atro liquuntur sanguine guttae 
et terram tabo maculant Mihi frigidus horror 
membra quatit, gelidusque colt formidme sanguis* 

Rursus et altenus lentum conuellere uimen 
insequor et causas pemtus temptare latentes 
alter et altenus sequitur de cortice sanguis 

p. r 223* Trills down r To trill is to fjdw m a slender Stream, but more constantly and 
continuously than to trickle. 

p. 231, Bosens Whistle “ A silver whistle, suspended from the neck by a laftyard, 
is the modern Boatswain’s badge of office, and it is familiarly termed his 
4 call ’ ” Shakespeare a Seaman, St. James 9 Magazine, July, 1862 ^ 

p. 23 1. Fuss A misprint for <c Fubs ” Fubs is a term of endearment, usually applied 
to a small chubby person Cf Sir Courtly Nice , 4to, 1685, V, where Crajck 
^tSlks of “ my Indian Fubs of a Sister ” Fubs was a nickname given by- 
Charles II to the Duchess of Portsmouth ^ ^ 

p. 533. Blouze A vulgar term for a common slatternly woman In D^Urfey’s 
Famous History of the Rise and Fall of MassameSo , Two Parts, a&ed at Drury 
Lane in 1699, the name of Massamello’s wife is rather absurdly given as 
Blowzabella. 
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p. 248. 
p. 248. 
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p. 250- 
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P- 2 53 * 
p. 258. 


Divide the Waters. C£ the song of Arbaces in Arne’s opera Artaxerxes * 
1762 : 

Water parted from the §ea 
May increase the rive’s tide ; 

To*the bubbling fount may flee, 

Orthjo’ fertile vallies glide : 

Yet in search of loft repose. 

Doom’d like me, forlorn to rcfem. 

Still it murmurs as it flows, 

Till it reach its native home. 


Skink^abIdut. Serve drink round ; pour out liquor* Cf. Shirley’s The Lady 
of Pleasure, licensed 15 O&ober, 1635 ; 4to, 1(337 ; IV, 2 : “A drawer is 
my Ganymede, he shall skinS brisk neftar to us.” 

Rowse. A full bumper ; a draught of liquor.* Cf. Othello , II, <$,The drinking 
scene where Gassio enters half tippled,* exclaiming “ ’Fore God, they haye 
given me a rous<& already.” 

Haunse in kelder. Literally Jack-in- the-Cellar, Le., the unborn babe in the 
womb. This is a favourite expses^n withDryden. Cf Amboyna , adecfin 
1673, IV, 1, where Harman senior remarks at 1 Tojver&on and Ysabinda’s 
wedding : <£ You Englishmen . . . cannot $?ay for Ceremoni& ; a good 
honest Dutch mats would have been plying the glass all this while, and drunk 
to the hopes of Hanf in KeldePt ill ’twas Bedtime.” 

The wische^are pF gre^t family in Lapland. In medieval times it vfas 
often believed that supernatural^powers were the heritage of certain families 
and even* races, Aescendin? from one generation to another, and that all 
Dap womeh’in particular were born witches. Them are £iany allusions to 
ithkr traditional ^superstition. Cf. Fletcher’s The Chances , folio 1647, V, 
where Den John says : 

Sure his devil 

Comes out of Lapland. 

Also Mrs. Rehn’s The Dutch Lover, produced at Dorset Garde® ki 1673, V, 
where Haunce says : “ Do you think I cree£> in like a Lapland Witch 

through the Keyholes ? ” ^ ^ — .. 

Wildings. Wild apples, or any wild fruit. Cf. The Faerie Queen, III, TO, 17 : 

Oft from the forreft wildings he did bring, 

Whose sides empurpled were with smyling red. 

Hackney Devil. A parody on cc hackney coach,” Hackney means plying tor 

common hire. „ __ _ r . , 

Pigs-nye. Pet ; darling. The word is from baby talk. Cf. Massinger s The 

Tiffure (licensed 8 June, 1629), 4*°, *630, II, 1 : 


“ If thou art. 

As I believe, the pigzney of his heart.” 

Heila. A misprint for Hecla. Hecla is given correctly in The TempeSi, 4*0; 

V *S° R \ RY Healing : curative. Latin, Uulnerarm. Cf. PHny Hifforta 
NaturaJis, XXIII, S 4, 40: Oleum oenanthinum “ uulnerams emplaStns 

utile ” eft. 
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THE TEMPEST 


p. %o. Hippolito’s Sword. There is an error here Miranda should hav£ brought 
Ferdinand’s swdrd Ariel had &ud; 

<e Anoint the ?word which pierc’d him with this Weapon-Salve, 

And wrap'it close from Air till Lhave time r 
Tp visit him again ” 

Weaj 5 on-$ahre was supposed to cure a wounded'person by being applied to 
the £ word* by which the hurt had be?n inflided It was first discovered by 
Paracelsus Cf Davenant’s The Unfortunate Lovers , 4to, 1649^11, ik 

<c Our medecine we apply, 

LikeTth weapon-salve, not to ourselves but him 
Who was the sword that piade the wound ” 

Also Mrs Behn’s The Young King, 4to, 1683, V, 5 

‘ That Balm it was, that like the Weapon-salve 
Heals at a Distance 

LordTjacon, Sylva Sylvarum , Sixth edition (1651), p 217, writes “It is 
constantly Received, and Avouched, that the Anointing of the Weapon , that 
mafceth the Wound , wil heale the Wound it selfe. And thus much hath 
been tried, that the Ointment (for Experiments sake) hath r been rt wi£ed e off the 
Weapon , without the knowledge of the Tatty Hurt ,, and presently the Tarty 
Hurt , hath been in great Rf age of Tame , till the Weapon wzfReanhowted ” 

One may compare m ScottY Lay of the Lafi Mm tire l the magical cure of 
Wiliam of Deloraine’s wound b3^,The Ladye of Branksome ” See also 
Bygone Beliefs , by H S Redgrove, chapter V, “ The Powder of Sympathy . 
a Curious Medical Superstition ” 

p. 264. Sh£ would controul the Moon Cf Paradise Loft , II, 662-666 * 

Nor uglier follow the Night-Hag, when call’d^ 

In secret, ri$ng through the Air she comes 
Lur’d wtth the smell of infant blood, to dance 
With Lapland Witches, while the labouring Moon 
Eclipses at thir charms 

p. 267. The Rising Sun In Settle’s opera The World m the Moon , produced at Dorset 
Garden in May, 1697, in the first Ad, there is an elaborate scene where “ a 
Circular part of the* back Clouds rolls softly away , and gradually discovers a Silver 
Moon , near Fjurteep Foot Diameter After which , the Silver Moon wanes off by 
degrees , and discovers the World within , const fhng of Four grand Circlfs of Clouds , 
lUufirated with Cupids, etc ” D’Urfey’s opera Wonders in the Sun , produced 
at the Haymarket in April, 1706, has “ The Scene a Luminous Country , adorn* d 
with Gorgeous Rays of the Sun ” 

p. 268. The Rhyming Monsiur, and the Spanish Plot It must be remembered 
that this is the Epilogue to The Tempefi as produced at the Duke’s Theatre 
«pn Thursday, 7 November, 1667 In the winter of 1667 the vogue of the" 
heroic drama written m couplets was already very great, and in spite pf 
parodies and criticism rhyme long continued to hold its own on the Stage. 
Howard and Dryden’s The Indtan-Queen , produced at the Theatre Royal in 
January, 1663-4, and Dryden’s Sequel The Indian Emperour , produced at 
the same house in the spring #>f 1665, both had an unprecedented success. 
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EXPLANATORY NOTES 


In the Prologue to Aureng-Zebe (Theatre Royal, 1675), Dryden confesses* 
that he 

Grows weary of his long-lived Miftris Rhyme. 

None the less AurengfZebe drew throngmg,audiences, as also did* Crown^s 
The DeHru&ion of Jerusalem , a rhyming tragedy in two parts, produced &t the 
Theatre Royal in the spiring 06 1 6jj. In the Prologue to *S&ret Lm (Theatre 
Royal, 2 March, 1667) Dryden insifts that he has observed in this |?iay 

“ The Unities of A&ion, Place, and Time ? 

The scenes unbroken ; and a mingled chime 

Of Johnsons Humour with 'Corneilles rHyme." 

Spanish influence had been very ftrong in the English drama before the 
closing of thq theatres in 164# Fletcher in particular is indebted to Spanish 
literature. But immediately afte? the Restoration, and for at l£ast half a 
century following, the Spanish playwrights were even more largely drawn 
upon by English authors. In some ca^s, it is true, Spanish comedies 
filtered in & England by way of Prance. But Charles II himself suggested 
Los Empenos de Sets Hofhs to Sir £amuel Tuke as “ an excellent design 99 for 
an English play, and he also handed Moreto’s^No Pwae Ser to Crowne. 
Tuke’s The Adventures of Five Hours , prodded at the Duke's House, 8 
January, 1663, yon aG i G & aGt triumph, “and the house by its fteqdSit 
plaudits did show their sufficient approbation." “ It took successively 1 3 
4 ays altog^her, no other Play intervening, ’>nd was conftantly in the bil|s. 

1 In the original Prologue to The Wild Gallant , as produced^at the Vere 
Street Theatre, 5, February, 166I—3, Dryden introduces two astrologers to 
foretell the fate df the new^pTay, and after sofne prognostication the second 
^ftrologer says 


“ But yet the greateft Mischief does remain, 

The twelfth Apartment bears the Lord of Spain ; 
Whence I conclude, it is your Author’s Lot, 

To be Indanger’d by \ Sp2n»sh Plot." 


The reference is probably to Tuke’s The Adventures of Five Hours at the 
rival house. It is probable that in spite of his assertion later in the Prologue, 
“ This Play is English , and the growth your own," Dryden drew something 
for The Wild Gallant from the Spanish theatre. 

Visions Bloudier than King Richard’s. This allusion would almost seem 
to point to a fairly recent revival of Richard III, which was one of the plays 
assigned as a monopoly to Killigrew’s company. In Cover. t Garden Drollery* 
167I p it is a “ Prologue to Richard the Third, bit this gives no indication 
of the theatre or adors. Contemporary allusions, however, indicate : that 
the tragedy enjoyed some popularity. In Henry Higden s A Modem 
Essay On the Thirteenth Satyr of Juvenal, 4to, 1686, we have : 


Bath’d in cold Sweats he frighted Shrieks 
At visions bloodier than King Dicks. 


TTnnn this the author gives a note: “ Vision Dicks • In the Tragedy of 
foVWthe 3rd.” In D’Urfey’s A Fool’s Preferment, produced at Dorset 

SS to <k .p*g of ,688. Aft in, 2, L™el tk. 

cries out: “A Horse; a Horsey my Kingdom for a Horse. 
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P S Y C*H E. 


The famoiA alteration of Richard 111 by Colley Cibber, which was pro- 
duced at Drury Lane in February, 1699-1700, with Cibber himselfas 9:00k- 
back’d Dick, has kept the Stage untif the present time 
269. 'At Double Charges Spine Mr W J Lawrence, The Elizabethan Playhouse, 

- ' First Series, p. 201, 'says C£ Prices of admission werg advanced during the 

run of nev^ operas, owing to the expense of mounting Duffett girds at 
the praChce in the prologuerto KK Psyche Debauch'd” produced at Drury- 
L^ne in 167 4*0, 1678 * 

p 269 £lying£W 5 :t< 2 hes There had been a revival of the Davenant Macbeth at Dorset 
Garden early in 1673 A special feature was made of macjunesrfor the 
witches, 4 rh 6 were thus carried through the air Cf the anonymous 
Epilogue tfyThe Ordinary “ A Cohesion of Poems written upon several 
Occasions By Several Persons ” London, 8vo, 1673, P J &7 

Now en^pty shows mu$t want of sens? supply 
Angelf shall dance and Macbeth's Witches fly 

ff 269 Ffrance Betterton ha$ visrted Paris by th^speciai command of the Kmg, in 
order to observe how the English theatre might be improved m the matter 
oP scenery and decorations 

p 269. 30 WarEling Vqyces The ljieif and boys of the Chapel Royal In the Lord 

Chamberlain’s Accounts there is an Order, 16 May, 1674 “ It is his Ma ties 

pleasure that Mr Turner & Mr Hart or any other Men or Boyes belonging 
to His Ma tics Chappell Royall that sing in y* Tempest at His Royall Flight 
nesse Theatre doe remame in Towne all*' the Weeke (durein^liis r Ma ties 
absence from Whitehall) 


Psyche 

p 278 Mastrick ?n January*^ £70, Monmouth succeeded AlKemarle (Monck) as 
captain-genera^ o£ the 'King’s forces In 1672 he commanded the English 
auxiliary force against the Dutch under the eyes of Turenne and of Louis 
XIV himself, and on his return, in the company of the Earl of FevershamC 
to the seat of war m 1673, he took an a£hve part m the siege of Mae&richt, 
which capitulated on 2 July In England he was feted and pensioned, and 
generally, says Burnet, “ much considered ” on account of these services 
p 280 Lock Matthew Locke, the famous composer, was born at Exeter in 1629, 
and died ir^ August, iGjjT He was buried m the Savoy, where he had 
resided during his last years 

p. 280. Draghi Giovanni BaptiSta Draghi This celebrated musician was orgatuft to 
Queen Catharine, and is said by Wanley to have taught the lute to the 
Princess (afterwards Queen) 'Anne before her marriage to Prince George - 
of Denmark in 1683 He is mentioned by Pepys, and m *687 he set 
Dry den’s S. Cecilia’s song From Harmony, from heav'nly Harmony . He was 
Jiving m 1706, when he composed some part of the music of D’UrfeyV 
opera Wonders tn the Sun , or. The Kingdom of the Birds, which was produced 
at the Haymarket, 5 April of that year His setting of the song sung*m 
the firft a£t by Hospitality in the chara&er of a Dame of Honour was much 
admired The opera, however, was not a success, for Downes tells us : 
“ It lasted only Six Days, not answering half the expences of it ” 
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EXPLANATORY NOTES 

p 280. St. Andree. There are many contemporary allusions to this famous dap t, 
and his name heads the li§t of a dozen dancejrs v;tio appeared wh&i sowne’s 
elaborate masque Cahito , 'or, The Chaste Nz ph 9 was given at dourt early m 
1^75. Sir Fopling in The Man of Mode , afted in 1676, IV, says • #< I am pt 
for nothing buiTow*dancing now, a Coraht, a Boree, or a Minnu ' r but 
St Andre tells me, if I y,i!l but be Regular in one ]\Jonth I shall rise agen ” 
Oldham, An Imitation of Horace, B k I, Satyr IX* Written ip June 9 JP681, hifc* 

Next for the IJancing part I all surpass, 

St. Andrew never mov’d with such a grace, 

Dryden, Mac Flecknoe, 1682, writes : 

St Andrfs feet ne’er kept more equal time, 

Not ev’n the feet^of thy own Psyche's rhime 

The author of A Comparison between the Twa Stages, 1702, has^n anefcdote 
regarding St Andr£^ which I cannot But conside* suspicious, or at lea# 
exaggerated, as th$ French dancer ^rtainly*achieved a great success, although 
I make no doubt that Hart and Mohun could not be fo| 4 moment dis- 
placed, however attractive and highly patronized the novelty : “ The late 
Duke of Monmouth was a good judge of dancing, aid a gcfcd Dancer himself , 
when he returned from France , he brought with him St Andre , thence 
be# Master m France . the Duke presented him to the Stage, the Stage to 
gratifie the Duke acquitted hSn , and the Duke himself thought he wou’d 
provesa mighty q^vant^ge to ’em, tho’ he had no body else of his Opinion • 
X Day was publish’d in the Bills for him to dance, but not one ore 
besides die Duke* and his Fiends came to s # ee him , the reason 'fras, the 
Plays were then so good, tnd Hart and Mohun a&ed#’em s*b well, that the 
Audience wou’d not he interrupted for so short a time tho’ ’twas to see 
the be# Ma#er in Europe .” 

p. 280. Stephenson. The other work of this scene-painter cannot certainly be 
identified He was one of the be#-known theatrical arti#s of the day, tfie 
compeer of John Webb , Robert 4 as , Robeft Streeter^ “ Serjeant 
P ain ter to the King,” whose “ glorious scemes «and perspectives ” for The 
ConqueB of Granada were much admired by Evelyn , Sa uel Towers , Isaac 
Fuller , and Robert Robinson 

p. 281. As a young wanton. Cf Sir Car Scroope’s Prologue to The Man of Mode, 
1676. 

With modeH Fears a Mm does firfi begin , 

Dike a young Wench newly entic'd t$ Sin 
But tickl'd once with pram* by her gpod WjU, 

The Wanton Fool wou'd never more he filth 

p 284. Recorders The Recorder is an in#rument of the flute family, now obsolete 
It is described at length in The Genteel Companion , being exati directions 
for the Recorder , Carefully composed and gathered by Humphrey S alter 9 

London , . 1683” , , 

•p. 286. Flatolets The Flageolet is the modern form of the old Flute A be$ or Straight 
flute Burney ascribes the invention of the Flageolet to the Sieur Juvigny, 
who played it in the famous Ballet comique de la Royne , 1581 Jn i682jfvas 
published the Pleasant companion , or new lessons and mtirumons for the 
Flagelet by Thomas Greeting, Gent The in#rument seems to have superseded 

the more ancient Recorder, much as the Violin did the Viol 
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p. !L$6. #Sackbuts The" name is here used for the Trombone, or Bass-Trumpet. In 
' Pr * Burney’s Account of the musical performances m WeHminiter Abbey 

and the Pantheon or May 26, 27, 29, and June 3 and 5, 1784, it is Stated 
that 44 the Sacbut or double Trumpet was sought , but so nfeny years had 
elapsed since it had been used m this kingdom, that peither the instrument 
nqr a performer upon it could easily be found It was however discovered 
“ that m his Majesty’s private rflilitary band there were six musicians 
whe^ played -‘the .three several species of saebtfe, tenor, bass, *and double 
bass*-” "Mr KarSt, Mr Kneller, Mr "Moeller, Mr Neibour, Mr Pick, Mr. 
Zink, were the performers 

p # . 286. Hoa-boys hautboy ; French Haut-bou , / e , a wooden instrument with a high 
tone In Handel’s time it ^as phoneticized into Hoboyr The Italians spell 
it 44 Oboe,” urf 3 er which name it is generally known 
p. 294. Apoelo Dflphicus Especially regarded under thi^ title as the god of pro- 
phecy and oracular wisdom * Pliny, Htfioria Naturalu y XXXIV, 8, speaks 
of Apollo* Delphicus SmcJ. distinguishes the god under this aspe& from 
Apollo Palatinus, wl^o was a o called becSus^ he had a temple built on the 
Palatine Hill, founded by Augustus Csesar Apollo 'Vas venerated under a 
vast dumber of names, eg y fsean, thb Healer, Apollo Smmtheus, the 
MouseHkill^r 

p^294» IfoRiCK The earli£>t temples seem to have been built m the Doric Style, and 
the impression made was that of massiveness, 
p 295. Service Now almost always with r. defining; word dinner , desfert^ bnakf&Sil 
tea service LuttreU, Brief Relation (ed 1857), VI, 597, sp^gks of “ A magm- 
Acent service of plate, coiToiSting of many large silver dishes. Stands, plates, 
etc ” 

p. 295. Tyrioe; Prpbably a mistake for Typhctn, who id He?iod is a terribly monster ; 

the youngest son of Tartarus and Gasa, only subdued by Zeus after a terrific 
contest. 

p. 295. Cyclops An old tradition, which is partially related by Hesiod, says that the 
Cyclops were Titans, three in number, and that they were killed by Apollo 
for having furnished «?^jis with the thunderbolts to destroy Aesculapius 
p. 296. Hyacinth The^legend of Apollo and Hyacinth is very ancient It has been 
most beautifully told by Ovid, Metamorphoses , X, 162, sqq 
p. 296. Pal^emon A Greek marine deity, formerly called Melicertes, the son 

Athamas and Ino 44 O Palaemon, sancte Neptuni comes ” Plautus, 
Rudens y 1 , 11, 70. 

p 296. Libamina. That which is poured out m offerings to the gods, a drink-offering, 
a libation. Libamen is poetical for hbamentum Ovid, Fafh y III, 73 3-4 : 

'Jsformne ab arf&oris ducunt Libamina nomen, 

Libaque ; quod saens pars datur mde focis 

p. 296. Favete Linguis. The phrase is best known from Horace, Carmmum y III, 1, 2. 

As the utterance of ill-omened words vitiated any sacred rite, it was custom 
mary for the pneSt before commencing to ask the people 44 to be favourable 
with their lips ” ( ore or lingua fauere) y t e , to utter none but favourable words, 
and as the safest way of doing so was to be silent, the phrase often pra&icailv 
means 44 be silent ” The Greek is ev^rj^ire Cf. Propertius, IV, vi, 1 : 

44 sacra facituates, sint ora fauentia saens ” ; and Vergil, Aeneid^V, 71 : 

44 ore fauete omnes.” 

p. 297. A Flambeaux So Mrs. Behn, The Emperor of the Moon y 4to, 1687, II, 2, has 
Enter Page ith a Flambeaux, „ Sir^T Herbert, Travels (1638), uses a plural, 
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“ Flambeauxes,” and Mrs Manley, Atalantu , I p. 88 (2nd edition, 1709)* 
mentions “ white Flambeaux’s.” 

p. 297 Salt The Latin mola meafis grits or grain of spelt coarsely ground and 
tihxed with salt, hence called mola salsa, which it was cuStomar^ to Strew 
upon the^vi£hris at it sacrifice FeStus %h<» grammarian (150 ? aq| has : 
“ mola etiam uocatur far toStum, et sale sparsum, quod eo mdlito IfoStiae 
aspergantur ” Plautus, II, 11, 100, uses the jphfase “ ant mofa 

salsa aut ture comprecan ” Plrny, XYIII, 2, J^s ce *nola salsa supplicate.” 
p. 298. His workmanship Cf Ho ce, Sermonum , I, vrn, 1-3 

Olim truncus eram ficulnts, inutile ligntim, 
cum faber, mcertus scamnum faceretne Priapum, 
maluit esse deum 


p. 300. Religion <c Tantum religio potuit suadere«malorum,” Lucrefius, De Natura 
Rerum , 1 , 101 

p. 301. Some from that rock* One may co pare the*£tory»of the love of Sappho 
for Phaoji, and her leap fiom ijlfe Leucidian rock in consequence of his 
disdain Although so ^ong imphcltly believed, this legend has no historical 
basis Servius, who wrote abomt 400 a d , says that a man who was in 
love with Phaon when rejected threw herself in desp r from the cliff of 
Leucas But he does not mention her name Strabo 15 his Geoggghy 
writes * “ There is a white rock which Stretches out from Leucas to the sea 
and towards Cepha&ema, thsft takes its name from its whiteness The rock 
-of LSicas'fias upon it a> temple of Agollo, aftd the leap from it was believed 
to Stop lcvve From this it is sai*} that Sappho first, as Menand somewhere 
remarks, ‘ in pursuit of the haughty Phaon, ijrged on by maddening desire, 
-threw herseJr from its far-seen rocks, imploring thee [Apollo^ lord and king ’ ” 
-Ovid repeats theory of Sappho’s leap,Jbut his yitness is merely poetical. 
Ptolemy HephaeStion, about 100 ad who, m the extant summary of his 
^ works published m the Myrtobibhon of Photius, gives a list of many men and 
c womefiwho by the Leucadian leap were either cured of the madness oflove^r 
else perished, does not so much me*sy>n the name of Sappho ^ Probably 
the modern literary idea m England of Sappko’sdeap is founded upon Addi- 
son’s imaginative description m the Spectator, No 233, 27 November, 1711. 
Athenaeus quotes from a poem by Stesichorus concerning a maiden named 
Calyca, who was in love with a youth called Euathius, and when he would 
not consent to marry her she threw herself from a precipice, and this is 
supposed to have happened near Leucas Mrs Browning has written 

And Sappho, with^that glo#ole 
Of ebon hair on calmed brows- 
O poet-woman, none foregoes 
The leap, attaining the repose ! 


It is worth notmg in this connexion that the part of the cliff of Santa Maura 
or Leukadi, known to this day as <£ Sappho’s Leap,” was used, even in 
historical times, as a place whence criminals condemned 1 5 death were 


thrown into the sea , . . „ . , 

Cupid descends One may compare that fine tragedy of Beaumont and 
Fletcher’s Cupid’s Revenge, written about i6n, tf°> l6l J> ^chwa s one 
of the plays after the Restoration especially allotted to Davenant and 
revived on Monday, 17 Au uft,.i668, under the name of Love Demised In 
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Aft I we havC the Stage direftion cc Cornets Cupid descends,” r and the 
'’same is {epeated^durxng the course of the drama 
p 306 Corinthian. The lightest and most ornate of the three Grecian orders, haying 
a bell-shaped capital adorned with rows of acanthus leaves, "giving rise to 
graceful volutes and? helices 

p 306. Vulcan In A ct V of Sir Robert Stapylten’s The Slighted Maid, produced at 
Lincoln's Inn Fields in February, ib 6 £-$, we have “ The Scene Vulcan’s 
count, over ifcis wit, e Fcfro del Volcano 5 Soft 5 nusic ” There*is an excel- 
r lent song fey the Cyclops, who are rated by Vulcan for idleness 
p 307^ Ulysses Who blinded Polyphemus when that Cyclops was drunk with the 
Strong tipple the crafty (?reek had brewed for him 
p 307 Harpes According to Hesicfd, Tneogony , there were thre* Cyclops • Brontes, 
Steropes, and Arges In later authors, Strabo, Callimachus, Apoilums 
Rhodius* and Vergil ( Aeneid , VIH, 416), there w§re many more Cyclops, 
<*nd we have the ,names of ^yraemon and Acamas Shadwell’s Harpes 
seems to bp founded urpojL an erroneous reading m Callimachus, Hymn to 
Art&pns, where Heroes is mentioned a^cojning from the forge of the 
Cyclops, all smutted with black ashes But this ofihnot be the heavenly 
Mercery So one reading is Ijtarpes Spanheim retains Hermes, but says 
that thvi is the*son of Cyllefnus, who is mentioned by Servius m his note at 
Vergil, Aeneid, IV, 5 77 Ruhnken rejefts Hermes and has a clever emenda- 
tioTi 

p. 310. Then take it There is a very bearutiful pi^ure by the great French parStCj. 

Jacques Louis Da^d, 1748-1825, representing the 4uss griven Cupid to 
fsyche 

p 312 The principal Street. The persons lool^tng ofrt of the windows 
were- perhaps aftually painted upon he scencT, as 'seems to haveJaeen the 
case m the revival of Henry VIII at the Dike’s Theatre i$ December, 
L663 

p 318 Ten statues So m Prunella , by Laurence J-Iouseman and Granville Barker, 
the Statue of Cupid in the garden comes to life 
p 32* Marish A mot uncoms??qn form of <c Marsh ” 

p 324 ThTe God of THf River 11 " In Fletcher’s The Faithful Shepherdess , 4to, circa 
1609-10, when Amoret is flung into the river the god of the river rises from 
his Stream with the maiden m his arms The Faithful Shepherdess was revived 
24 and 25 June, 1923, under the direftion of S11 Thomas Beecham, for the 
Phcemx c< The God of the River ” was sung by Frederick Ranalow The 
speech of Fletcher’s river-god was used as a model by William Browne for 
the episode m his Britannia's Pa florals, II, 1, 11, where Marina, having thrown 
herself into the river, is rescued by the god of the Stream 
p. 327 The scene represents hell A “ dismal Hell” was shown, IVf 7 ?m The 
Descent of Orpheus into Hell, “ Presented by the French Comedians rt the 
Cock-Pit m Drury Lane ” m 1661 Aft II of Dryden’s opera Albion and 
Albamus, produced at Dorset Garden, 6 June, 1685, begins “ The Scenes 
is a Poetical Hell The Change is Total The Upper Part of the House, as well 
as the Side-Scenes There is the Figure of Prometheus chain'd to a Rock, the 
Vulture gnawing his Diver Sisiphus rowhng the Stone , the Belides, &c* 
Beyond, Abundance of Figures in various Torments Then a great Arch of Fire 
Behind tJM, three Pyramids of Flames m perpetual Agitation Beyond tins, glow- 
ing Fire, which terminates the Profpeft Pluto, the Furies > with Alefto ” Hell 
also appears in Powell’s opera Brutus of Alba , or, Augusta's Triumph, I, 

1 and 2, produced at Dorset Qardon in 1696 
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EXPLANATORY NOTES 


Pluto In Settle’s The Express of Morocco , Dorsst*Garden, November, ^1673, 
ACt IV, there is presented a mask : “ the Spent open’d ^ ls^pres^nf - ^ a*Hefi, 
in which Pluto , Proserpine, and other W omen-Spints appear seated- 
attended by Furies ” 

Eternal Frost. Xf Dante, Inferno , XXXH,*the frozen depths of heU- 

E sotxO jl ptedi un lago che per gdo 
Avea di vetro e non^d’acqua sembiante 
Non fece al corso suo si grosstf veto 
Di verno la Danoia in OStericch, 

N 1 Tanai la sotto ll freddo cielo 
Com’era quivi 

Belides The granddaughters of Belus, father cf Danaus, and therefore the 
Danaides Upon their manage night the fifty sons of Aegyptus were 
murdered by the fifty daughters-of Danaus.^ There was one exception, the 
life of Lynceus was spared by his wife HypgrmneStra According to die 
poets the Danaides ~were punished in Hades by bemg^compelled ever- 
lastingly "0 pour water into a sieve, “ inane lymphae dokum fundo pere- 
untis imo,” Horace, Odes, III, xi, 26 Ovid, Metamorphoses fSN , 463 

Assiduae repetunt, quas perdant, Belides undas 

Jupiter. Cf Dry den’s Amphitryon, produced at Drury Lane early m O^xTct, 
^690, Act V, wEere amid pe$ls of thunder C£ Jupiter appears in a Machine ” 
JtjEAv’N " In pryden’r Tyrannick Love , or. The Royal Martyr , produced at the 
Theatre Royal about June, 1669, IV, the magician transports S Catherine 
in her sleep to his <c Indian Cav* ” ec A Scene of a Paradise is‘discpvered 3 ” 
and a danc^ of spirits follows For a discussion of the scenery and Stage- 
eff^Cts in Psyche m see the Introduction 

Clouds Clpuds v*ere greatly used for efeCt m B-eStoration operas In his 
preface to The World in the Moon , produced at Dorset Garden* in the spring 
of 1697 , 4to, 1697 , Settle triumphantly boasts that he has ec thrown away 
all ou? old French Lumber, our Clouds ofjplouts, and-set Theatrical Paintings 
at a much fairer light ” In Stede’s famous inventory of the-' 4 Moveables 
of Ch r R ch Esq, ” Tatler, XLII/we" find “ A Dozen and a 
h alf of Clouds, tnmm’d with Black, and well conditioned , . . A Set of 

Clouds after the French Mode, streaked with Lightning, and furbelow’d ” 
Apollo In Albion and Albanrn , II “ The further Part of the Heaven opens , and 
discovers a Machine , as it moves forwards, the Clouds which are before it divide , 
and shew the Person of Apollo, holding the Reiqs m his Hand As they fall lower , 
the Horses appear with the Rays, and + great Glory about Apollo ” 

Aegipanes Goat-Pans, te, goat-shaped Pahs, well-known sylvan deities 
with goats’ feet and a rough body , Pamsci, or attendants on the great god 
Pan See C Julius Hygmus, AHronomia, II, 28 
Returnello. Alessandro Scarlatti* 1659-1725, was the first to introduce into 
an opera score the ntornello — the instrumental introduction, interlude, or 
poStlude to a composition for the voice 
Ihe Delights of the Bottle The words of this bacchanahare printed in 
Playford’s Choice Ayres, 1681 , and also m The Antidote to Mefunchcfy, 1682^ 
In the Roxburghe Ballads, II, 106, they are given as Th Delights op the Bottle , . 
“ a mo^t admirable new tune, everywhere much m Request” Since the 
original song was too short for a ballad, some laymonger has added ten 
Stanzas. 
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